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In  the  selection  of  Tunes  the  Psalmody  Committee  had  the  valuable 
advice  and  assistance  of  Mr.  A.  L.  Peace,  Mus.  D.,  Organist  of  Glasgow 
Cathedral,  and  Musical  Editor  of  this  work. 

The  Committee  tender  their  grateful  acknowledgments  to  the  following 
composers  and  proprietors  for  their  generous  permission  to  use  the  copyright 
tunes  named  below  : — 

HER  MOST  GRACIOUS  MAJESTY  THE  QUEEN,  for  "Coburg"  and 
"Gotha,"  by  His  Royal  Highness  the  late  Prince  Consort,  granted  for 
the  former  edition. 

Rev.  John  Alison,  D.D.,  for  "Angelic  Songs,"  by  the  late  Mr.  Thomas  Hewlett, 
Mus.  B. 

Rev.  Henry  Allon,  D.D.,  for  "Xewland"  and  "Houghton,*'  by  H.  J.  Gauntlett, 
Mus.  D.,  the  latter  granted  for  the  former  edition. 

Mr.  J.  S.  Anderson,  Mus.  B.,  for  his  tune  "Fingal." 

Miss  A.  A.  Austen,  for  her  tune  "S.  Agnes,'*  granted  for  the  former  edition. 

Mr.  J.  Montgomerie  Bell,  W.S.,  for  his  tunes  "Crucifixion,"  "Grange,"  "Ren- 
frew," "Ruthwell,"  "S.  Baldred,"  "  S.  Catharine,"  "S.  Giles,"  "S.  Saviour.'' 

Mr.  Cyril  Bowdler,  for  his  tune  "Bowdler  Xo.  178,"  printed  by  permission  of 
Colonel  Bowdler  Bell. 

Rev.  E.  S.  Carter,  for  his  tune  "  Day  by  Day." 

Messrs.  Cassell  and  Co.,  Limited,  for  the  melody  of  "All  things  bright,"  by  Sir 
F.  A.  Gore  Ouseley,  Bait.,  Mus.  D. 

Mr.  George  F.  Chambers.  F.R.A.S.,  for  "Thanksgiving,"  by  Mr.  W.  B.  Gilbert, 
Mus.  B.,  in  addition  to  "  Maidstone,"  granted  for  the  former  edition  ;  both  tunes, 
being  from  The  Parish  Tune  Book  (Warne  and  Co.,  London). 

Dr.  Frank  Champneys.  for  his  tune  "The  Three  Kings." 

Rev.  R.  R.  Chope,  for  his  tune  "Herbert,"  and  for  "S.  Aelred,*'  " S.  Anatolius, 
"S.    Bees,"    "S.    Godric,"  "S.    Oswald,"  "  S.  Sylvester,"  by  the    late    Rev. 
J.  B.  Dykes,  Mus.   D. ;   all   taken  from  The  Congregational  Hymn  and  Tune 
Book. 

Mr.  George  Cooper,  for  his  tune  "  S.  Sepulchre,"  granted  for  the  former  edition. 

Rev.  Thomas  Darling,  for  "Lux  Eoi,"  by  Sir  Arthur  Sullivan,  from  Hymns  for 
the  Church  of  England  icith  Proper  Tunes. 

Mr.  Edward  O.  Dykes,  for  "Ferrier,"  "Rock  of  Ages,"  "S.  Agnes,  Durham," 
"Sanctuary,"  by  the  late  Rev.  J.  B.  Dykes,  Mus.  D.,  in  addition  to  "Lux 
Benigna,"  granted  by  Dr.  Dykes  for  the  former  edition  ;  being  five  of  twenty- 
six  tunes  by  that  composer  which  appear  in  this  work. 

Sir  George  J.  Elvey,  Mus.  D.,  for  his  tunes  "  Adoration  "  and  "  S.  Crispin,"  in 
addition  to  "  S.  George's,  Windsor  "  and  "  Elvey,"  granted  for  the  former  edition. 

Major  Alexander  Ewing,  for  "Ewing,"  granted  for  the  former  edition. 

Rev.  O.  M.  Feilden,  for  "S.  John  Baptist." 

Rev.  Alexander  Galloway,  B.D.,  for  his  adaptations,  "Ave  maris  stella,"  and 
"Margaretha." 

Messrs.  Gall  and  Inglis,  for  "O  come  let  us  sing,"  by  Rev.  .James  Gall. 

Sir  John  Goss,  Mus.  D.,  for  "Bevan,"  "Goss,"and  "  Waterstock, "  granted  formerly. 

Mr.  G.  H.  Gregory,  Mus.  B.,  for  his  tunes  "  Cui  habet  dabitur"  and  "  Sua  vitas," 
written  for  the  former  edition. 

Mr.  Walter  Hately,  for  his  tune  "S.  Helen,"  written  for  the  former  edition. 

Miss  Havergal,  for  "Eirene"  and  "  Hermas,"  by  the  late  Miss  Fiances  Ridley 
Havergal ;  and  for  "  Patmos,"  by  the  late  Rev.  W.  H.  Havergal,  in  addition  to 
"Evan,"  granted  for  the  former  edition. 
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Mrs.  Hayne,  for  "Buckland"  and  "  S.  Lawrence,*'  by  the  Rev.  L.  G.  Hayne, 
Mtis.  D.,  in  addition  to  "  S.  Bernard  "  and  "  S.  Cecilia,"  granted  for  the  fornier 
edition. 

Rev.  Andrew  Henderson,  on  behalf  of  the  proprietors  of  The  Presbyterian  Hymnal, 
for  "  Moredun,"  by  Mr.  Henry  Smart. 

Miss  Laura  J.  Hutton,  for  her  tune  "Warfare.'' 

Mr.  Augustus  G.  Jamieson,  for  his  tunes  "  Brierley  "  and  "S.  Sulpice,"  written 
for  the  former  edition. 

Mr.  Alfred  King,  Mus.  D.,  for  his  tune  "  Eastnor, "  granted  for  the  former  edition. 

Mr.  James  Langran,  Mus.  B.,  for  his  tunes  "Deerhurst"  and  "S.  Agnes." 

Mr.  G.  A.  Lohr,  for  his  tune  "S.  Frances,"  granted  for  the  former  edition. 

Messrs.  Macmillan  and  Co.,  for  "S.  Bruno,"  by  John  Hullah,  LL.D. 

Rev.  T.  R.  Matthews,  B.A.,  for  his  tunes  "Chenies,"  "  Ludborough,"  "  Margaret,  ' 
and  "  Winthorpe,"  from  the  North  Coates  Supplemental  Tune  Book: 

Rev.  P.  Maurice,  D.D.,  for  "Springfield,"  granted  for  the  fornier  edition. 

L>r.  E.  G.  Monk,  for  his  Chant  in  G,  granted  for  the  former  edition. 

Dr.   W.   H.    Monk,    for  his   tune    "Wordsworth,"  in   addition  to   "Dismission. 
"Morning,"   and   "Penitence,"    written    for,    and    "Easter    Hymn,    No.    2," 
granted  for,  the  former  edition. 

Mr.  Edwin  M.  Moss,  for  "Giessen,"  from  the  London  'Tunc  Book. 

Messrs.  T.  Xelson  and  Sons,  for  "Calwood,"  adapted  by  Mr.  T.  L.  Hately,  in 
addition  to  "  Makerstoun  "  and  "Nenthorn,"  written  for  former  editions. 

Messrs.  James  Nisbet  and  Co.,  for  "Bethany,"  "  Heathlands,"  "Lancashire,"  and 
"  S.  Leonard,"  by  Mr.  Henry  Smart ;  for  "  Holyrood,"  by  Mr.  James  Watson  ; 
and  for  "  Regent  Square,"  by  Mr.  Henry  Smart,  and  "  Bentley,"  by  Dr.  Hullah, 
granted  for  the  former  edition. 

Proprietors  of  Norwich  Tune  Book,  for  "Abraham,"  granted  for  the  former  edition. 

Sir  F.  A.  Gore  Ouseley,  Bart.,  Mus.  D.,  for  his  tunes  "Gethsemane"  and 
"Eastham,"  and  for  other  kind  service. 

Sir  Herbert  Oakelet,  LL.D.,  Mus.  D.,  for  his  tunes  "Abends"  and  "Edina." 

Messrs.  J.  and  R.  Parlane,  for  "  Atlantic, "  by  Mr.  James  Merrylees. 

Mr.  William  Pitts,  for  his  tune  "  Princethorpe. " 

Rev.  W.  Pulling,  on  behalf  of  the  proprietors  of  Hymns  Ancient  and  Modern, 
for  "Eudoxia,"  by  Rev.  S.  Baring-Gould;  "  S.  Beatrice,"  by  Dr.  Bridge; 
"Assisi"  and  "Sales,"  by  Dr.  Champneys  ;  "  Almsgiving,"  "  Cominendatio," 
"Gerontius,"  "Pax  Dei,"  "Requiescat,"  "  Stabat  Mater,"  and  "  Veni  cito,"  by 
Dr.  Dykes;  "Cry  of  Faith,"  by  Dr.  Gauntlett ;  "Chalvey,"by  Dr.  Hayne; 
"  Leicester,"  by  Mr.  William  Hurst ;  "  S.  Columba,"  by  H.  S.  Irons ;  "  Aber," 
"Advent,"  "Litany,"  "  S.  Ethelwald,"  and  "Vigilate."  by  Dr.  W.  H.  Monk; 
"S.  Gabriel,"  by  Sir  F.  A.  Gore  Ouseley,  Bart. ;  "Ad  Inferos,"  by  Dr.  Sangster  ; 
"Credo,"  "S.  Francis  Xavier,"  "Sebaste,"  and  "The  Blessed  Home,"  by  Dr. 
Stainer  ;""S.  Margaret,"  by  Rev.  William  Statham;  "Paradise,"  "Smart," 
and  " Yexillum,"  by  Mr.  Henry  Smart:  "S.  Andrew,"  by  Mr.  E.  H.  Thome  : 
"Lyte,"  by  Mr.  John  Wilkes ;  "  Alstone,"  by  Mr.  E.  C.  Willing;  and  "Victory," 
by  Palestrina ;  as  also  for  the  tunes  granted  for  the  former  edition — namely, 
"Stephanos,"  by  Sir  Henry  W.  Baker,  Bart.;  "Dies  Ira?,"  "  Hollingside," 
"Horbury,"  "Melita,"  "Nicaea,"  "  S.  Cross,"  "  S.  Cuthbert,"  and  "Vox 
Dilecti,"  by  Dr.  Dykes;  "Diadeniata,"  by  Sir  George  Elvey ;  "  Southwell,''  by 
Mr.  H.  S.  Irons;  and  "Eventide,"  "Miserere,"  "Xutfield,"  "  S.  Bernard," 
"S.  Matthias,"  and  "  S.  Philip,"  by  Dr.  W.  H.  Monk. 

Mr.  A.  R.  Reinagle,  for  his  tune  "  S.  Peter,"  granted  for  the  former  edition. 

Rev.  S.  J.  Rowton,  for  his  tune  "Epsom  College." 

Miss  M.  A.  Sidebotham,  for  the  harmony  of  "All  things  bright,"  by  Sir  F.  A.  Gore 
Ouseley,  Bart.,  Mus.  D. 

Rev.  C.  C.  Soholefield,  for  his  tunes  "Fides"  and  "Litany.  No.  2." 
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Sir  John  Staineb,  M.A.,  Mus.  D.,  for  his  tune  "Charity."' 

Dr.  Charles  Steggall,  for  his  tune  "Grosvenor."' 

Mr.  Samuel  Smith  (Windsor),  for  his  tune  "Ruth." 

Rev.  Frederic  Southgate,  for  his  tune  "S.  Agatha." 

Mr.  A.  H.  D.  Troyte,  for  his  Chants  Nos.  1  and  2,  granted  for  the  former  edition. 

Mr.  E.  H.  Turpin,  for  his  tunes  "  Argyle"  and  "Eynsham,"  by  permission  of  the 

proprietors  of  Hymn  Tunes. 
Bishop  Turton,  foi  his  tune  "Ely,"'  in  addition  to  "S.  Ethelreda,"  granted  for  the 

former  edition. 
Mr.  Frederic  Weber,  for  his  tune  "  Orlestrund,"  from  Church  of  England  Chorale 

Book. 


The  Committee  also  tender  their  acknowledgments  to  the  following 
composers  and  proprietors,  whose  copyrights  have  been  inserted  by 
arrangement : — 


Mr.  Arthur  H.  Brown. 

Messrs.   Brown  and  Co.,  Salisbury, 

proprietors  of  The  Sarum  Hymnal. 
Dr.  Edward  Dearle. 
Lady  Victoria  Evans-Freke. 
Mr.  J.  W.  Elliott. 
Mrs.  Gauntlett. 
Dr.  E.  J.  Hopkins. 
Mrs.  Lomas. 
Messrs.  Masters  and  Co. 


Messrs.  Metzler  and  Co. 

Messrs.  Novello,  Ewer  and  Co. 

Dr.  A.  L.  Peace. 

Miss  M.  A.  Sidebotham,  on  behalf  of 

the  proprietors  of  The  Children's  Hymn 

Book. 
Sir  Robert  P.  Stewart. 
Sir  Arthur  S.  Sullivan. 
Rev.  F.  G.  Wesley,  on  behalf  of  the 

proprietors  of  The  European  Psalmist. 


Great  pains  have  been  taken  to  ascertain  the  proprietorship  of  all  copy- 
right hymns  and  tunes,  and  to  obtain  permission  for  their  use.  If  any 
copyright  has  been  unintentionally  infringed,  it  is  hoped  that  this  will  be 
pardoned.  It  is  due  to  the  Editors  of  "  Hymns  Ancient  and  Modern  "  to 
acknowledge  their  great  courtesy  in  granting  the  use  of  so  many  tunes, — 
in  addition  to  those  granted  for  the  former  edition, — without  which  this 
collection  would  have  been  incomplete.  They  are  also  specially  indebted 
to  Mr.  E.  O.  Dykes,  brother  of  the  late  Rev.  J.  B.  l}ykes,  Mus.  D.,  and  to 
the  Rev.  R.  R.  Chope,  for  their  kindness  in  placing  at  the  disposal  of  the 
Committee  so  many  additional  tunes  by  that  esteemed  composer. 

Special  thanks  are  due  to  the  Rev.  Alexander  Galloway,  B.D.,  Minto, 
for  much  valuable  labour  in  verifying  the  sources  of  the  tunes  and 
settling  their  proper  nomenclature,  as  well  as  for  the  preparation  of  the 
Musical  Indexes;  to  Mr.  J.  Montgomerie  Bell,  W.S.,  Edinburgh,  for  much 
skilful  aid,  which  his  zeal  and  practical  knowledge  qualified  him  to  render  ; 
and  to  Mr.  J.  0.  Anderson,  Edinburgh,  for  unwearied  service  in  the  general 
arrangement  and  oversight  of  the  work  while  passing  through  the  press. 
Dtcember  1885. 


|totc    to    preface, 


Advantage  is  taken  of  the  present  reprint  to  effect  the  following  objects, 
namely  : — 

1.  To  revise  and  bring  up  to  date  the  statements  in  the  Index  of 
Tunes  and  throughout  the  volume  as  to  the  composers  or  sources  of  tunes, 
obligation  for  which  is  specially  acknowledged  to  Mr.  James  Love, 
Falkirk. 

2.  To  add  a  second  tune  at  Hymn  214,  and  to  correct  two  notes  in 
tenor  part  of  second  tune  to  Hymn  240. 

3.  To  make  slight  corrections  on  the  words  of  Hymns  144,  241,  255, 
and  330,  giving  the  faithful  text. 

4.  To  introduce  the  accent  (')  in  addition  to  the  bar  at  Hymns  24"), 
262,  and  386,  which  have  chant  settings;  and  also  at  Hymns  290  and  314, 
the  tunes  for  which  are  partly  recitative. 

5.  To  introduce  into  the  pointing  of  the  Ancient  Prose  Hymns  352-356 
the  symbols  adopted  in  The  Psalter,  with  Selected  Passages  of  Scripture,  and 
Ancient  Hymns.  In  explanation  of  these  symbols  suffice  it  to  say  : — The 
bar  (|)  in  the  words  corresponds  with  the  bar  in  the  music.  The  accent  (f) 
marks  a  resting  or  rallying  point  in  the  Recitation,  to  bring  the  voices  to- 
gether ;  it  is  placed  on  the  most  convenient  word,  and  is  meant  to  denote 
only  a  very  slight  prolongation  of  the  word  or  syllable  on  which  it  is 
placed.  The  asterisk  (*)  is  used  to  indicate  the  places  at  which  alone  effect 
is  to  be  given  to  the  punctuation,  not  by  a  rest,  but  by  the  slightest  pro- 
longation of  the  word  preceding.  The  bind  ( — -)  means  that  the  two  sylla- 
bles so  joined  are  to  "be  sung  to  one  note.  When  only  one  syllable  occurs 
between  the  bars,  that  syllable  is  to  be  sung  to  the  whole  bar  of  music. 
The  dash   ( — )  means  that    the    preceding   syllable   is   to   be   continued   in 
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singing  through  the  space  occupied  by  the  dash.  In  the  Te  Deum  the 
verse  marked  with  the  dagger  (>f<)  may  be  sung  either  to  the  second  half 
of  the  double  chant,  or  to  its  first  and  last  sections.  The  double  chants 
selected  for  the  Te  Deum  adapt  themselves  to  this  latter  treatment,  which 
is  recommended.  The  section  (§)  indicates  a  change  of  chant,  correspond- 
ing to  a  change  of  subject  or  sentiment. 

May  1889. 


(EonUnts. 


HYMNS  OF  THE  HOLY  TRINITY, 

HYMNS  OF   CREATION  AND  PROVIDENCE, 


HYMN 
1 


HYMNS  OF  OUR  LORD  :— 

Incarnation,    ... 

25 

Death, 

36 

Resurrection,  ... 

53 

Ascension, 

62 

Second  Coming, 

80 

HYMNS  OF  THE   HOLY  SPIRIT,             

90 

HYMNS  OF  MISSIONS,                   

107 

Missions  of  Beneficence, 

122 

HYMNS  OF   THE    CHRISTIAN  LIFE:— 

Public  Worship  and  Prayer,  ... 

128 

Penitence, 

145 

Faith  and  Love, 

168 

Resignation,     ... 

208 

Faith  and  Hope, 

227 

Death  and  Resurrection, 

251 

HYMNS  OF   HEAVEN, 

264 

HYMNS  OF  NATURAL  AND  SACRED  SEASONS:— 

Morning, 

277 

Evening, 

285 

Spring, 

296 

Summer, 

299 

Autumn, 

300 

Winter,             ...            ...            ...            ...            .:. 

304 

New  Year, 

305 

Baptism, 

311 

First  Communion,         ...           ...           ... 

315 
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HYMNS   OF  NATURAL  AND   SACRED   SEASONS  {Continued) :—                    hymn 

The  Lord's  Supper, 

318 

Church  and  Ministry, 

328 

Marriage,         .. 

338 

The  Lord's  Day, 

341 

DISMISSIONS,         

347 

ANCIENT  PROSE  HYMNS;— 

Benedictus, 

352 

Magnificat, 

353 

Nunc  Dimittis, 

354 

Gloria  in  Excelsis,     ... 

355 

Te  Deum  Laudamus,     ... 

356 

HYMNS  FOR  THE  YOUNG:— 

Morning, 

357 

Evening, 

359 

Lord's  Day, 

364 

New  Year, 

368 

Praise  and  Prayer,     ... 

370 

Birth  of  our  Lord,     ... 

383 

Death  of  our  Lord,    ... 

389 

Love  of  Christ  to  Children,  ... 

395 

Lessons  to  Children,  ... 

400 

Duties  of  Children,    ... 

422 

The  Hope  of  Glory,    ... 

432 

JUphabetkal  Ink*  of  Jirst  %inzs, 


The  Italics  show  the  Hymns  for  the  Young, 


FIRST   LINE  OF   HYMN.  NO.  AUTHOR  OR  SOURCE.  NAME  OF   TUNE. 

A  few  more  years  shall  roll 248 . .  Horatius  Bonar Chalvey ;  Leominster. 

A  little  child  the  Saviour  came 311 . .  W.  Robertson Commandments. 

A  sure  stronghold  our  God  is  He 182 . .  Luther :  tr.  by  Cath.  Winkworth . .  Ein'  f este  Burg. 

Abide  with  me !  fast  falls  the  even-tide . .  245 . .  Henry  Francis  Lyte \      ^     ,    ' 

According  to  Thy  gracious  word 318.  .James  Montgomery Kilsyth  ;  Caithness. 

Again  the  morn  of  gladness 364.  .John  Ellerton Dresden. 

All  glory,  laud,  and  honour 35 . .  Theodulph :  tr.  by  J.  Mason Neale  S.  Theodulph. 

All  hail  the  power  of  Jesus'  name  ! 71.  .Edward  Perronet Crediton  ;  S.  George. 

All  praise  to  Thee,  my  God,  this  night . .  285 . .  Thomas  Ken Evening  Hymn. 

All  things  bright  and  beautiful 410.  .Cecil  Frances  Alexander All  things  bright. 

Alleluia  !  sing  to  Jesus  ! 67. .  William  Chatterton  Dix Adoration  ;  Alleluia. 

And  now,  beloved  Lord 45.  .Eliza  Sibbald  Alder  son Commendatio  ;  Eirene. 

,     ,           ,.                        .   .,                       ,..      .„.„.        _  .  .  .  (  S.    Columba    or  Erin; 

And  now  the  wants  are  told 351 . .  U  ilham  Bright i      s-p>  a 

Another  day  begun  ! 282 . .  John  Ellerton Swabia  ;  Bethlehem. 

Another  year  has  fled;  renew 306.  .Arthur  Tozer  Russell S.  Sulpice. 

Approach,  my  soul,  the  mercy-seat 136.  .John  Newton Spohr. 

Arm  of  the  Lord,  awake,  awake  !    117 . .  William  Shrubsole Stiastny ;  Truro. 

Around  the  throne  of  God  in  heaven  . . .  .436 .  .Anne  Houlditch Glory. 

Art  thou  weary,  art  thou  languid 163 . .  Tr.  by  John  Mason  Neale Stephanos ;  S.  Helen's. 

As  with  gladness  men  of  old 31 . .  William  Chatterton  Dix Dix. 

At  even,  ere  the  sun  was  set 288 . .  Henry  Ticells Angelus. 

At  the  cross  her  station  keeping 41 . .  Tr.  by  Edivard  Caswall Stabat  Mater.        [Hymn. 

Awake,  my  soul,  and  with  the  sun 278 . .  Thomas  Ken Morning  Hymn ;  Morning 

Be  still,  my  soul;  the  Lord  is  on  thy  side.  .212.  .Hymns  from  the  Land  of  Luther..  S.  Helen. 

Before  Jehovah's  awful  throne 135.  .Isaac  Watts Old  Hundredth;  Mainzer. 

i>        j  ,.?    t    t      -j.         77                           on/%     ~    .,  t,              ,7          7  \  Crux     Crudelis;     Cruci- 

Beyond  the  holy  city  xoall 390. .  Cecil  Frances  Alexander <      fixion 

Blessed  be  the  Lord  God  of  Israel 352 . .  Luke  i.  67-79 Chant  by  Goodenough. 

Blessed  Jesus,  here  we  stand 313.  .Schmolck:  tr.by Cath.Winkworth . Dessau. 

Blessed  Jesus,  high  in  glory 380 Stuttgart. 

Blest  are  the  pure  in  heart 133 . .  John  Keble Swabia. 

Blest  be  the  tie  that  binds 206. .  John  Favxett Bethlehem  ;  S.  Olave. 

Blest  be  Thy  love,  dear  Lord 188. .  John  Austin Eastnor  ;  Christchurch. 

Blest  morning,  whose  first  dawning  rays .  60 . .  Isaac  Watts Lancaster.  , 

Blow  ye  the  trumpet,  blow 204. .  Charles  Wesley S.  John. 

Bound  upon  the  accursed  tree 51 . .  Henry  Hart  Milman AVeimar. 

Bowed  low  in  supplication , 337 . .  IF.  Walsham  How S.  Victor ;  Bremen. 

Bread  of  heaven  !  on  Thee  I  feed 324.  .Josiah  Conder Eilenburg. 

Bread  of  the  world,  in  mercy  broken  . .  .323.  .Reginald  Hebe.r Erlangen. 

Brief  life  is  here  our  portion 273  \  ^nardof  Morlaix:   tr.    by  )  Wellesley. 

1  (      John  Mason  Neale ) 

Brightest  and  best  of  the  sons 32 . .  Reginald  Heber Springfield  ;     The   Three 

Brightly  gleams  our  banner 424.  .  T.  J  Potter Vexillum.  [Kings. 
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By  Christ  redeemed,  in  Christ  restored . .  321 . .  G.  Rawson Memoria. 

By  cool  Siloam's  shady  rill 430 . .  Reginald  Heber Siloam. 

Childhood's  years  are  passing  o'er  us. . .  .420. .  William  Dickson j  °  Harwich*  ^^ ' 

Children  of  Jerusalem 371.  .J.  Henley Children  of  Jerusalem. 

Children  of  the  heavenly  King 234 . .  John  Cennick Liibeck  ;  Culbach. 

Christ  is  coming !  let  creation 83 . .  J.  R.  Macduff Magdeburg ;  Corinth. 

Christ  is  made  the  sure  foundation 328.  .Old  Latin:  tr.  by  J".  Mason  Neale  Oriel. 

Christ  is  merciful  and  mild 401.  .J.  Buckivorth Harwich. 

Christ,  of  all  my  hopes  the  ground 200 . .  R.  Wardlaw Liibeck. 

Christ  the  Lord  is  risen  to-day 53 . .  Charles  Wesley Hart's. 

Christ,  whose  glory  fills  the  skies 280. .  Charles  Wesley Dix. 

Christian  !  seek  not  yet  repose 183 . .  Charlotte  Elliott Vigilate. 

Come,  children,  join  to  sing 372 . . C.  H.  Bateman Madrid. 

Come,  Holy  Ghost,  and  through  each  . .   98.  .Tr.  by  Edward  Caswall Rochester. 

Come,  Holy  Ghost,  Creator,  come 93.  .Old  Latin:  tr.  byC.  Winkv:orth.  .Melcombe. 

Come,  Holy  Ghost,  our  hearts  inspire  .  .101 . .  Charles  Wesley Tallis's  Ordinal. 

Come,  Holy  Ghost,  our  souls  inspire ...   91 . .  Old  Latin :  tr.  Eng.  Prayer  Book  .  A'eni  Creator. 

Come,  Holy  Spirit,  come 102 . .  Joseph  Hart S.  Olave. 

Come,  Holy  Spirit,  heavenly  Dove 103.  .Simon  Broivne Soldau. 

Come,  let  us  join  our  friends  above 250 . .  Charles  Wesley S.  Asaph. 

Come,  Lord,  and  tarry  not 84.  .Horatius  Bonar Holyrood. 

Come,  O  Thou  traveller  unknown 74.  .Charles  Wesley Giessen. 

Come,  praise  your  Lord  and  Saviour . . .  .379. .  W.  Walsham  Hoio Orlestrund. 

Come,  Thou  Holy  Paraclete 95  {  Ki£*  f?**.11'  ^  ?™* :  tr"  i  S.  Philip. 

(      by  John  Mason  Neale ) 

Come,  Thou  long-expected  Jesus 199 . .  Charles  Wesley O  Sanctissima. 

Come,  ye  children,  praise  the  So  dour  . . .  376 Margaretha  ;  S.  Baldred. 

Come,  ye  thankful  people,  come 300.  .Henry  Alford S.  George's,  Windsor. 

Come,  ye  sinners,  poor  and  wretched. .  .147.  .Joseph  Hart Feniton  Court. 

Courage,  brother  !  do  not  stumble 233 . .  Norman  Macleod Norman. 

Creator  Spirit !  by  whose  aid 92 . .  Old  Latin:  tr  by  J.  Dryden Eaton. 

Crown  Him  with  many  crowns 70.  .Matthew  Bridges Diademata. 

Daily,  daily  sing  the  p>raises 435.  .S.  Baring-Gould Eden. 

Day  by  day  the  little  daisy 407 . .  Cecil  Frances  Alexander Day  by  Day ;  S  Oswald. 

Day  of  wrath  !  O  day  of  mourning  ! 89 . .  Thomas  of  Celano :  tr.  by  Irons . .  Dies  Irae. 

Days  and  moments  quickly  flying 310 . . Edward  Casicall S.  Sylvester. 

Dear  Eefuge  of  my  weary  soul 195.  .Anne  Steele Bedford. 

Do  no  sinful  action 427.  .Cecil  Frances  Alexander Warfare 

Earth  to  earth,  and  dust  to  dust 256.  .J.  H.  Gurney Wahring. 

Eternal  Beam  of  Light  Divine 179. .  Charles  Wesley Kent ;  S.  Bernard. 

Eternal  Father,  strong  to  save 21 . .  William  Whiting Melita. 

Fair  v;aved  the  golden  corn 422.  .J.  H.  Gurney Holyrood. 

Far  from  my  heavenly  home 228 . .  Henry  Francis  Lyte Lyte. 

Far  from  these  narrow  scenes  of  night.  .230.  .Anne  Steele Stockton. 

Far  from  the  world,  O  Lord,  I  flee 207. .  William  Cowper Paston ;  French. 

Father,  I  know  that  all  my  life 215.  .A.  L.  Waring Niirnberg. 

Father,  let  me  dedicate 368 . .  Laurence  Tuttiett S.  Ignatius. 

Father  of  heaven,  whose  love  profound . .      6 . .  Ed.  Cooper Mainzer  ;    Command- 
Fierce  raged  the  tempest  o'er  the  deep . .  225 . .  Godfrey  Hiring S.  Ae'lred.  [ments. 

For  all  the  saints,  who  from  their  labours  262..  IF.  Walsliam  Hoio S.  Philip;  Troy  te's  Ch  ant, 

For  all  Thy  saints,  O  Lord 263 . .  R.  Mant S.  Helena.  [No.  2- 

For  ever  with  the  Lord  ! 252 . .  James  Montgomery Franconia. 

For  the  beauty  of  the  earth 17 . .  F .  Pierpont Cassel. 

For  thee,  O  dear,  dear  country! 21±\Berimrd   of  Morlaix:    tr.    by)^.        Munich 

9  J  {      John  Mason  Neale ) 

For  Thy  mercy  and  Thy  grace 305 . .  Henry  Downton S.  Martin's. 

Forgive  them,  O  My  Father 39.  .Cecil  Frances  Alexander S.  Margaret. 

Forth  in  Thy  name,  O  Lord,  I  go 284. .  Charles  Wesley Commandments. 

Forty  days  and  forty  nights 33 . .  G.  H.  Smyttan  and  Francis  Pott .  Heinlein. 

Forward  !  be  our  watchword 238 . .  Henry  A  Iford Smart. 

Fountain  of  good,  to  own  Thy  love 126. .  Philip  Doddridge Belmont;  S   Fulbert 
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Fountain  of  mercy  !  God  of  love  ! 301..  Alice  Flowerdew Lancaster 

Friend  after  friend  departs 249.  .James  Montgomery Lucca 

From  depths  of  woe  I  raise  to  Thee 155.  .Luther:  tr.  by  R.  Massie Stettin ;  Luther's  Hymn 

From  Greenland's  icy  mountains 108.  .Reginald  Heber Heber  ;  Greenland. 

From  the  eastern  mountains 30. . Godfrey  Hiring Grosvenor. 

Gentle  Jesus,  meek  and  mild 416 . .  Charles  Wesley Dijon. 

Glorious  things  of  Thee  are  spoken 331 . .  John  Newton Batty  or  Turnau 

Glory  be  to  God  on  high 355.  .Tr. :  Old  Latin Chants  by  Dupuis. 

Glory  to  God  in  the  highest 387 . .  W.  F.  Matson In  Excelsis  Gloria. 

Go  bury  thy  sorrow 224.  .P.  P.  Bliss Sunshine. 

Go  sound  the  trump  on  India's  shore 429.  .James  Gall Proclamation. 

Go  to  dark  Gethsemane 37 . .  James  Montgomery Gethsemane  ;    Immortal- 
Go,  labour  on  ;  spend  and  be  spent  . .  .  .336.  .Horatius  Bonar Ludborough.  [ity. 

God  eternal,  Lord  of  all 4. .  J.  E.  Millard Nina. 

God  intrusts  to  all 406.  .James  Edmeston Cui  habet  dabitur. 

God  is  always  near  me 411..  P.  P.  Bliss Caswall ;  S.  Cyril. 

God  moves  in  a  mysterious  way 24. .  William  Cowper Felix  ;  Evan. 

God  of  God,  and  Light  of  Light 327..  Sir  Henry  W.  Baker,  Bart Litany. 

God  of  heaven,  hear  our  singing 373 . .  Frances  Ridley  Havergal Frankfort ;  Randegger. 

God  of  mercy,  God  of  grace 134.  .Henry  Francis  Lyte Zurich. 

_    .    . .    .         ,     ,        ,,        ,,                     OQ„  f  Reginald  Heber  and  Archbishop  \  Makerstoun;    Temple; 
God,  that  madest  earth  and  heaven  ....  292  |      Whatdy ]     Nutfield. 

Golden  harps  are  sounding 393 . .  Frances  Ridley  Havergal Hermas. 

Great  God !  and  unU  Thou  condescend .  .426 . .  Anne  Taylor Holley. 

Great  King  of  nations,  hear  our  prayer . .  145 . .  J.  H.  Gurney S.  Silvester 

Great  Ruler  of  the  land  and  sea 22 . .  Horatius  Bonar Atlantic. 

Great  Shepherd  of  the  sheep 414.  .Sabbath  School  Bell Good  Shepherd. 

Guide  me,  0  Thou  great  Jehovah  ! 229. .  William  Williams Mannheim  ;  Lusatia. 

Hail,  gladdening  Light 290 . .  John  Keble Sebaste. 

Hail  the  day  that  sees  Him  rise 63 . .  Charles  Wesley,  Martin  Madan.  .Coburg. 

Hail,  thou  bright  and  sacred  morn 345.  .J.  A.  Elliott Morning. 

Hail  to  the  Lord's  Anointed 109.  .James  Montgomery S.  Theodulph  ;  Pearsall 

Hark  !  hark,  my  soul ! 247 . .  Frederick  William  Faber Pilgrims  ;  Angelic  Songs. 

Hark,  my  soul !  it  is  the  Lord 161 . .  William  Cowper Gibbons  ;  S.  Bees. 

Hark  !  the  herald-angels  sing 27 . .  Charles  Wesley Bethlehem. 

Hark  !  the  voice  of  Jesus  crying 119 . .  Daniel  March Sanctuary. 

Here,  O  my  Lord,  I  see  Thee 320 . .  Horatius  Bonar S.  Agnes. 

Here  we  suffer  grief  and  pain 437 . .  Thomas  Bilby Joyful. 

His  are  the  thousand  sparkling  rills  ....    43 . .  Cecil  Frances  Alexander Assisi ;  Altona. 

Holy  Ghost,  dispel  our  sadness 97.  .J.  C.  Jacobi  and  A.  M.  Toplady.  .Coblentz. 

xt  i     i    i     i    i    t     j                                    c     t          „«•     j  (  S.  George's,  Windsor ; 

Holy,  holy,  holy  Lord 5.  .James  Montgomery <      „.  .  fi&. ,  ' 

Holy,  holy,  holy,  Lord  God  Almighty ! . .      1 . .  Reginald  Heber Nicsea  ;  Trinity. 

Holy  Father,  cheer  our  way 289.  .R.  Hayes  Robinson Charity;  Capetown. 

Hosanna,  loud  hosanna 400.  .J.  Threlfall Ellacombe. 

Hosanna  to  the  living  Lord  ! 139 . .  Reginald  Heber Hosanna. 

How  are  Thy  servants  blest,  O  Lord  !  . .    18.  .Joseph  Addison Grafenberg. 

How  gentle  God's  commands 217 . .  Philip  Doddridge Alexandria  ;  Hampton. 

How  loving  is  Jesus 397 Stella. 

How  sweet  the  Name  of  Jesus  sounds  .  .186.  .John  Newton S.  Peter. 

How  welcome  was  the  call 339.  .Sir  Henry  W.  Baker,  Bart S.  Olave. 

Hushed  was  the  evening  hymn 413 . .  J  D.  Burns Samuel. 

I  am  not  worthy,  holy  Lord 317.  .Sir  Henry  W.  Baler,  Bart Leicester  ;  Fingal. 

I  do  not  ask,  O  Lord,  that  life  may  be.  .214.  .Adelaide  Anne  Procter Submission,  No.  1,  2. 

I  give  immortal  praise 7 . .  Isaac  Watts Beverley. 

I  have  entered  the  valley  of  bhssi  ng 428 .  .Ann  ie  Wittenmeyer Valley  of  Blessing. 

I  heard  the  voice  of  Jesus  say 197.  .Horatius  Bonar Vox  J  »ile<ti. 

I  lay  my  sins  on  Jesus 198.  .Horatius  Bonar *  . .  Amelia. 

I  love  to  hear  the  story 404.  .Emily  Huntingdon  Miller Bowdler,  No.  178. 

I  love  to  think  of  the  heavenly  land 434.  .Golden  Censer Heavenly  Land. 

I  love  Thy  kingdom,  Lord 131.  .P.  Dwight S.  Audoen. 

I  think  when  I  read  that  sweet  story 396.  .Jemima  Luke Salamis. 

I  want  to  be  like  Jesus 418 . .  William  M.  WHiittemore Aspiration. 
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I  would  be  like  an  angel 378.  .J.  P.  Gill Angels. 

I'm  a  little  pilgrim 423. .  John  Owrwen Infant  Praises. 

If  I  come  to  Jesus 412.  .Mrs.  Van  Alstyne  (Fanny  Crosby)  Hastings. 

If  thou  but  suffer  God  to  guide  thee. .  .  .209.  .Georcj  Nenmark Neumark. 

In  the  Name  which  earth  and  heaven  .  .329.  .John  Ellerton Lux  Eoi. 

It  came  upon  the  midnight  clear 29. . E.  H.  Sears Noel. 

It  is  finished  !    Blessed  Jesus 46 . .  W.  D.  Maclagan Ad  Inferos. 

Jerusalem,  my  happy  home 267.  .Eckington  Collection Tiverton. 

Jerusalem,  my  happy  home ! 268 . .  Francis  Baker Southwell. 

Jerusalem  on  high 269.  .Samuel  Crossman Beverley  ;  S.  John. 

-r         i.i         ,,                                     or?K  S  Bernard    of  Morlaix:  tr.  by  )  ^,    . 
Jerusalem  the  golden 275  {     ^  ^  ^ ^  Ewing. 

Jesus  calls  us :  o'er  the  tumult 144 . .  Cecil  Frances  Alexander S.  Andrew ;  Gotha. 

Jesus  Christ  is  risen  to-day 54 \  Efe*  ^^   *?  ^ 

J  \      Easter  Hymn,  No.  2. 

Jesus,  from  Thy  throne  on  high  381 . . T,  B.  Pollock Litany. 

Jesus,  high  in  glory 375.  .American  Sun.  School  Psalmist.  .S.  Saviour. 

Jesus,  I  my  cross  have  taken 185.  .Henry  Francis  Lyte Batty  or  Turnau. 

Jesus  lives  !  no  longer  now 59 . .  C.  F.  Gellert :  tr.  by  Frances  E.  Cox  S.  Albinus 

Jesus,  Lover  of  my  soul 192 . .  Charles  Wesley Hollingside. 

Jesus  loves  me,  this  I  knov; 405.  .Anna  Warner Jesus  loves  me. 

Jesus,  Master,  whose  I  am 178.  .Frances  Ridley  Havergal <      ^a 

Jesus  !  name  of  wondrous  love ! 25.  .W.  Walsham  How Innocents  ;  Redhead,  No. 

Jesus,  Saviour  ever  mild 382 Litany.  [45. 

Jesus,  Saviour,  hear  me  call 374 Jesus  Saviour. 

Jesus  shall  reign  where'er  the  sun 114 . .  Isaac  Watts Warrington. 

Jesus,  still  lead  on 236.  .Zinzendorf:  tr.  by  H.  L.  L Haarlem. 

Jesus,  tender  Shepherd,  hear  me 359.  .Mary  Lundie  Duncan Mount  Vernon;  Beaufort. 

T  .,  ,,        ,  ,     .  r™  ,,,«  (  Bernard  of  'Clairvaux :  tr.  by  j  S.  Agnes,  Durham ;  Metz- 

Jesus,  the  very  thought  of  Thee 170  j      Edward  Caswall \     le?.  Redhead,  No.  66. 

Jesus,  these  eyes  have  never  seen 72.  .Ray  Palmer Bunyan. 

Jesus,  to  Thy  table  led 325. R.  H.  Baynes Berlin  ;  Halle. 

Jesus,  Thou  joy  of  loving  hearts! ^{S™rW,i'rra,H:  tr"  ^Rochester;  S.Gregory. 

Jesus,  we  are  far  away 167 .  .T.  B.  Pollock Litany,   No.    1  ;    Litany, 

Jesus,  v:e  love  to  meet 366 . .  Elizabeth  Parsons Solitude.  [No.  2, 

Jesus,  where'er  Thy  people  meet 343. .  William  Cowper S.  Sepulchre. 

Jesus,  with  Thy  Church  abide 333.  .T.  B.  Pollock Litany. 

Join  all  the  glorious  names 202 . .  Isaac  Watts "Waterstock. 

Joy  bells  are  sounding  sweetly 369 Evangel. 

Just  as  I  am,  without  one  plea 148.  .Charlotte  Elliott S.  Crispin;  Elliott. 

Lead,  kindly  Light 246. .  John  Henry  Newman Lux  Benigna ;  Lux  Beata. 

Lead  us,  heavenly  Father,  lead  us 8.  .James  Edmcston Corinth ;  Alia  Trinita. 

Let  us,  with  a  gladsome  mind 15 . .  John  Milton Hart's. 

Light  of  the  anxious  heart 171 . .  John  Henry  Newman Grange ;  Briinn. 

Light  of  the  lonely  pilgrim's  heart 113.  .Sir  Edward  Denny Tiverton. 

Little  children,  pra ise  the  Saviour 399 Edom. 

Little  children,  wake  and  listen 388. .  Cliildren's  Manual Little  Children. 

Little  drops  of  water 408.  .E.  C.  Brewer Rabenlei ;      Ave     maris 

Little  travellers  Zionward 441.  .James  Edmeston Thanksgiving.         [stella. 

rnina^«o  ^n,,i„  a   a  a-  ao  i  Martin  Madan,  Charles  Wes-  \  Holywood  ;      Regent 

Lo!  He  comes,  with  clouds  descending. .   82  <      ,       T  ,      _     '.  7  >     ar,„ar.a 

(      ley,  John  Ceanick )      Square. 

Look,  ye  saints !  the  sight  is  glorious ...   68 . .  TJiomas  Kelly Magdeburg. 

Lord,  a  little  band  and  lowly 370. .  M.  E.  Shelly Rousseau. 

Lord,  as  to  Thy  dear  cross  we  flee 79 . .  J.  H.  Gurney S.  Frances. 

Lord,  dismiss  us  with  Thy  blessing 347 . .  Walter  Shirley Holywood  ;  Dismission. 

Lord  God,  the  Holy  Ghost 100 . .  James  Montgomery Franconia ;"  Alexandria. 

Lord, her  watch  Thy  Church  is  keeping.  .112.  .Henry  Downton Deerhurst. 

Lord,  I  hear  of  showers  of  blessing 165 . .  Elizabeth  Codner Even  me. 

Lord,  I  would  own  Thy  tender  care 402.  .Ann  Gilbert Immanuel. 

Lord,  in  this  Thy  mercy's  day 169.  .Isaac  Williams Lacrymse  ;  S.  Philip. 

Lord,  in  Thy  name  Thy  servants  plead.  .298. .  John  Keble  Dunfermline. 

Lord,  it  belongs  not  to  mv  care 213.  .Richard  Baxter S.  Frances. 
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Lord,  now  lettest  Thou  Thy  servant 354.  .Luke  ii.  28-32 Chants  byMonk  and  Jones. 

,    ,                  j    c     ■  i  •.                        ..     n    .     ,,  „,  j  S.   Ambrose  or  Treves  ; 

Lord  of  mercy  and  of  might 76 . . Reginald  Heber <      -\yaicineim 

Lord  of  the  living  harvest 335.  .J.  S.  B.  Monsell Pearsall ;  Kreuznach. 

Lord  of  the  Sabbath,  hear  us  pray 344.  .Philip  Doddridge Intercession;  Nicomedia. 

Lord  of  the  worlds  above 129 .  .Isaac  Watts Darwall's  148th. 

Lord,  pour  Thy  Spirit  from  on  high 332.  .James  Montgomery Breslau. 

Lord,  speak  to  me,  that  I  may  speak ....  334 . .  Frances  Ridley  Havergal Ely. 

Lord,  this  day  Thy  children  meet 367. .  W.  Walsham  How Ferrier. 

Lord,  Thy  mercy  now  entreating 154.  .A.  N S.  Nicolas. 

Lord,  when  Thy  kingdom  comes 40. .  W.  D.  Maclagan Cry  of  Faith  ;  Callcott 

Lord,  while  for  all  mankind  we  pray.  .  .120.  .John  Reynell  Wreford York. 

Love  divine,  all  loves  excelling 191 . .  Charles  Wesley Haydn's  Hymn. 

Loving  Shepherd  of  Thy  sheep 415.  .JaneE.  Leeson Buckland ;  Battishill. 

Mary  at  the  Master's  feet 417 . .  John  Ellerton S.  Lucy. 

,,     ,    .                    ..  .                                 oqo  i  Henry Kirke  White  and  F.  F.  [University  College; 
Much  m  sorrow,  oft  in  woe 232  j      MJHland J-     Innocents. 

My  faith  looks  up  to  Thee 227 . . Bay  Palmer Braun  ;  Olivet. 

My  God  and  Father,  while  I  stray 221 . .  Charlotte  Elliott Amberg;  Resignation. 

My  God,  and  is  Thy  table  spread? 319.  .Philip  Doddridge Communion  or  Rocking- 

My  God,  how  wonderful  Thou  art 189 . .  F.  W.  Faber Tallis's  Ordinal.       [ham. 

My  God,  I  love  Thee  ;  not  because 194.  .Tr.  by  Edward  Caswall )      s  "R   •      ri 

My  God !  is  any  hour  so  sweet 277 . .  Charlotte  Elliott Herbert ;  Amberg. 

My  life 's  a  shade,  my  days 251 . .  Samuel  Crossman Bevan  ;  Gopsal. 

My  Saviour,  be  Thou  near  me 360. .J.  A.  Stotvell Calwood.  [Russell. 

My  soul  doth  magnify  the  Lord 353 . .  Luke  i.  U&-55 Chants    by    Dupuis    an d 

Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee 241.  .Sarah  Flower  Adams Horbury ;     Goss  ;     Xen- 

Not  all  the  blood  of  beasts 152 . .  Isaac  Waits Potsdam.  [thorn . 

Not  in  anything  we  do 150 . .  Henry  Alford S.  Sebastian. 

Now  the  day  is  over 361.  .S.  Baring-Gould Eudoxia. 

Now  to  Him  who  loved  us,  gave  us 348.  .S.  M.  Waring Mannheim. 

Now  lay  we  calmly  in  the  grave 258.  .M.  Weiss:  tr.  by  C.  Winkworth.  .Herr  Jesu. 

Now  thank  we  all  our  God 141 . . M.  Rinkart :  tr.  by  C.  Winkworth  .Nun  danket. 

Now  that  the  daylight  fills  the  sky 283 . .  Tr.  by  John  Mason  Neale Morning  Hymn  ;  S.  Greg- 

Now  the  labourer's  task  is  o'er 257.  .John  Ellerton Requiescat.  [ory. 

Now  we  must  leave  our  fatherland 116 Dortmund. 

O  come,  all  ye  faithful 28.  .Bonaventura:  tr.  by  F.  Oakeley.  .Adeste  Fideles. 

O  come  and  mourn  with  me  a  while 38 . .  F.  W.  Faber S.  Cross. 

0  come  let  us  sing 377.  .James  Gall O  come  let  us  sing. 

O  day  of  rest  and  gladness 341 . .  Christopher  Wordsworth Wordsworth  ;      Day     of 

O  Father  all  creating 340.  .John  Ellerton Eynsham.  [Rest. 

O  Father,  Thou  who  hast  created  all.  .  .314.  .German:  Catherine  Winkworth  .  .S.  Francis. 

O  for  a  closer  walk  with  God 231 . .  William  Cowper Farrant. 

O  for  a  faith  that  will  not  shrink  210. .  Jr.  H.  Bathvrst S.  Leonard. 

O  for  a  heart  to  praise  my  God 160 . .  Charles  Wesley S.  Peter. 

O  for  a  thousand  tongues  to  sing 203 . .  Charles  Wesley Winchester. 

O  God,  our  help  in  ages  past 309 . .  Isaac  Watts S.  Anne. 

O  God  !  Thou  art  my  God  alone 196.  .James  Montgomery Wainwright. 

O  God,  who  metest  in  Thine  hand 20 Commandments. 

O  happy  band  of  pilgrims 237.  .John  Mason  Neale Knecht. 

O  help  us,  Lord  !  each  hour  of  need 218.  .H.  H.  Milman Evan. 

O  holy  Lord,  content  to  fill 312. .  W.  Walsham  How S.  Lawrence. 

O  Jesus,  Lord  of  heavenly  grace 281.  .Ambrose:  John  Chandler Renfrew. 

O  Jesus,  I  have  promised 315.  .J.  E.  Bode Day  of  Rest ;  Coeli  enar- 

O  Jesus,  Thou  art  standing 75. .  W.  Walsham  How Lux  Mundi.  [rant. 

O  Lamb  of  God,  once  wounded 50.  .Bernard  of  Clairvaux Bach's  Passion  Chorale. 

O  let  him  whose  sorrow 208.. Oswald  :  Frances  E.  Cox S.  John  Baptist. 

O  Lord,  be  with  us  when  we  sail 19.  .Edward  Arthur  Dayman London  New. 

O  Lord  of  heaven,  and  earth,  and  sea. .  .127.  .Christopher  Wordsworth Almsgiving. 

O  Lord,  turn  not  Thy  face  away 153 . .John  Mar  die;/  andReginald  Heber  S.  Ethelreda  ;  S.  Mary. 

O  Love  divine,  how  sweet  Thou  art !.  .  .193.  .Charles  Wesley Innsbruck. 

O  Love  how  deep,  how  broad,  how  high  ! . .    77 . .  Tr.  by  Joh  n  Mason  Neale Eisenach  ;  Kent. 
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O  Love  that  will  not  let  me  go 176 . .  G.  Matheson S.  Margaret. 

O  Paradise  !  0  Paradise  ! 270.  .F.  W.  Faber Paradise  ;  Beatitude. 

O  perfect  life  of  love  ! 44 . .  Sir  Henry  W.  Baker,  Bart Aber  ;  Xewland. 

0  quickly  come,  dread  Judge  of  all  ... .    88.  .Laurence  Tuttiett Verii  Cito. 

0  Saviour,  bless  us  ere  we  go 350.  .F.  TV.  Faber S.  Matthias. 

O  that  the  Lord's  salvation 118 . .  Henry  Francis  Lyie Bremen ;  S.  Benet. 

O  Thou,  from  whom  all  goodness  flows  ! .  .219. .  Thomas  Haweis Caithness  ;  S.  Frances. 

O  Thou,  who  earnest  from  above 162.  .Charles  Wesley Dortmund;  Hereford. 

0  Thou  through  suffering  perfect  made . .  122 . .  W.  Wo.  Isham  How S.  Sepulchre. 

O  timely  happy,  timely  wise 279 . .  John  Keble Melcombe. 

O  what,  if  we  are  Christ's 239.  .Sir  Henry  W.  Baker,  Bart S.  Michael. 

O  where  shall  rest  be  found 253 . .  James  Montgomery Germania. 

O  wondrous  type  !  O  vision  fair 34 Guilton ;  Ely. 

O  Word  of  God  incarnate 140. .  W.  Walsham  Htm S.  Benet. 

O  worship  the  King  all-glorious  above  ! . .   16 . .  Sir  Robert  Grant Hanover ;  Houghton. 

Object  of  my  first  desire 173.  .Augustus  M.  Toplady Vienna  or  Ravenna;  Theo- 

O'er  those  gloomy  hills  of  darkness Ill . .  William  Williams Triumph.  [dora. 

On  wings  of  living  light 392 . .  W.   Walsltam  How S.  Godric  ;  S.  John. 

One  is  kind  above  all  others 398 . . Marianne  Nunn Tenderness. 

One  there  is,  above  all  others 187 . .  John  Newton Godesberg. 

Once,  in  royal  David's  city 384. .  Cecil  Frances  Alexander Irby. 

Onward  !  Christian  soldiers 142 . .  S.  Baring-Gould S.  Gertrude. 

Oppressed  with  sin  and  woe 156.  .Anne  Bronte Franconia  ;  Bethlehem. 

Our  blest  Redeemer,  ere  He  breathed  . .    96.  .Harriet  Auber S.  Cuthbert. 

Part  in  peace !  Christ's  life  was  peace. . .  349 . . Sarah  Flower  Adam., j  ^  Afield  RaYenM '' 

Paschal  Lamb,  by  God  appointed 65.  .J  Bakewell Borlan  ;  All  Saints. 

Peace,  perfect  peace,  in  this  dark  world . .  226 . .  E.  H.  Bickersteth Ccena  Domini ;   Pax  Te- 

Pleasant  are  Thy  courts  above 128.  .Henry  Francis  Lyte Maidstone.  [cum. 

Praise  the  Lord  of  heaven 10.  .T  B.  Browne Bohemia ;  Urswicke. 

Praise  the  Lord !  ye  heavens  adore  Him . .  11 . .  John  Kempthome Stuttgart ;  All  Saints. 

Praise  to  the  Holiest  in  the  height 49 .  .John  Henry  Newman Gerontius. 

Praise  the  Lord,  sing  Hallelujah  ! 56 Bethany. 

Present  with  the  two  or  three 137 Lacrymse. 

Quiet,  Lord,  my  froward  heart 242 .  Joh  n  Newton Zurich. 

Rescue  the  perishing,  care  for  the  dying . .  146 . .  Mrs.  Vo.nAlstyne(Fanny  Cr»shy)  Rescue. 

Return,  and  come  to  God 157 ...  Newland  ;  Holyrood. 

Return,  O  wanderer,  to  thy  home 158 . .  Thomas  Hastings Invitation  ;  Penitence. 

Ride  on,  ride  on  in  majesty ! 36 .  .H.  H.  Mihnan Crasselius. 

Rock  of  Ages,  cleft  for  me 149 . .  Augustus  M.  Toplady Petra ;  Rock  of  Ages. 

Round  the  Lord  in  glory  seated 14 .  Bishop  Mo.nt Sharon. 

Safe  in  the  arms  of  Jesus 419.  .Mrs.  Van  Alstyne  (Fanny  Orosby).  Arms  of  Jesus. 

Safely,  safely  gathered  in 261 .  .H.  0.  Dobree Refuge. 

Saviour,  again  to  Thy  dear  name 293 . .  John  Ellerton Pax  Dei ;  Benediction. 

Saviour,  blessed  Saviour 66 . .  Godfrey  Hiring Edina  ;  Princethorpe. 

Saviour,  breathe  an  evening  blessing.  .  .295.  .James  Edmeston Lugano  ;  Vesper  Hymn. 

Saviour,  sprinkle  many  nations 110.  .A.  C.  Coxe Contemplation. 

Saviour,  when  in  dust  to  Thee 166.  .Sir  Robert  Grant Miserere  ;  Weimar. 

See,  in  yonder  manger  low 383 . . Edward  Caswall Humility. 

Shall  we  gather  at  the  river  ? 440 . . Robert  Lowry . .  Beautiful  River. 

Sleep  thy  last  sleep 259.  .Edward  Arthur  Dayman Requiem. 

Soldiers  of  Christ!  arise 181.  .Charles  Wesley S.  Ethelwald. 

Sometimes  a  light  surprises 240. .  William  Cowper S.  Theodulph ;  Bentley. 

Son  of  God,  to  Thee  I  cry 78.  .Bishop  Mant Petra. 

Songs  of  praise  the  angels  sang 13 . .  James  Montgomery Monkland. 

Souls  of  men!  why  will  ye  scatter 159. J7.  IF.  Faber Freiburg. 

Sound  aloud  Jehovah's  praises 2..H.  A.  Martin Fides. 

Sovereign  Ruler  of  the  skies 223. .  John  Ryland Vienna  or  Ravenna. 

Speed  Thy  servants,  Saviour,  speed  them.  115.  .Thomas  Kelly      Oriel;  Gerum. 

Spirit  blest,  who  art  adored 106..  T.  B.  PoUock Evelyn. 

Spirit  Divine  !  attend  our  prayers 99 . .  A  ndrew  R*ed Fai-rant. 

Spirit  of  God,  that  moved  of  old 94 Mainzer ;  Rochester. 
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Still  on  the  homeward  journey 308.  .Jane  Borthwick Wellesley ;  Chenies. 

Summer  suns  are  glowing 299 . .  TV.  Walsham  How Ruth. 

Sun  of  my  soul,  Thou  Saviour  dear 291 . .  John  Keble <      .  ' 

Sweet  is  the  solemn  voice  that  calls  . . .  .130.  .Henry  Francis  Lyte Angels' Song;  "Warrington 

Take  my  life,  and  let  it  be 177.  .Frances  Ridley  Havergal Patmos. 

Take  up  thy  cross,  the  Saviour  said  ....  184 . .  C.  TV.  Everest Breslau. 

Tell  me  the  old,  old  story 174. .  Kate  Hankey Evangel. 

Ten  thousand  times  ten  thousand 276.  .Henry  Alford Eastham  ;  S.  Catharine. 

Tender  Shepherd,  Thou  hast  stilled 260.  .Tr.  by  Catherine  Winkworth Meinhold. 

The  Church's  one  foundation 330.  .S.  J.  Stone Aurelia. 

The  darkness  now  is  over 358 S.  Victor. 

„,      ,      .          ,        ,  OQ±  \  Anatolius:  tr.  by  John  Mason  \  S.  Anatolius ;    S.  Anato- 

The  day  is  past  and  over 294  <       -.    .  J  > 

The  day  is  done,  0  God  the  Son 362.  .Mrs.  Dunstervilh Freshwater ;     Infant's 

The  Day  of  Resurrection 55.  .Tr.  by  John  Mason  Neale Lancashire.  [Prayer. 

The  day  Thou  gavest,  Lord,  is  ended . .  .346.  .John  Ellerton Radford. 

The  God  of  Abraham  praise 235 . .  Thomas  Olivers Leoni ;  Abraham. 

Thee  God  we  praise,  Thee  Lord  confess. .     3. .  W.  Robertson Ely. 

The  golden  gates  are  lifted  up 394. .  Cecil  Frances  Alexander Prtetorius. 

The  Head  that  once  was  crowned 69. .  Thomas  Kelly S.  Magnus. 

The  hour  of  my  departure 's  come 254.  .Michael  Bruce Saxony. 

The  hours  of  day  are  over 363.  .John  Ellerton Chenies. 

The  Lord  is  King  !  lift  up  thy  voice. . .  .205.  .Josiah  Conder Confidence. 

The  Lord  is  risen  indeed 58 . .  Thomas  Kelly S.  Michael. 

The  Lord  will  come,  the  earth 81 . .  Reginald  Heber Saxony. 

The  morning,  bright  with  rosy  light 357. .  Thomas  O.  Summers Denfield. 

The  radiant  morn  hath  passed  away ....  286 . .  Godfrey  Thring S.  Gabriel ;  "Wimbledon. 

The  sands  of  time  are  sinking 266 .  .A.  R.  Cousin Rutherford. 

The  Son  of  God  goes  forth  to  war 180 . .  Reginald  Heber Fight  of  Faith. 

The  sower  went  forth  sowing 302 . .  W.  St.  Hill  Bourne S.  Beatrice. 

The  spacious  firmament  on  high 9.  .Joseph  Addison Gbldel. 

The  Spirit  breathes  upon  the  word 104 . .  William  Cowper Grafenberg. 

The  spring- tide  hour 296 . .  J.  S.  B.  Monsell Winthorpe ;  Springtide. 

The  strife  is  o'er,  the  battle  done 57 . .  Tr.  by  Francis  Pott Victory  ;  Magdala. 

The  sun  is  sinking  fast 287 . .  Tr.  by  Edward  Caswall S.  Columba ;  Vespers. 

The  voice  that  breathed  o'er  Eden 338 . .  John  Keble S.  Alphege  ;  Knecht. 

The  world  is  very  evil 272  \  ^^  M^m:  *    by  Uurelia. 

(      John  Mason  2\  eale ) 

There  came  a  little  Child  to  earth 386 .  .E.  E.  S.  Elliott Troyte's  Chant,  No.  2. 

There  is  a  better  world  they  say 433.  .John  Lyth Better  "World 

There  is  a  blessed  home 265.  .Sir  Henry  W.  Baker,  Bart The  Blessed  Home  ;  Ha- 

There  is  a  book,  who  runs  may  read ....   12 . .  John  Keble S.  Flavian.  [warden. 

There  is  a  fire  in  Zion 172.. E.  W.  Eddis Milton;  S.  Benet. 

There  is  a  fountain  filled  with  blood ....  151 . .  William  Cowper Moravia ;  Peterborough. 

There  is  a  green  hill  far  away  389. .  Cecil  Frances  Alexander Green  Hill. 

There  is  a  happy  land 432.  .Andrew  Young Happy  Land. 

There  is  a  land  of  pure  delight 264.  .Isaac  Watts Moravia  ;  S.  Bernard. 

Tliere's  a  Friend  for  little  children 403.  .AlbeH  Midlant Morning  Light. 

These  are  the  crowns  that  we  shall  wear.  .438.  .Horatius  Bonar Edinburgh  ;  Suavitas. 

Thine  arm,  O  Lord,  in  days  of  old 124.  .E.  H.  Plumptre S.  Matthew;  Old  81st 

Thine  for  ever !  God  of  love 316 . .  Mary  F.  Maude Strattner  ;  Evermore. 

This  is  the  day  of  light 342 . .  John  Ellerton Fareham. 

This  is  the  day  the  light  was  made 365.  .Tr.  by  John  Chandler Ruthwell. 

Those  eternal  bowers 271.  .Tr.  by  John  Mason  Neale S.  John  Damascene. 

Thou  art  coming,  O  my  Saviour 87 . .  Frances  Ridley  Havergal Advent. 

Thou  art  gone  upon  high 62.. Emma  Toke Potsdam. 

Thou  art  the  Way ;  by  Thee  alone 201 . .  G.  W.  Doane Ruthwell ;  Aspurg. 

Thou  didst  leave  Thy  throne 385.  .E.  E.  S.  Elliott Margaret. 

Thou  hidden  love  of  God 175 . .  Tersteegen :  Charles  Wesley S.  Petersburg. 

Thou  standest  at  the  altar 322.. E.  W.  Eddis Argyle. 

Thou  to  whom  the  sick  and  dying 123 .  .  Godfrey  Thring Requiem. 

Thou  who  didst  on  Calvary  bleed 52.  J.  D.  Burns S.  Agatha. 

Thou,  who  didst  stoop  below 64.. S.  L.  Miles Elver;  Brierley. 

Thou  whose  almighty  word 107. .  John  Marriott Moscow  ;  StobeL 
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Throned  upon  the  awful  tree 42 . .  John  Ellerton Gethsemane. 

Through  the  night  of  doubt  and  sorrow . .  143 . .  S.  Baring-Gould S.  Oswald. 

Thy  war,  not  mine,  O  Lord 222 . .  Horatius  Bonar Arran ;  S.  Cecilia. 

Till  He  come— O  let  the  words 326 . . E.  H.  Bickersteth S.  Sebastian. 

'Tis  a  pleasant  thing  to  see 138.  .Henry  Francis  Lyte Meinau. 

To  the  Name  of  our  Salvation 26.  .Tr.  by  John  Mason  Neale Oriel ;  Redemption. 

To  Thee,  O  Comforter  Divine 105 . .  Frances  Ridley  Havergal Sales. 

To  Thee  our  God  we  fly 121 . .  W.  Walsham  How Bevan. 

"Wake,  awake,  for  night  is  flying 86 . .  Philipp  Nicolai Nicolai. 

We  are  but  little  children  weak 425. .  Cecil  Frances  Alexander Alstone. 

We  give  Thee  but  Thine  own 125 . .  W.  Walsham  How S.  Giles. 

We  plough  the  fields  and  scatter   297 . .  Claudius :  tr.  by  J.  M.  Campbell  .Dresden. 

We  praise  Thee,  O  God 356. .  Te  Deum  Laudamus -J  Ch*n1f  vby  ^oss,   ^eace' 

^  '  (      Crotch,  and  Croft. 

We  saw  Thee  not  when  Thou  didst  come  73.  .J.  H  Gurney Credo ;  Nazareth. 

We  sing  the  praise  of  Him  who  died ....   48 . .  Thomas  Kelly S.  Agnes  ;  Linden. 

Weary  of  earth  and  laden  with  my  sin . .  168 . .  S.  J  Stone Dalkeith  ;  Penitentia. 

Weary  of  wandering  from  my  God 164 . .  Charles  Wesley Giessen. 

Whate'er  my  God  ordains  is  right 216.  .Rodigast:  tr  by Cath.Wirikworth Baden. 

What  "our  Father  does  is  well 303 .  .Tr.  by  Sir  Henry  W.  Baker,  Bart.  Cassel ;  S.  Bruno. 

"What  though  thy  sons  be  sleeping 85.  .Sarah  Farmer Minto  ;  Bremen. 

"When  all  Thy  mercies,  O  my  God ! 23 . .  Joseph  Addison Winchester. 

When  gathering  clouds  around  I  view. . 244. . Sir  Robert  Grant Mamre. 

When  God  of  old  came  down 90 . .  John  Keble Newington. 

When  He  cometh,  when  He  cometh 442 . .  William  0.  Gushing AVhen  He  cometh. 

When,  His  salvation  bringing 395.  .Joshua  King Tours. 

When  I  survey  life's  varied  scene 220 . .  Anne  Steele South  wold. 

When  I  survey  the  wondrous  cross  47.  .Isaac  Watts Communion  or  Rocking- 

When  Jesus  came  to  earth  of  old 80 . .  Cecil  Frances  Alexander Jam  Lucis.  [ham. 

When  our  heads  are  bowed  with  woe . . .  255 . .  H.  H.  Milrnan   S.  Dunstan. 

While  with  ceaseless  course  the  sun ....  307 . .  John  Newton S.  Austin. 

Whither,  p  ilgrims,  are  you  going 439 . .  American Whither,  Pilgrims  ? 

Who  is  He,  in  yonder  stall 391 . .  B.  R.  Hanby Who  is  He  ? 

Who  is  this  that  comes  from  Edom 61 . .  Thomas  Kelly Edom  ;  Triumph. 

Winter  reigneth  o'er  the  land 304. .  W.  Walsham  How Clarence. 

Within  the  churchyard,  side  by  side  .... 421 . .  Cecil  Frances  A  lexander Moravia. 

Words  are  things  of  little  cost 409.  .J.  G.  Fleet Epsom  College. 

Work,  for  the  night  is  coming/ 431 . .  A.  L.  Walker Diligence. 

Worship  the  Lord  in  the  beauty 132 . .  J.  8.  B.  Monsell Moredun. 

Ye  servants  of  the  Lord 211.  .Philip  Doddridge Bucer ;  Narenza. 

Your  harps,  ye  trembling  saints 243 .  .Augustus  M  Toplady Bucer  ;  Lyra. 


JUphabcticitl  fnbex  of  ftrn^, 

WITH  THEIR  METRES,   COMPOSERS   OR   SOURCES,  AND   HYMNS. 


NAME   OF    TUNE.         METRE  OF  TUNE.  COMPOSER   OR    SOURCE   OF    TUNE.  NO.  OF  HYMN. 

Abends L.M Sir  Herbert  Oakeley,  LL.D.,  Mus.  D.,  1871 291. 

Aber S.M William  Henry  Monk,  Mus.  D.     1833-1889 44. 

Abraham 66  84  d John  Hill.    1797-181,6.     Norwich  Tune  Book,  18/,/,.  .235.     part  i  r 

Ad  Inferos 87  87 Walter  Hay  Sangster,  Mus.  D 46. 

Adeste  Fideles Irregular Webbe's  Antiphons,  1792.     John  Reading^) 28. 

Adoration 87  87  d Sir  George  J.  Elvey,  Mus.  D 67. 

Advent 87  887  77  77  ....  William  Henry  Monk,  Mus.  D.    1823-1889 87. 

Alexandria S.M H.J.  Gauntlctt,  Mus.  D.     1805-1876 100,  217. 

Alia  Trinita 87  87  87 Laudi  Spirituali,  1585 8. 

Alleluia 87  87  d Samuel  Sebastian  Wesley,  Mus.  D.    1810-1876 .... 67. 

All  Saints 87  87 Storl's  Wiirtemberger  Gesangbuch,  1711 11,  65. 

.,,,,.        ,    .  ,  ,            »a*a  i  Rev-  Sir  F-    A.   Gore  Ouseley,   Bart,  Mus.   D.  \  .nrv 

All  things  bright i  6  7b j      1825-1889.  \ 

Almsgiving 88  84 Rev.  J.  B.  Dykes,  Mus.  D.     1823-1875 127. 

Alstone L.M Christopher  Edwin  Willing 425. 

Altona  88  86 Kocher's  Zionsharfe,  1855 43. 

Amberg 88  84 Adapted  from  a  French  Melody 221,  277. 

Angelic  Songs 11 10  11 10  9  11 . .  Thomas  Hewlett,  Mus.  B.     181,5-1871, 247. 

Angels 70  76D A.  L.  Peace,  Mus.  D 378. 

Angels'  Song L.M Adapted  from  Orlando  Gibbons,  Mus.  D.  1583-1625.130. 

Angelus L.M AdaptedfromScheffler'sGeistlicheHirtenlieder, 1657.288. 

Argyle 76  76 Edmund  Hart  Turpin.     Hym n  Tunes,  1872 322. 

Arms  of  Jesus 76  76  d.  &  ref.  . .  William  Howard  Doane,  Mus.  D 419. 

Arran 66  66 Samuel  Sebastian  Wesley,  Mus.  D.     1810-1876  . .  .  .222. 

Aspiration 76  86 A.  L.  Peace,  Mus.  D 418. 

Aspurg CM Johann  Georg  Freeh.     1790-186/, 201. 

Assisi 88  86 Frank  Champneys,  M.A.,  M.D 43. 

Atlantic  88  88  88 James  Merrylees 22. 

Aurelia 76  76  d \  Samuel  Sebastian  Wesley,  Mus.  D      1810-1876.  ) 

I      Kemble  s  Psalms  and,  Hymns,  18b/,. )        '        ' 

Ave  maris  stella 65  65 I  K°°h%'S  Zi°™h™fe,  1855.     Adapted  by  Rev.  A. 

{      Galloway,  B.D 


408. 


Bach's  Passion  Chorale.76  76  d j  Ha™  /f  J*0*"'  .J?8*'16*'- 

(      Deutsche  Gesauge,  1601 


-Ra(jen  o-  07  44  00         i  Nurnberg  Gesangbuch,  1690.    Ascribed  to  Severus  \  .,.  „ 

' '  (      Gastorius,  also  to  Johann  Pachelbel ) 

Battishill 77  77 Adapted  from  Jonathan  Battishill.    1738-1801. .  .  .415. 

Batty  or  Turnau 87  87 Gnadauer  Choralbuch,  1735 185,  331. 

Beatitude 86  86  66  66 A.  L.  Peace,  Mus.  D 270. 

Beaufort 87  87 Sequel  to  Weyman's  Melodia  Sacra 359. 

Beautiful  River 87  87  &  refrain  . .  Rev.  Robert  Lowry,  D.D 440. 

Bedford CM William  Wheal!.,  Mus.  B.     Ob.  17/,5 195. 

Belmont CM Samuel  Webbe,  ju n .  (?).     1770-1863 126. 

Benediction 1010  10  10 E.J.  Hopkins,  Mus.  D 293. 

Bentley 76  76  d John  Hullah,  LL.D.     1812-1881, 240. 

Berlin  777  Johann  Cruger.     1602-1662 325. 

Bethany     87  87  d Henry  Smart.     1813  1879 50. 
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NAME   OF    TUNE.         METRE  OF  TUNE.  COMPOSER   OR   SOURCE   OF    TUNE. 

Bethlehem S.M Samuel  Wesley.     1766-1837 

Bethlehem  77  77  7  n  I  Adapted    from    Mendelssohn's    Festgesang    by  \ 

(      W.  H.  Gumming* f 

Better  World 83  83  88  83 Anonymous.     Adapted  by  Hubert  P.  Main 

Bevan 66  66  88 Sir  John  Goss,  Mus.  D.     1600-1880 

Beverley 66  66  88 Greatorex's  Parochial  Psalmody,  1823 

Bohemia 11 11 11 11 German  Melody  of  15th  Century 

Borlan 87  87 Altered  from  Kocher's  Zionsharfe,  1855 

Bowdler,  Xo.  178 76  76  d.  &  ref.  ..Cyril  Bowdler 

Johann  Georrj  Bream,  Echo  Hymnodice  Cozies-  \ 
tis,  1675 ] 

Melchior  Vulpius.  1560-1616  or  1621.  Eia  { 
Schbngeistlich  Gesangbuch,  1609 ] 

Joseph  Clauder's  Psalmodia  Nova,  1630 

Augustus  Grant  Jamieson.  18UL-1888.  Scottish  \ 
Hymnal,  1872 j 

Old  Germa  a  Melody 

Adapted  from  Robert  Schumann.    1810-1856 

Eev.  Leighton  George  Hayne,  Mus.  I>.     1636-1883. 

Felix  Mendelssbhn-Bartholdy,  Ph.D.     1809-18U7. . 


Braun 664  66  64 

Bremen  76  76 

Breslau L.M 


Brierley 

Briinn S.M. 

Bucer S.M. 

Buckland 77  77 

Bunyan CM. 


10  6610. 


Caithness CM 

Callcott 10101010 

Calwood  


Mus.   D. 


Scotch  Psalter,  1635 

Adapted  from  John    Wall    Callcott 

1766-1821  S 

J) Adapted  by  T.  L.  Hately.     1815-1867 

j  Friedrich  Filitz,  Ph.D.     Vierstimmiges  Choral-  ) 

' '  1      buch,  181,7 j 

.  Gnadauer  Choralln><  h,  1781, 

Friedrich  Filitz,  Ph.D.      Vierstimmiges  Choral-  ) 

buch,  181,7 ) 

.Bev.  Leighton  George  Hayne,  Mus.  D.  1836-1883.  . 
.Rev.  R.  P.  Goodenough,  M.A.  About  1775-1826  .. 
.Sir  G.  A.  Macfarren,  and  T.  S.  Dupuis,  Mus.  D.. 
.1.  T.  S.  Dupuis,  Mus.  D.  2.  Win.  Russell,  Mus.  B. 
.1.  E   G.  Monk,  Mus.  D.    2.  John  Jones 

1.  Sir  John  Goss,    and   A.  L.  Pio.ce,   Mus.  D.  \ 

2.  Wm.  Crotch,  Mus.  D.,  and  Wm.  Croft,  Mus.  D.  ) 

. Sir  John  Staincr,  M.A.,  Mus.  D > 

.Rev.  Timothy  Richard  Matthews,  B.A 

.  A .  L.  Peace,  Mus.  D 

.Harmony  by  William  Henry  Moid:,  Mus.  D 

.Samuel  Wesley.     1766-1837 

Clarence 77  77 Arranged,  by  Sir  Arthur  S.  Sullivan,  Mus.  D 

Coblentz 87  87  77  88 Popular  French  Melody  of  15th  Century 

Coburg 77  77  d H.R.H.  the  late  Prince  Consort.     1819-1861 

Coeli  enarrant 76  76  D Sir  Robert  P.  Ste  wa  rt,  Mus.  D 

Ccena  Domini 10  10 Sir  Arthur  S.  Sullivan,  Mus.  D 

Commandments L.M Genevan  Psalter,  151,9 

Commendatio 11 10  11 10 Rev.  J.  B.  Dykes,  Mus.  D.     18?3-1875 

Communion  or  Rock-  )  i  Adaptedby  Edward  Miller,  Mus.  D.   1731- 

ingham \  )      Psalms  of  David,  1790 { 

Confidence L.M Jerem idh  Clark.     1670-1707 

Contemplation 87  87  o Felix  Mendelssohn-Bartholdy,  Ph.  D.     tts09-18&7. . . 

_    .   . ,  oto"    -  (  Webbe's  Modern   Church   Music,  1791.     Samuel  \ 

Cormth 878'8' \      Webbe® I 

Crasselius  L.M Hamburger  Musikalisches  Handbuch,  1690 

Crediton CM Thomas  Clark.     1775-1359 

Credo 88  88  88 Sir  John  Stainer,  M.A.,  Mus.  D 


NO. 

OF  HYMN 

156, 

206,  282. 

27. 

433. 

.121, 

251. 

7,  269. 

10. 

65. 

404. 

227. 

85,  : 

118,  337. 

.184, 

332. 

64. 

171. 

211, 

•243. 

.415. 

.72. 

.219, 

318. 

Capetown  77  75 

Cassel 77  77  77 

Caswall 65  75 

Chalvey D.S.M 

Chant Benedictus 

Chants Gloria  in  Excelsis. . 

Chants Magnificat 

Chants Nunc  Dimittis .... 

Chants Te  Deum 

Charity 77  75 . .    

Chenies 76  76  d 

Childhood's  Years 87  87 

Children  of  Jerusalem. .77  77  &  refrain 
Christchurch S.M 


360. 


17,  3(3. 

411. 

248. 
352. 
355. 
353. 
354. 

356. 


289. 

274,  LOS,  363. 

420. 

371. 

188. 

304. 

97. 

63. 

315. 

226. 

6,  20,  284,  3IL 

45. 

47,  319. 

205, 
110. 


33. 


Crucifixion L.M 

Crux  Crudelis L.M 

Cry  of  Faith 10101010. 

Cui  habet  dabitur 56  56  D. 

Culbach 77  77 


../.  Montgomery  Bell,  188/, 390. 

.A    L.  Peace,  Mus.  D 390. 

.  H.  J.  Gauntlett,  Mus  D.     1805-1876 40. 

. .  G.  H.  Gregory,  Mus.  B.    Ch  ddren's  Hymned,  1876.  .406. 
.Sclieffler's  Geistliche  Hirtenlieder,  1668 234. 


Dalkeith 10  10  10  10 Thomas  Hewlett,  Mus.  B.     181,5-187!, 168. 

Darwall's  148th  66 66 88 Rev.  John  DarwaU,  B.A.     1731-1789 129. 
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NAME  OF  TUNE.    METRE  OF  TUNE.         COMPOSER  OR  SOURCE  OF  TUNE.  NO.  OF  HYMN. 

Day  by  Day 87  87 Rev.  Edmund  S.  Carter 407. 

Day  of  Rest 76  76  d J.  W.  Elliott 315,  341. 

Deerhurst 87  87  d James  Langran,  Mus.  B. ,  1863 112. 

Denfield  CM From  Carl  Gottlief  Gldser.     178/^-1829 357. 

Dessau 78  78  88 Johann  Rudolph  Ahle.     1625-1673 313. 

Diademata D.S.M Sir  George  J.  Elvey,  Miis.  D 70. 

Dies  Ir«3 8  8  8  Rev.  J.  B.  Dykes,  Mus.  D.     1823-1870 89. 

Dijon 77  77 German  Volkslied 416. 

Diligence 76  75  D Lowell  Mason,  Mus.  D.     1792-1872 431. 

_    _              |  William  Henry  Monk,  Mus.  D.    1823-1889.    Scot-\OA~ 
Dismission 8,  8,  4* j     u$h  Hymnal)  im J 347. 

|  Abridged  from  Conrad  Kocher,  Ph.D.  1786-1872.  I 

Dlx 77  77  77 |     Stimmen  aus  dem  Retche  Gottes,  1S38 j      '      U' 

Dortmund  L.M Wolff's  Kirchengesang,  1569 116,  162. 

Dresden 76  76  d.  66  84. .  ..Johann  Abraham  Peter  Schulz.     17U7-1800 297,  364. 

Dunfermline CM Scotch  Psalter,  1615 298. 

Easter  Hymn,  No.  1.  (  77  77  &  Halle-  )  Lyra  Davidica,  1708.    Henry  Carey  (?)    Ob.  171,3. .  .54. 

Easter  Hymn,  Xo.  2.  (      lujah j  William  Henry  Monk,  Mus.  D.     1823-1889 54. 

Eastham' 76  36d Rev.  Sir F.A.Gore  Ouseley,Bart., Mus.D.  1825-1889.276. 

Eastnor S.M Alfred  King,  Mus.  D 188. 

Eaton 88  88  88 Zerubbabel  WijviV.     1763-1837 92. 

Eden 87  87  &  refrain . .  Tyrolean  Air 435. 

Edina 65  65  D Sir  Herbert  Oakeley,  LL.D.,  Mus.  D 66. 

Edinburgh CM Henry  Smart.     1813-1879 438. 

Edom 87  87  77 A.  L.  Peace,  Mus.  D 61. 

Edom 87  87  87 A.  L.  Peace,  Mus.  D 399. 

Eilenburg 77  77  77 Johann  Scliop,  16U1 324. 

Ein'  feste  Burg 87  87  66  66  7 Martin  Luther,  1521.     King's  Gesangbuch,  1529 . . .  182. 

Eirene 11 10  11 10 Frances  Ridley  Havergal,  1870.     1836-1879 45. 

Eisenach L.M Johann  Hermann  Schein.     1586-1630 77. 

Ellacombe  76  76  d Kocher's  Zionsharfe,  1855 400. 

Elliott 83  86 Lowell  Mason,  Mus.  D.     1792-1872 148. 

Elvey 6610  6610 Sir  George  J.  Elvey,  Mus.  D 64. 

Ely L.M Thomas  Turton,  D.D.,  Bishop  of  Ely.     1780-186/,.  .3,  34,  334. 

Epsom  College 77  77  77 Rev.  S.  J.  Roicton 409. 

Erlangen 9898 S  Melody  of  15th  Century.     Adapted  by   Walter)^ 

{      Hately ) 

Eudoxia 65  65 Rev.  S.  Baring-Goidd 361. 

Evan CM \  Ad^Ud  hy7  **•  *0™*} '':    ason  from  Rev'  W'  H'  \  24,  218. 

(      Havergal,  M.A.,  181+6 j 

Evangel  76  76  b.  and  ref. .  William  Howard  Doane,  Mus.  D 174,  369. 

Evelyn 77  76 Sir  Arthur  S.  Sullivan,  Mus.  D 106. 

tj.       . tt„ T  at  ( Thomas  Tallis.    Ob.  1585.    Ravenscroft's  Psalter,}  OQ_ 

Evening  Hymn  L.M |     m     Ab.  from  Archbp.  Parker's  Psalter,  1561  j2So- 

Even  Me 87  87  &  refrain . .  William  Batchelder  Bradbury.     1816-1868 165. 

Eventide 10  10  10  10 William  Henry  Monk,  Mus.  D. ,  1H61.     1823-1889.245. 

Evermore 77  77 H.  J.  Gauntlett,  Mus.  D.     1805-1876 316. 

Ewing  76  76  D Major  Alexander  Ewing,  1853 275. 

Eynsham 76  76d Edmund  Hart  Turpin.     Hymn  Tunes,  1872 340. 

Fareham S. M Sir  Joh n  Goss,  Mus.  D.     1800-1880 342. 

Farrant  CM  j  Adapted  from  Richard  Farrant.    Ob.  1580.   Also}^  <,„, 

••••VyjH \      ascribed  to  John  Hilton.     Ob.  1657 I      '"     ' 

Felix CM Felic  Mendelssohn-Bartholdy,  Ph.D.     IS'  9-18U7  . .  24. 

Feniton  Court 87  87  87 E.J.  Hopkins,  Mus.  D 147. 

Ferrier  77  77 Rev.  J.  B.  Dykes,  Mus.  D.     1823-1875 367. 

Fi-des 87  87  887 Rev.  Clement  C.  Scholefteld 2. 

Fight  of  Faith D.C.M A.  L.  Peace,  Mus.  D 180. 

FinSal CM James  Smith  Anderson,  Mus.  B.,  1885 317. 

Franconia S.M Muller's  Choralbuch,  175U 100.  156,  252. 

Frankfort 87  87 Old  German  Melody  373. 

Freiburg 87  87  d Tochter  Zion,  17'A 159. 

French  CM Scotch  Psalter,  1615 207. 

Freshwater    88 "T.B.,"  in  Sullivan's  Church  Hymns,  187U 362. 
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NAME  OF  TUNE.    METRE  OF  TUNE.         COMPOSER  OR  SOURCE  OF  TUNE.  NO.  OF  HYMN. 

Germania D.S.M German,  151+5 253. 

Gerontius CM Rev.  J.  B.  Dykes,  Mus.  D.     1828-1875 49. 

Gerum 87  87  47 Attgust  Gerum.     1818-1885 115. 

Gethsemane 77  77  77 Rev.SirF.A.GorcOuseley,Bart,  Mus.D.  1835-1880.37,  42. 

Gibbons 77  77 Orlando  Gibbons,  Mus.  D.     1583-1625 161. 

Giessen 88  88  88 London  Tune  Book,  1875 74,  164. 

Glory CM.  &  refrain.  .Popular  Air 436. 

Godesberg 87  87  77 \  He^ich  AlherL     l^k-1657.    Arien  oder  Melo-  j  ^ 

1_     atcn,  lblyj J 

Gbldel L.M Johann  Hermann  Schein.     1586-1630 9. 

Good  Shepherd  666  666 Ratcliffe  B.  Lockxcood 414. 

Gopsal 666688 \  ^f  FHdeHc  Handel     1685-1759.     From  the  \ 

1  \      Fitzvnlha  m  MSS f 

Goss 64  64  66  64 From  Handel.    Adapted  by  Sir  John  Goss,  Mas.  Z>..241. 

Gotha 87  87 H.R.H.  the  late  Prince  Consort.     1810-1861 144. 

Grafenberg CM Johann  Criiger.     1602-1662 18,  104. 

Grange S.M J.  Montgornerie  Bell,  1875 171. 

Green  Hill CM A.  L.  Peace,  Mus.  D 389. 

Greenland 76  76  d Abridged  from  Johann  Michael  Haydn.  1737-1806.108. 

Grosvenor 65  65  d Charles  Steggall,  Mus.  I).,  1853 30. 

Guilton L.M John  Harrison.     Ob.  1871 34. 

Haarlem 55  88  55 Ada m  Drese.     1620-1701 236. 

Halle 777 Freylinghausen's  Gesangbuch.  17 1!+ 325. 

„  a  ^r  S  Aaron  Williams's  Psalmody  in  Miniature,  1770  )  ~17 

{      or  be/ore ) 

H  "10  10  11  "II         i  Play  ford's  Supplement  to  Xevj  Version  of  Psalms,  \.„ 

[      1 708 ) 

Happy  Land 64  64  67  64 Indian  Air 432. 

Hart's 77  77 Benjam  in  Milgrove.     V,  31-1810 15,  53. 

Harwich 77  77 John  Whitaker.     Ob.  181+8 401. 

Harwich 87  87 John  Whitaker.     Ob.  18J+8 420. 

Hastings 65  65  d Thomas  Hastings,  A7ks.  I).     1781+-1872 412. 

Hawarden 66  66  d Samuel  Sebastian  Wesley,  Mus.  D.     1810-1876 265. 

Haydn's  Hymn 87  87  d Franz  Joseph  Haydn.    1732-1809 191. 

Heathlands 77  77  77 Henry  Smart.     1813-1870 178.     pabt  i. 

Heavenly  Land 96  96  and  ref....  William  Bateh elder  Bradbury.     1816-1V68 434. 

Heber 76  76  d Lowell  Mason,  Mus.  I).    1702-1872 108. 

Heinlein 77  77 Nurnberger  Gebetbuch,  1677 33. 

Herbert 8884 Rev.  R.  R.  Chope 277. 

Hereford L.M Samuel  Sebastian  Wesley,  Mus.  D.     1810-1876. . .  .162. 

Herr  Jesu L.M Nurnberger  Gebetbuch,  1677 258. 

Hermas 65  65  d.  and  ref.. Frances  Ridley  Havergal,  1870.     1836-1879 393. 

„  ..  T  Ar  f  George  Hews  (Organist  at  Boston,  U.S.A.).    1806-  ).„„ 

(      1873 J 

Hollingsidc 77  77  d Rev.  J.  B.  Dykes,  Mus.  D.     1823-1875 192. 

Holyrood S.M Jamas  Watson.     1816-1880 84,  157,  422. 

Holy  wood 87  87  87 Sa  muel  Webbc.     171,0-1816 82,  347. 

Horbury 64  64  664 Rev.  J.  B.  Dykes,  Mus.  J).     1823-1875 241. 

tt  ooooii  i  Justin  Heinrich  Knecht.     1752-1817.     Adapted  )1on 

Hosanna... 888811 <      .     „  ,.      „  .  ,  M39. 

(      by  Wa  Iter  Ha  tely ) 

Houghton 10  10  11 11 H.J.  Gaurdlett,  Mus.  D.     1805-1876 16. 

Humility 77  77  &  refrain . .  Sir  John  Goss,  Mus.  D.     1800-1880 383. 

Immanuel CM Adapted  from  Ludicig  von  Beethoven.    1770-1827 .  .402. 

Immortality 77  77  77 Bohem  van  Brad,  r  ChoraUmeh,  15!,!+ 37. 

In  Excelsis  Cloria 87  88  88 A.  L.  Peace,  Mus.  D 387. 

Infant  Praises 65  65 Friedrkh  Silcher,  Ph.D.     1789-1860 423. 

Infant's  Prayer 88  A.  L.  Peace,  Mas.  D 362. 

Innocents 77  77 The  Parish  Choir  (No.  37),  1851.     Old  Litany  (<).  .25,  232. 

Innsbruck 886  886 Old  German  Volkslied  by  Heinrich  Isaak,  b.  IW0..193. 

Intercession L.M Easy  Music  for  Church  Choirs,  1853 344. 

Invitation 86  86  4 Thomas  Hastings,  Mus.  D.     178L-1872 158. 

Irby 87  87  77 H.J.  Gauntlett,  Mus.  D.     1805-1876 384. 

Jam  Lucis L.AT John  Bishop.     16b0-1737 80. 
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NAME  OF  TUNE.    METRE  OF  TUNE.         COMPOSER  OR  SOURCE  OF  TUNE.  NO.  OF  HYMN. 

Jesus  loves  me 77  77  &  refrain ..  William  Batchelder  Bradbury.    1816-1868 405. 

Jesus  Saviour 77  75 Sacred  Melodies,  1872 374. 

Joyful 776& refrain  .  Thomas  Bilby.     179U-1872 437. 

Kent L.  M Johann  Friedrich  Lampe.     1703-1751 77,  179. 

Kilsyth CM German,  15U1 318. 

Knecht 76  76 Justin  IL  In  rich,  Knecht     1752-1817 237,  338. 

Kreuznach 76  76  d Bohemian  Briider  Choralbuch,  15kh 335. 

Lacrymae 777 Sir  Arthur  S.  Sullivan,  Mux.  I) 137,  169. 

Lancashire 76  76  v Henry  Smart.     1813-1870 55. 

Lancaster CM Samuel  Howard,  Mus.  D.     1710-1782 60,  301. 

Leicester CM William  Hurst 317. 

T         .     .  ^r,..  (George  William  Martin.     1825-1881.     Harmon-]  _._ 

Leominster D.S.M -       .   J, ,     „.     .  .,       c   „  „.  >248. 

I      ized  on  Sir  Arthur  S.  Sullivan J 

Leoni 06  84  d Old  Hebrew  Melody  (?) 235.     part  I. 

Linden L.M Kocher's  Zionsharfe,  1855 48. 

Litany,  No.  1 77  76 Anonymous.  Harmonizedb  y  Sir  Arthur  S. Sullivan  .167 ,  381. 

Litany,  No.  2 77  76 Sir  Arthur  S.  Sullivan,  Mus.  D 107. 

Litany 776 William  Henry  Monk,  Mus.  D.    1823-1880 327. 

Litany 77  76 Frederic  Clay 333. 

Litany 77  76 A.  L.  Peace,  Mus.  D 382. 

Little  Children 87  87  d Sir  George  J.  Elvey,  Mus.  I) 388. 

London  New CM Scotch  Psalter,  1635 19. 

Lubeck 77  77 Old  German.     Freylinghau sen's  Choralbuch,  170/^.200,  234. 

Lucca 66  86  88 Old  German  Volkslied  adapted  by  Gesius,  1605 249. 

Ludborough L.M Rev.  Timothy  Richard  Mattheivs,  B.A 330. 

Lugano 87  87  d Italian  Chorale 295. 

Lusatia 87  87  87 Melchior  Vulpius.     1560-1610  or  1621 229. 

Luther's  Hymn 87  87  887 Joseph  King's  Gesangbuch,  1535 155. 

LuxBeata 10  410  41010...^.  L.  Peace,  Mus.  I) 246. 

Lux  Benigna 10  4  10  4  10  10 .. .  Rev.  J.  B.  Dykes,  Mus.  D.     1823-1875 240. 

Lux  Eoi 87  87  D Svr  Arthur  S.  Sullivan,  Mus.  D 329. 

Lux  Mundi 70  70  d Sir  Arthur  S.  Sullivan,  Mas.  I) 75. 

Lyra S.M A.  L.  Peace,  Mus.  D 243. 

Lyte S.M John  B.  Wilkes,  A.R.A.M 228. 

Madrid 66  66  o lB'  Case>  ^  in  *  *  ™£?  W°***""  Ha'-  W 

^     mony.     Spanish  Melody  (?) J 

Magdala 888 Joseph  Barnby 57. 

Magdeburg 87  87  87 Joachim  Neander,  Preacher  at  Bremen.    1610-1680.68,  83. 

Maidstone  77  77  d Walter  Bond  Gilbert,  Mus.  D 128. 

Mainzer L.M Mainzer's  Standard  Psalmody  of  Scotland,  181&  .  .0,  94,  135. 

Makerstoun 84  84  88  84 Thomas  Legerwood  Hately.     1815-1867 292. 

Mamre  88  88  88 George  Frideric  Handel.  '  1685-1759 244. 

Mannheim 87  87  87 j  F^khFilitz,  Ph.D.     ViersUmmign  ChoralA         ^ 

\     ouch,  181+7 J        ' 

Margaret Irregular Rev.  T.  R.  Matthews,  B.A 385. 

Mar^aretha  87  87  d  (German  Melody.     Adapted  by  Rev.    A.   Gallo-\^& 

I.     way,  B.D J 

Meinau  77  77  77  i  Johann  Georg  Braun.    Echo  Hym nodice  (,'odestis,  \-.oo 

\      1675 j 

Meinhold 78  78  77 J.  S.  Bach's  Vierstimmvje  Choral  gesdnge,  1760  . . .  .260. 

Melcombe L.M {Samuel  Webbe-     l7U°-1816'     An  " O  SahUaris,"  I  ^  m 

Melita 88  88  88 Rev.  J.  B.  Dykes,  M  us.  D.     1823- 1875 21. 

Memoria 88  84 Samuel  Sebastian  Wesley,  Mus.  D.     1810-1876. . .  .321. 

Metzler's     Redhead  1 
No.  qq  J-CM Richard  Redhead 170.    part  ir 

Milton 76  70 German.     Scholinus    172. 

Mi,lt0 76  76 Conrad  Kocher,  Ph.D.     1786-1872 85. 

NIiserere 77  77  D William  Henri/  Monk,  Mus.  D.     1823-1880 166. 

Monkland 77  77 German.     Harmonized  by  A.  L.  Peace,  Mus.  D  ...13. 

Moravia  CM  j  Altered  from    Greifswald    Hymn    Bo,,];,     f590.\  _ 

t     Nicolaus  Hermann  (?) / 

Moredun  12  10  12  10 Henry  Smart.     1S13-:S70 132. 
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-,, „  \  William    Henry   Monk,  Mils.    D.      1823-1889.  \  n„ 

Mormng '7'"7 1      Scottish  Hymnal,  1872 |345" 

Morning  Hymn L.M Dibdin's  Standard  Psalm  Tune  Book,  1851 278,  283. 

Morning  Hymn L.M F.  H.  Barthelemon.     171+1-1808 278. 

Morning  Light 86  76  76  76 George  James  Webb.     1803^1887 403. 

Moscow 664  66  64 Felice  Giardini.     1716-1796.    Lock  Collection,  1769.107. 

Mount  Vernon 87  87  ...  • Lowett  Mason,  Mus.  D.     1792-1872 359. 

,,      .  ,                              -ana                   (  Wurtemberger  Gesanybuch,    1711.      Ascribed  to~\  „_, 
Mumch  'b76D \     Johann  Hermann,  1620 /2'4- 

Narenza S.M Old  German  Chorale.     Kblner  Gesangbuch 211. 

Nazareth 888888 {**%,  ^  Malan,  D.D.      1787-186U.      Chantsi 

{     Chretiens,  183!+ J 

Nenthom 64  64  664 Thomas  Legerwood  Hately.     1815-1867 241. 

,,  .  r.or.000  S  Georg    Neumark.       1621-1681.       Musikalisch-  \  _._ 

iNeumark 98  98  88 <  ".    ,       T     .      .,   ,„_„  >  209. 

(      poetischer  Lustvxdd,  lboi j 

,T      .     ,  ,,  ,r  j  Rev.    William  Jones,  of  Nayland.     1726-1800.  \  _A 

Newmgton C-M i      Church  Pieces,  etc,  1789..    . f90" 

Newland S.M H.  J.  Gauntlett,  Mus.  D.     1805-1876 44,  157. 

Nicaea 11 13 12  10 Rev.  J.  B.  Dykes,  Mus.  D.    1823-1875 1. 

Nicolai 898  d.  664  88 . .  {  G™  Chonde> 15"^  PhUipP  Kicokl  [  &  W5&~  }  86. 

Nicomedia L.M Ancient  Latin,  7th  or  8th  Century 344. 

Nina  77  77 Wurtembcrg  Melody,  1760 4. 

„     .  n  n  A,  /  Traditional  Air.     Re-arranged  by  Sir  Arthur  S.  |  „ 

JN  oel .U.O.IYL i       r.    77  •  f  £j* 

y     Sullivan J 

Norman 87  87 J.  G.  Werner's  Choralbuch,  1815 233. 

Nun  danket 67  67  66  66 j  Johann  Criiger.    1598-1662.    Geistliche  Kirchen-  )  141. 

Nurnberg 86  86  86 (      melodien,  16$ J  215. 

Nutfield 84  84  88  84 William  Henry  Movk,  Mus.  D.     1823-1*80 292. 

O  come  let  us  sing. ..-.'''.'  J-  Old  Melody.    Arranged  by  Rev.  James  Gall 377. 

Old  81st .D.C.M Daye's  Psalter,  1562 124. 

Old  Hundredth L.M Genevan  Psalter,  1551.     Gvillaume  Franc  (?) 135. 

Olivet 664  66  64 Lowell  Mason,  Mus.  D.     1792-1872 227. 

Oriel 87  87  87 The  Parish  Choir  (No.  !#),  1851 26,  115,  328. 

Orlestrund 76  76  d Frederic  Weber 379. 

O  Sanctissima 87  87 Sicilian  Mariners'  Hymn 199. 

Paradise 86  86  66  66 Henry  Smart.     1813-1879 270. 

Pascal  or  Hursley L.M German  Chorale.    Ascribed  to  Peter  Ritter,  1792  . . 291. 

Paston CM Este's  Psalter,  1592 207. 

Patmos 77  77 Rev.  W.  H.  Havergal,  M.A.,  1869.     1793-1870  . .  .  .177. 

Pax  Dei 10101010 Rev.  J.  B.  Dykes,  Mus.  D.     1823-1875 293. 

Pax  Tecum 1010 G.  T.  Caldbeck.     Ob.  18— 226. 

Pearsall 76  76  D S.  Gall  Katholisches  Gesangbuch,  1863 109,  335. 

„     ..  oaoaA  1  William    Henry  Monk,   Mus.    D.      1823-1889.  \ 

Pemtence 86864 j      Scottish  HyZal,  1872 f158" 

Penitentia 10 10 10 10 Edward  Dearie,  Mus.  D.,  1872 168. 

Peterborough CM Harrison's  Sacred  Harmony,  1791 151. 

Petra 77  77  77 Richard  Redhead.     Church  Hymn  Tunes,  1853. . .  .78,  149. 

Pilgrims 11 10  11 10  9 11  ..Henry  Smart.     1813-1879 247. 

Potsdam S.M Adapted  from  Johann  Sebastian  Bach.    1685-1750. .62,  152. 

Prsetorius CM Mich.  Pra>torius'  Musce  Sionice,  1609 394. 

Princethorpe 65  65  i> William  Pitts 66. 

Proclamation L.M.  &  refrain..^!.  L.  Peace,  Mus.  D 429. 

Rabenlei 65  65 Johann  Ch r  1st ia n  Heinrich  Ri nk.     1 770-18U6 408. 

Radford 98  98 Samuel  Sebastian  Wesley,  Mus.  D.     1810-1876  . .    . 346. 

Randegger 87  87 Alberto  Randegger 373. 

Redemption 87  87  87 Charles  Gounod 26. 

Redhead,  No.  45 77  77 Old  French  Melody .  Arrangedby  Richard  Redhead.25. 

Refuge 77  77  d Joseph  Summers.     Bristol  Tune  Book,  1863 261. 

Regent  Square 87  87  87 Henry  Smart.     1813-1879 82. 

Renfrew L.M ./.  Montgomerie  Bell,  1883 281. 
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Requiem 87  87  77 Wilhelm  Schulthes.     Ob.  1879 123. 

Requiem 46  46  r> Joseph  Barnby.     So  rum  Hymnal,  1869 259. 

Requiescat 77  77  88 Rev.  J.  B.  Dykes,  Mus.  D.     1823-1875 257. 

I'll  10 11 10 and  |  T„.„.        „          ,  „            ,r       n  ... 

Rescue ■  f    ■  f  '»  dham  Howard  Doane,  Mus.  D 146. 

Resignation  88  84 Anonymous 221. 

Rochester L.M Daye's  Psalter,  1562 94,  98,  190. 

Rock  of  Ages  77  77  77 Rer.  J.  B.  Dykes,  Mus.  D.     1823-1875 J  149, 178.    part 

Rousseau 87  87  d French  Air.     J.J.  Rousseau.     1712-1778 370. 

Ruth 65  65  i> Samuel  Smith  (  Windsor) 299. 

Rutherford 76  76  76  75 Adapted  from  Chretien  Urhan.     1790-181,5 266. 

Ruthwell CM J.  Montgomerie  Bell,  1882 201,  365. 

S.  Aelred 88  83 Rev.  J.  B.  Dykes,  Mus.  D.     1823-1875 225. 

S.  Agatha  77  75 Rev.  Frederic  Southgate,  B.  A .     1821,-1885 52. 

S.  Agnes L.M Augusta  Amherst  Austen.     1827-1877 48. 

S.  Agnes 101010  10 James  Langran,  Mus.  B.,  1863 320. 

S.  Agnes,  Durham  ....  CM Rev.  J.  B.  Dykes,  Mus.  D.     1823-1875 170.     part  i 

S.  Albinus 78  78  4 H.J.  Gaunilett,  Mus.  D.     1805-1876 59. 

0     ..  .  ,_-,..  I  H.  J.  Gauntlett,  Mus.  D.      1805-1876.      Bto's)  ow  „9a 

S'Alphege '6'6 \     Church  Hymn  and  Tune  Book,  181,8 ,2.3,338. 

S.  Ambrose  or  Treves.. 77  75 Ancient  Church  Melody 76. 

S.  Anatolius  76  76  8S Arthur  Henry  Brown 294. 

S.  Anatolius  76  76  88 Rev.  J.  B.  Dykes,  Mus.  D.     1823-1875 294. 

S.  Andrew 87  87 E.  H.  Tliorne 144. 

S.  Anne CM Old  Melody.     William  Croft,  Mus.  D.  (?) 309. 

S.  Asaph  D.C.M Giornivichi.     17U5-180/, 250. 

S.  Audoen S.M Sir  Robert  P.  Stewart,  Mus.  D.,  1873 131. 

S.  Austin 77  77  D Mora  via  n  Tune  Book 307. 

S.  Baldred 87  87  d J.  Montgomerie  Bell,  1873 376. 

S.  Beatrice 76  76,  12  lines  . .  John  Frederick  Bridge,  Mus.  D 302. 

S.  Bees 77  77 Rev.  J.  B.  Dykes,  Mus.  D.     1823-1875 161. 

S.  Benet 7676 Ancient Cliurch Melody.  Arrangedby Dr.Gauntlett.U8,  140,  172. 

S.  Bernard L.M William  Henry  Monk,  Mus.  D.     1823-1889 179. 

S.  Bernard CM John  Richardson.     1816-1879 194,  264,  351. 

S.  Bruno 77  77  77 John  Hullah,  LL.D.     1812-188/, 303. 

S.  Catharine 76  86d J.  Montgomerie  Bell 276. 

S.  Cecilia 66  66 Rev.  Leighton  George  Hayne,  Mus.  D.     1836-1883.. 222. 

S.  Columba 64  66 Herbert  Stephen  Irons 287. 

S.  Columba  or  Erin.  ...CM Hymn  of  the  Ancient  Irish  Church 351. 

S.  Crispin  88  86 Sir  George  J.  Elrey,  Mus.  D 148. 

S.  Cross L.M Rev.  J.  B.  Dykes,  Mus.  D.     1823-1S75 38. 

S.  Cuthbert 86  84 Rev.  J.  B.  Dykes,  Mus.  D.     1823-1875 96. 

S.  Cyril  65  75 Philip  Paul  Bliss.     1838-1876 411. 

S.  Dunstan  77  77 Richard  Redhead 255. 

S.  Ethelreda CM Thomas  Turton,  D.D.,  Bishop  of  Ely.     1780-186/,.  .153. 

S.  Ethelwald S.M William  Henry  Monk,  Mus.  D.     1823-1889 181. 

S  Flavian  CM  (Abridged  from  Tune  set  to  Ps.  132  in  Daye,s~\  „ 

"  "  I     Psalter,  1562 I 

S.  Frances CM '....G.A.  Lbhr,  1855 79,  213,  219. 

S.  Francis 10  610  6  88  4. ..  .Sir  Arthur  S.  Sidlivan,  Mus.  D 314. 

S.  Francis  Xavier CM Sir  John  Stainer,  M.A.,  Mus.  D 194. 

S.  Fulbert CM H.J.  Gauntlett,  Mus.  D.     1805-1876 126. 

S.  Gabriel 88  84 Rev.  Sir F.  A.  GoreOuseley,Bort.,Mu~:  D.   1825-1889.286. 

S.  George CM Altered  from  Nicolaus  Hermann.     11,80-1561 71. 

S.  George's,  Windsor.  .77  77  v Sir  George  J.  Elvey,  Miis.  D 5,  300. 

S.  Gertrude 65  65,  12  lines  .  .Sir  Arthur  S.  Sullivan,  Mus.  D 142. 

,S-  Giles S.M J.  Montgomerie  Bell,  1875 125. 

S.  Godric 66  66  88 Rev.  J.  B.  Dykes,  Mus.  D.     1823-1S75 392. 

S.  Gregory L.M Altered  from  Darmstadt  Gesangbuch,  169S 190,  283. 

s-  Helen io  10 10 10 10 10..  Walter  Hately.     Scottish  Hymnal,  1872 212. 

S.  Helena S.M Anonymous 263. 

S.  Helen's 85  83 Sir  Robert  P.  Stewart,  Mus.  D.,  1871, 163. 

S.  Ignatius 75  75  n Joseph  Barnby 368. 

S-  John 66  66  8« Congregational  Church  Music,  1853 204,  269,  392. 
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S.  John  Baptist 65  65 Rev.  0.  M.  Feilden.     Harmonized  by  E.  H.  Thome.  .208. 

S.  John  Damascene. .  ..65  65  r Elizabeth  Raymond  Barker 271. 

S.  Lawrence L.M Rev.  Leighton  George  Haync,  Mus.  D.     1836-1883..  312. 

S.  Leonard CM Henry  Smart.     1813-1879 210. 

S.  Lucy 77  77 "J.,"  in  Sullivan's  Church  Hymns,  IS? % 417. 

S.  Magnus CM Jeremiah  Clark.     1670-1707 69. 

S.  Margaret 76  76 Rev.  William  Statham,  R.A.,  Mus.  D 39. 

S.  Margaret 88  886 A.  L.  Peace,  Mus.  D 176. 

S.  Martin's 77  77 A.  L.  Peace,  Mus.  D 305. 

a   iur»TO  r- Af  ( Playford's  Psalter,    1677.      Altered  from  Arch-'\  ,,„ 

S'  Maiy °,M I     deacon  Prys's  Welsh  Psalter,  1621 / 153" 

S.  Matthew D.C.M William  Croft,  Mus.  D.     1678-1727 124. 

S.  Matthias 88  88  88 William  Henry  Monk,  Mus.  D.     1823-1880 350. 

S.  Michael S.M [^f^fZ'  ^     AMd»ed  from  Ge^an\       m 

I        Jr S(l It 61 ,   I0I4.3 J 

S.  Nicolas 87  87 Richard  Bedhead 154. 

S.  Olave S.M H .  J.  Gauntldt,  Mus.  IK     1805-1876 102,  206,  339. 

S.  Oswald 87  87 Rev.  J.  B.  Dykes,  Mus.  I).     1823-1875 143,  407. 

S.  Peter CM Alexander  Robert  Rcinogle,  1826.     1709-1877 160,  186. 

S.  Petersburg 88  88  88 Dimitri  Bortnianski.    1751-1825 175. 

S.  Philip 777 William  Henry  Monk,  Mus.  D.     1823-1889 95,  169. 

S.  Philip 10  10  10  4 Joseph  Barnby.     Sarum  Hym  rial,  I860 262. 

S.  Saviour 65  65 J.  Montgomerie  Bell,  1876 375. 

S.  Sebastian 77  77  77 Samuel  Sebastian  Wesley,  Mus.  D.     1810-1876. . .  .150,  326. 

S.  Sepulchre L.M George  Cooper,  1836.     1820-1876 122,  343. 

S.  Silvester D.C.M Joseph  Barnby.    Staincr's  Christmas  Carols,  1867..145. 

S  Sulnice  86  86  886  J  Augustus  Grant  Jamicson.    18^-1888.    Scottish] „0fi 

I      Hymnal,  1872 J 

S.  Sylvester 87  87  and  88  88 . .  Rev.  J.  B.  Dykes,  Mus.  D.     1823-1875 310. 

S.  Theodulph 76  76  d \  Mcichior  ^f™*  Precentor  at  Fraustadt  in\ 

\      Posen  about  1613 J      '        ' 

S.  Victor 76  76 Richard  Redhead 337,  358. 

Salamis Irregular Greek  Air 396. 

Sales 886 Frank  Champneys,  M.A.,  M.D 105. 

Samuel 66  66  88 Sir  Arthur  S.  Sullivan,  Mus.  D 413. 

Sanctuary 87  87  d Rev.  J.  B.  Dykes,  Mus.  D.     1823-1875 119. 

Saxony L.M Old  German  Chorale  {Lutheran) 81,  254 

Sebaste Irregular Sir  John  Stainer,  M.A. ,  Mus.  D 290. 

Sharon  87  87 William  Boyee,  Mus.  D.    1710-1779 14. 

Siloam CM A.  L.  Peace,  Mus.  D 430. 

Smart 65  65,  12  lines  . .  Henry  Smart.     1813-1879 . .238. 

„  .  ,  _  ^  J  Pentecost  Hymn  of  13th  Century.     Arranged  by}  . 

ftoluau L,-M I.     HE.  Dibdin  from  Luther's  Psalter,  152k  ■■■■] 

Solitude 66  66  d Harriet  Ann  Callow.     1817-1883 366. 

Southwell CM Herbert  Stephen  Irons 268. 

Southwold CM H.J,  Gauntlett,  Mus.  D .     1805-1876 220. 

Spohr CM Adapted  from  Louis  Spohr.     178U-1859 136. 

Springfield 11 10 11 10 Maurice's  Choral  Harmony,  185k 32. 

Springtide D.C.M E.J.  Hopkins,  Mus.  D 296. 

Stabat  Mater 887  887 Rev.  J.  B.  Dykes,  Mus.  D.     1823-1875 41. 

Stella 11111111 AdaptedfromHemy's"  Crovn  of  Jesus  Music,"  186k.3M. 

Stephanos 8583 (*"•   Sir  ^J*  **?   **      ^^  1 163. 

v  I      Harmony  by  W.  H.  Monk,  Mus.  D J 

i Melody  of  Old  Latin    "Gloria"    by   Mcolaus} 
Stettm 87  8/  887 ,      Decius>  m^     Mt  aUo  u  Hans  Kugdmann . .  / 15°- 

Stiastny L.M Johann  Stiastny.     Born  177k 117- 

Stobel 664  66  64 German 107. 

Stockton CM Thomas  Wright.     1763-1829 230. 

„.     .,  7777  fG.C.Strattner.  1650-1705.  Arr.byFreylinghausen.']„16 

I      Neander's  Bundes  und  Himmels  Lieder,  1691..  J 

Stuttgart  87  87 Gothder  Cantional,  1715 11,  380. 

Submission,  No.  1 10  4  10  4 George  Lomas,  Mus.  B.     183k~188k 214. 

Submission,  No.  2 10  410  4 A.  L.  Peace,  Mus.  D..  ..'. 214. 

Suavitas CM G.H.  Gregory,  Mus.  B.    Children's  Hymnal,  1876.A38. 

Sunshine  65  65  D Philip  Paul  Bliss.    1838-1876 224. 

Swabia  S.M Johann  Crager's  Praxis  Pietatis  Melica,  1608 133,  282. 
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_.„._,-.-.,  ^  ,T  (  Thomas  Tallis.     Ob.  1585.     Archbishop  Parker's),,,^    1Qn 

Talhs's  Ordinal  CM j     Psalter,  1561 j 101,  189. 

Temple 84  84  88  84 E.  J.  Hopkins,  Mm.  D 292. 

Tenderness 84  84  88  84 Richard  William  Beaty.     Ob.  1883 398. . 

Thanksgiving 77  77  d Walter  Bond  Gilbert,  Mus.  D 441. 

The  Blessed  Home 66  66d Sir  John  Stainer,  M.A.,  Mus.  D 265. 

Theodora 77  77 Adapted  from  George  Fridcrlc  Handel.    1685-1759..  173. 

The  Three  Kings 11 10 11 10 Frank  Champneys,  M.A. ,  M.D 32. 

Tichfleld 77  77  d John  Richardson.     1816-1879 5,  349. 

Tiverton CM " Qrigg"  in  Rippon's  Collection,  1806 113,  267. 

Tours 76  76  d Berthold  Tours 395. 

Trinity 11 13 12  10 Samuel  Sebastian  Wesley,  Mus.  D.     1810-1876. ...  1. 

Triumph 87  87  77 H.  J.  Gauntlett,  M%is.  D.     1805-1876 61. 

Triumph 87  87  87 H.  J.  Gauntlett,  Mus.  D.     1805-1876 111. 

rr      i  »  m      *  >r     -,     ininini„        J  A.  H.  D.  Troyte.     1811-1857.     Salisbury  Hymn)  _._ 
Troy tes  Chant,  No.  1..  10 10  10  10 J.      „    ,    18 '7  I 

Troyte's  Chant,  No.  2 . .  10  10 10  4 Wm.  Hayes,  Mus.  D.  Abridged  by  A.  H.  D.  Troyte.262. 

Troyte's  Chant,  No.  2.  .Irregular Wm.  Hayes,  Mus.  D.  Abridged  by  A.  H.  D.  Troyte.386. 

m                                       T  ,,                   (  Thomas  Williams's  Psalmodia  Evangelica,  1789.)  11_ 
Truro L.M \      ™„„,„„  *>..„ „,„„    tw»\     ,*»*  yo„  fH'- 


Charles  Burney,  Mus.  D.  (?)    1726-1811,. 


University  College  ....  77  77 H.J.  Gauntlett,  Mus.  D.     1805-1876 232. 

Urswicke 11 11 11 11 Sir  George  J.  Elvey,  Mus.  D 10. 

Valley  of  Blessing  . . .  .11  8 11  8  &  ref  . .  W.  G.  Fischer 428. 

Veni  Cito 88  88  88 Rev.  J.  B.  Dykes,  Mus.  D.     1823-1875 88. 

Veni  Creator L.M.  and  coda.  .Old  Melody  from  Latin  Church 91. 

,r  TT  0,_0_  ( Russian  Air  by  Dimitri  Bortnianski.     1751-1825.)  or.c 

Vesper  Hymn 8787  d |     Harmony  by  A.  L.  Peace,  Mus.  D j'295" 

Vespers 64  66 Sir  Robert  P.  Steioart,  Mus.  D.,  1873 287. 
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"  7V/rj'  rest  not  day  and  night  saying,  Holy,  holy,  holy,  Lord God  Almighty !  which  was, 

and  is,  and  is  to  come." 

1  TTOLY,  holy,  holy,  Lord  God  Almighty ! 

Early  in  the  morning  our  song  shall  rise  to  Thee; 
Holy,  holy,  holy,  merciful  and  mighty  ! 
God  in  Three  Persons,  blessed  Trinity  ! 

2  Holy,  holy,  holy  !  all  the  saints  adore  Thee, 

Casting  down  their  golden  crowns  around  the-glassy  sea. 
Cherubim  and  seraphim  falling  down  before  Thee, 
Which  wert,  and  art,  and  evermore  shalt  be. 

3  Holy,  holy,  holy!  though  the  darkness  hide  Thee, 

Though  the  eye  of  sinful  man  Thy  glory  may  not  see, 
Only  Thou  art  holy,  there  is  none  beside  Thee, 
Perfect  in  power,  in  love,  and  purity. 

4  Holy,  holy,  holy,  Lord  God  Almighty  ! 

All  Thy  works  shall  praise  Thy  name  in  earth  and  sky  and  sea 
Holy,  holy,  holy,  merciful  and  mighty  ! 
Goil  in  Three  Persons,  blessed  Trinity. 


Trinity  (n  131210). 
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Samuel  Sebastian  Wesley,  Mus.  D. 
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"  They  rest  not  day  and  night  saying,  Holy,  Iwly,  holy.  Lord  God  Almighty  !  which  was, 
and  is,  and  is  to  come." 

1  UOLY,  holy,  holy,  Lord  God  Almighty!  :  3  Holy,   holy,  holy!    though  the  darkness 
-*--*-     Early  in  the  morning  our  song  shall  hide  Thee, 


rise  to  Thee ; 
Holy,  holy,  holy,  merciful  and  mighty  ! 
God  in  Three  Persons,  blessed  Trinity 


Though  the  eye  of  sinful  man  Thy  glory 

may  not  see, 
Only  Thou  art  holy,  there  is  none  beside 

Thee, 
Perfect  in  power,  in  love,  and  parity. 


2  Holy,  holy,  holy !  all  the  saints  adore  Thee, 
Casting  down  their  golden  crowns  around 

the  glassy  sea,  4  Holy,  holy,  holy,  Lord  God  Almighty  ! 

Cherubim  and  seraphim  falling  down  be-  i  All  Thy  works  shall  praise  Thy  name  in 

fore  Thee,  earth  and  sky  and  sea  ; 

Which    wert,   and    art,    and    evermore  I  Holy,  holy,  holy,  merciful  and  mighty  ! 

shalt  be.  God  in  Three  Persons,  blessed  Trinity. 
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Hallowed  be  Thy  Name. 
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OUND  aloud  Jehovah's  praises, 
Tell  abroad  the  awful  name  ; 
Heaven  the  ceaseless  anthem  raises, 

Let  the  earth  her  God  proclaim  : 
God,  the  hope  of  every  nation, 
God,  the  source  of  consolation, 

Holy,  blessed  Trinity  ! 

2  This  the  name  from  ancient  ages 
Hidden  in  its  dazzling  light ; 
This  the  name  that  kings  and  sages 
Prayed  and  strove  to  know  aright, 
Through  God's  wondrous  Incarnation 
Xow  revealed  the  world's  salvation. 
Ever  blessed  Trinity  ! 


Into  this  great  name  and  holy 

We  all  tribes  and  tongues  baptize  ; 

Thus  the  Highest  owns  the  lowly, 

Homeward,  heavenward  bids  them  rise, 

Gathers  them  from  every  nation, 

Bids  them  join  in  adoration 
Of  the  blessed  Trinity  ! 

In  this  name  the  heart  rejoices, 
Pouring  forth  its  secret  prayer  : 

In  this  name  we  lift  our  voices, 
And  our  common  faith  declare  ; 

Offering  humble  supplication, 

Thanks,  and  praise,  and  veneration 
To  the  blessed  Trinity  ! 

3 


1b^mn  3 


(2) 


Ely  (l.m.) 


Bishop  Turton. 


m 


±2* 


s£ 


Zi 


z£ 


^z: 


^3 


:^>: 


zz: 


r 


<S^     Q      Q      CJ 


m 


"p— p-^^- 


U- 


J. 


f-  : 


I 

J     J 


^=5 


J 


i 


^=P^ 


zz 


Z2 


rkj. 


?* 


^r 


- 


^Z 


z± 


st 


3 


5: 


zi 


^^ 


P 

J. 


I  P      -rS>- 


s 


zz: 


rrrr 
j  j  ^  j 


r-rr 


^ 


i  r  r  ' 

J  J  J  J 


£ 


e£ 


rrrT 


1=t 


23 


-f2- 


•'  From  ei'erlastiug  to  everlasti?ig  Thou  art  God." 

1  rpHEE  God  we  praise,  Thee  Lord  confess, 

Thee  Father  everlasting  bless  ; 
The  tribes  of  earth  and  air  and  sea 
With  wondrous  voices  worship  Thee. 

2  To  Thee  all  angels  ceaseless  cry, 
"With  all  the  princes  of  the  sky ; 
The  cherub  and  the  seraph  join, 

And  thus  they  hymn  the  praise  divine : 

3  Thee  holy,  holy,  holy  King, 
Lord  of  Sabaoth,  Thee  we  sing ; 

Both  heaven  and  earth  are  full  of  Thee, 
Father  of  boundless  majesty. 

4  Thee  the  apostles'  glorious  choir, 

Thee  prophets  with  their  tongues  of  fire, 
Thee  white-robed  hosts  of  martyrs  bright, 
All  serve  and  praise  by  day  and  night. 

5  Thee  through  the  earth  Thy  saints  confess, 
Thee,  Father  infinite,  they  bless, 

Thee,  true,  divine,  and  only  Son, 
Thee,  Holy  Spirit,  Three  in  One. 
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'•  J«^  the  four-and-twenty  elders  fell  down  and  worshipped.  Him  that  livethfor  ever  and  ever." 


1  /  ^  OD  eternal,  Lord  of  all, 

^     Lowly  at  Thy  feet  we  fall  : 
All  the  earth  doth  worship  Thee— 
We  amidst  the  throng  would  be. 

2  All  the  holy  angels  cry, 

Hail,  thrice  holy,  God  most  high  ! 
Lord  of  all  the  heavenly  powers, 
Be  the  same  loud  anthem  ours. 


3  Glorified  apostles  raise 

Night  and  day  continued  praise  > 
Hast  Thou  not  a  mission  too 
For  Thy  children  here  to  do  ? 

4  With  Thy  prophets'  goodly  line 
We  in  mystic  bond  combine  ; 
For  Thou  hast  to  babes  revealed 
Things  that  to  the  wise  were  sealed. 


5  Martyrs,  in  a  noble  host, 

Of  Thy  cross  are  heard  to  boast ; 
Since  so  bright  the  crown  they  wear, 
Early  we  Thy  cross  would  bear. 

6  All  Thy  Church  in  heaven  and  earth 
Jesus,  hail  Thy  spotless  birth  ; 
Own  the  God,  who  all  has  made ; 
And  the  Spirit's  soothing  aid. 

7  Offspring  of  a  virgin's  womb ; 
Slain,  and  victor  o'er  the  tomb  ; 
Seated  on  the  judgment-throne, 
Number  us  anions:  Thine  own. 


8  Day  by  day  we  magnify  Thee, 
And  would  evermore  be  nigh  Thee  : 
Keep  us  from  the  Tempter's  snare ; 
Spare  Thy  people,  Jesus,  spare  ! 


S.  George's,  Windsor  (77  77  d.) 
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".-!//  77y  ivorks  shall  praise  Thee,  O  Lord,  and  Thy  saints  shall  bless  Thee." 


1  TJOLY,  holy,  holy  Lord 

God  of  hosts  !    When  heaven  and 
Out  of  darkness,  at  Thy  word,  [earth, 

Issued  into  glorious  birth, 
All  Thy  works  before  Thee  stood, 
And  Thine  eye  beheld  them  good, 
While  they  sang,  with  one  accord, 
Holy,  holy,  holy  Lord  ! 

2  Holy,  holy,  holy  !     Thee, 

One  Jehovah  evermore, 
Father,  Son,  and  Spirit,  we, 
Dust  and  ashes,  would  adore  : 
6 


Lightly  by  the  world  esteemed, 
From  that  world  by  Thee  redeemed, 
Sing  we  here,  with  glad  accord, 
Holy,  holy,  holy  Lord  ! 

Holy,  holy,  holy  !     All 

Heaven's    triumphant    choir    shall 
When  the  ransomed  nations  fall  [sing, 

At  the  footstool  of  their  King  : 
Then  shall  saints  and  seraphim, 
Hearts  and  voices,  swell  one  hymn, 
Round  the  throne,  with  full  accord, 
Holy,  holy,  holy  Lord  ! 
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-///  77/y  works  shall  praise  Thee,  O  Lord,  and  Thy  saints  shall  bless  7 

Lightly  by  the  world  esteemed, 
From  that  world  by  Thee  redeemed, 
Sing  we  here,  with  glad  accord, 
Holy,  holy,  holy  Lord  ! 


TJOLY,  holy,  holy  Lord 

God  of  hosts !    When  heaven  and 


Out  of  darkness,  at  Thy  word,  [earth, 

Issued  into  glorious  birth, 
All  Thy  works  before  Thee  stood, 
And  Thine-  eye  beheld  them  good, 
While  they  sang,  with  one  accord, 
Holy,  holy,  holy  Lord  ! 

2  Holy,  holy,  holy  !     Thee, 
One  Jehovah  evermore, 
Father,  Son,  and  Spirit,  we, 
Dust  and  ashes,  would  adore ; 


Holy,  holy,  holy  !     All 

Heaven's    triumphant    choir    shall 
When  the  ransomed  nations  fall  [sing, 

At  the  footstool  of  their  King : 
Then  shall  saints  and  seraphim, 
Hearts  and  voices,  swell  one  hymn, 
Round  the  throne,  with  full  accord, 
Holy,  holy,  holy  Lord  ! 
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Mainzer  s  Standard  Psalmody 
of  Scotland,  1845. 
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Commandments  (l.m.) 


P 


SECOND  TL'XE. 


A 


££ 


AAA 


o    o 


J=i 


"^ 


Genevan  Psalter,  1549. 
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"  Let  us  therefore  come  boldly  unto  the  throne 
grace  to  help  in 

1   T^ATHER   of    heaven,    whose    love 
profound 
A  ransom  for  our  souls  hath  found, 
Before  Thy  throne  we  sinners  bend  ; 
To  us  Thy  pardoning  love  extend. 


2  Almighty  Son  !  Incarnate  Word  ! 
Our  Prophet,  Priest,  Redeemer,  Lord, 
Before  Thy  throne  we  sinners  bend  ; 
To  us  Thy  saving  grace  extend. 
8 


if  grace,  that  we  may  obtain  mercy,  and  find 
time  of  need."' 

3  Eternal  Spirit !  by  whose  breath 
The    soul    is    raised    from    sin    and 

death, 
Before  Thy  throne  we  sinners  bend  ; 
To  us  Thy  quickening  power  extend. 

4  Jehovah, — Father,  Spirit,  Son, 
Mysterious  Godhead,  Three  in  One  !-  - 
Before  Thy  throne  we  sinners  bend  ; 
Grace,  pardon,  life  to  us  extend. 
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Greatorex's  Parochial  Psalmody ;  1S23. 
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The  grace  of  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ,  and  the  love  0/ God,  and  the  communion  of  the  Holy  Ghost.' 

2  To  God  the  Son  belongs 


T  GIVE  immortal  praise 
To  God  the  Father  s  love. 


For  all  my  comforts  here, 
And  better  hopes  above  ; 
He  sent  His  own  eternal  Son 
To  die  for  sins  that  man  had  done. 


Immortal  glory  too, 
Who  bought  us  with  His  blood 

From  everlasting  woe  ; 
And  now  He  lives,  and  now  He  reign.-, 
And  sees  the  fruit  of  all  His  pains. 


3  To  God  the  Spirit's  name 

Immortal  worship  give, 
Whose  new-creating  power 

Makes  the  dead  sinner  live  ; 
His  work  completes  the  great  design, 
And  tills  the  soul  with  joy  divine. 

4  Almighty  God,  to  Thee 

Be  endless  honours  done  ; 
The  undivided  Three, 

Yet  the  mysterious  One  ! 
Where  reason  fails  with  all  her  powers, 
There  faith  prevails,  and  love  adores. 
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Webbe's  Modern  Church  Music,  1791. 
Saviuel  JVebbe  (?) 
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"  God  be  merciful  unto  us.'' 

1   T  EAD  us,  heavenly  Father,  lead  us 

O'er  the  world's  tempestuous  sea 

Guard  us,  guide  us,  keep  us,  feed  us, 

For  we  have  no  help  but  Thee  ; 
Yet  possessing  every  blessing, 
If  our  God  our  Father  be. 


2  Saviour,  breathe  forgiveness  o'er  us, 
All  our  weakness  Thou  dost  know, 

Thou  didst  tread  this  earth  before  us, 
Thou  didst  feel  its  keenest  woe  ; 

Lone  and  dreary,  faint  and  weary, 
Through  the  desert  Thou  didst  go. 
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3  Spirit  of  our  God,  descending, 

Fill  our  hearts  with  heavenly  joy; 

Love  with  every  passion  blending, 
Pleasure  that  can  never  cloy : 

Thus  provided,  pardoned,  guided, 
Nothing  can  our  peace  destroy. 


Alla  Trinita  (87  87  87). 
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Laudi  Spirituali,  1385. 
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"  6W  <fe  merciful  unto  us. 


1  T  EAD  us,  heavenly  Father,  lead  us 
O'er  the  world's  tempestuous  sea ; 
Guard  us,  guide  us,  keep  us,  feed  us, 

For  we  have  no  help  but  Thee  ; 
Yet  possessing  every  blessing, 
If  our  God  our  Father  be. 


Saviour,  breathe  forgiveness  o'er  us, 
All  our  weakness  Thou  dost  know, 

Thou  didst  tread  this  earth  before  us, 
Thou  didst  feel  its  keenest  woe  ; 

Lone  and  dreary,  faint  and  weary, 
Through  the  desert  Thou  didst  go. 


3  Spirit  of  our  God,  descending, 

Fill  our  hearts  with  heavenly  joy 
Love  with  every  passion  blending, 

Pleasure  that  can  never  cloy : 
Thus  provided,  pardoned,  guided, 
Nothing  can  our  peace  destroy. 
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HYMNS     OF     CREATION     AND 
PROVIDENCE. 
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Johann  Hermann  Schein. 
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"  77/*  heavens  declare  the  glory  of  God.' 


rPHE  spacious  firmament  on  high,       j  2  The  unwearied  sun,  from  day  to  day. 
With  all  the  blue  ethereal  sky, 


And  spangled  heavens,  a  shining  frame, 
Their  great  Original  proclaim. 


Does  his  Creator's  power  display, 
And  publishes  to  every  land 
The  work  of  an  Almighty  hand 


3  Soon  as  the  evening  shades  prevail, 
The  moon  takes  up  the  wondrous  tale  ; 
And  nightly  to  the  listening  earth 
Repeats  the  story  of  her  birth  ; 

4  While  all  the  stars  that  round  her  burn, 
And  all  the  planets  in  their  turn, 
Confirm  the  tidings  as  +hey  roll, 

And  spread  the  truth  from  pole  to  pole. 

5  What  though  in  solemn  silence  all 
Move  round  the  dark  terrestrial  ball? 
What  though  no  real  voice,  nor  sound, 
Amidst  their  radiant  orbs  be  found  % 

6  In  reason's  ear  they  all  rejoice, 
And  utter  forth  a  glorious  voice  ; 
For  ever  singing,  as  they  shine, 

"  The  hand  that  made  us  is  divine." 
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German  Melody  of ijth  Century. 
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"  Praise  ye  the  Lord  from  the  heavens  ;  praise  Him  in  the  heights." 

1  T)  RAISE  the  Lord  of  heaven,  praise  Him  in  the  height, 

-*•       Praise  Him,  all  ye  angels,  praise  Him,  stars  and  light ; 
Praise  Him,  skies,  and  waters,  which  above  the  skies, 
When  His  word  commanded,  stablished  did  arise. 

2  Praise  the  Lord,  ye  fountains  of  the  deeps  and  seas, 
Rocks  and  hills  and  mountains,  cedars  and  all  trees  ; 
Praise  Him,  clouds  and  vapours,  snow,  and  hail,  and  fire, 
Stormy  wind,  fulfilling  only  His  desire. 

3  Praise  Him,  fowls  and  cattle,  princes  and  all  kings, 
Praise  Him,  men  and  maidens,  all  created  things  ; 
For  the  name  of  God  is  excellent  alone  : 

Over  earth  His  footstool,  over  heaven  His  throne. 
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"  Praise  ye  the  Lord  from  the  heavens ;  praise  Him  in  the  heights." 

1  "DBAISE  the  Lord  of  heaven,  praise  Him  in  the  height, 
-*-       Praise  Him,  all  ye  angels,  praise  Him,  stars  and  light 
Praise  Him,  skies,  and  waters,  which  above  the  skies, 
When  His  word  commanded,  stablished  did  arise. 

2  Praise  the  Lord,  ye  fountains  of  the  deeps  and  seas, 
Rocks  and  hills  and  mountains,  cedars  and  all  trees  ; 
Praise  Him,  clouds  and  vapours,  snow,  and  hail,  and  fire, 
Stormy  wind,  fulfilling  only  His  desire. 

3  Praise  Him,  fowls  and  cattle,  princes  and  all  kings, 
Praise  Him,  men  and  maidens,  all  created  things  ; 
For  the  name  of  God  is  excellent  alone  : 
Over  earth  His  footstool,  over  heaven  His  throne. 
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All  Saints  (8787). 


second  tune.        S tori's  Wiirtemberger  Gesangbuch,  171 1. 


"  Praise  ye  tJie  Lord  from  the  heavens ;  praise  Him  in  the  heights.'' 


1  T3RAISE  the  Lord  !  ye  heavens,  adore 
1       Him, 

Praise  Him,  angels,  in  the  height ; 
Sun  and  moon,  rejoice  before  Him, 
Praise  Him,  all  ye  stars  of  light : 

2  Praise  the  Lord !  for  He  hath  spoken, 

Worlds  His  mighty  voice  obeyed  ; 
Laws,  that  never  shall  be  broken, 
For  their  guidance  He  hath  made. 


3  Praise  the  Lord  !  for  He  is  glorious ! 

Never  shall  His  promise  fail ; 
God  hath  made  His  saints  victorious, 
Sin  and  death  shall  not  prevail. 

4  Praise  the  God  of  our  salvation ; 

Hosts   on   high,    His    power    pro- 
claim ; 
Heaven,  and  earth,  and  all  creation, 
Laud  and  magnify  His  Name ! 
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"  7V*£  invisible  things  0/  Him  from  the  creation  of  the  world  are  clearly  seen,  being  understood 
by  the  things  that  are  made." 


1  fTIHERE  is  a  book,  who  runs  may 

read, 
Which  heavenly  truth  imparts, 
And  all  the  lore  its  scholars  need, 
Pure  eyes  and  Christian  hearts. 

2  The  works  of  God,  above,  below, 

Within  us  and  around, 
Are  pages  in  that  book  to  show 
How  God  Himself  is  found. 

3  The  glorious  sky,  embracing  all, 

Is  like  the  Maker's  love, 
Wherewith    encompassed    great   and 
small 
In  peace  and  order  move. 

4  The  moon  above,  the  church  below, 

A  wondrous  race  they  run  ; 
But  all  their  radiance,  all  their  glow, 
Each  borrows  of  its  sun. 

5  The  Saviour  lends  the  light  and  heat 

That  crown  His  holy  hill  ; 
The  saints,  like  stars,  around  His  seat 
Perform  their  courses  still. 
1G 


6  The    dew    of    heaven    is    like    Thy 

grace, 
It  steals  in  silence  down  ; 
But,  where  it  lights,  the   favoured 
place 
By  richest  fruits  is  known. 

7  One  Name,  above  all  glorious  names, 

With  its  ten  thousand  tongues 
The  everlasting  sea  proclaims, 
Echoing  angelic  songs. 

8  The  raging  fire,  the  roaring  wind, 

Thy  boundless  power  display  ; 
But  in  the  gentler  breeze  we  find 
Thy  Spirit's  viewless  way. 

9  Two  worlds  are  ours  :  'tis  only  sin 

Forbids  us  to  descry 
The  mystic  heaven  and  earth  within, 
Plain  as  the  sea  and  sky. 

10  Thou,  who  hast  given  me  eyes  to  see 
And  love  this  sight  so  fair, 
Give  me  a  heart  to  find  out  Thee 
And  read  Thee  everywhere. 
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"God  is  great,  and greatly  to  be  praised." 

1  OONGS  of  praise  the  angels  sang, 

Heaven  with  hallelujahs  rang, 
When  creation  was  begun, 
When  God  spake,  and  it  was  done. 

2  Songs  of  praise  awoke  the  morn, 
When  the  Prince  of  Peace  was  born : 
Songs  of  praise  arose,  when  He 
Captive  led  captivity. 

3  Heaven  and  earth  must  pass  away  ; 
Songs  of  praise  shall  crown  that  day : 
God  will  make  new  heavens  and  earth  ; 
Songs  of  praise  shall  hail  their  birth. 

4  And  shall  man  alone  be  dumb 
Till  that  glorious  kingdom  come  % 
No  ; — the  Church  delights  to  raise 
Psalms,  and  hymns,  and  songs  of  praise. 

5  Saints  below,  with  heart  and  voice, 
Still  in  songs  of  praise  rejoice  ; 
Learning  here,  by  faith  and  love, 
Songs  of  praise  to  sing  above. 

6  Borne  upon  their  latest  breath, 
Songs  of  praise  shall  conquer  death  ; 
Then,  amidst  eternal  joy, 

Songs  of  praise  their  powers  employ 
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6>«^  f?-?W/  «»/<?  another^  and  said,  Holy,  holy,  holy,  is  the  Lord  of  hosts :  the  whole  earth  is 
full  of  His  glory. " 

1  "DOUND  the  Lord  in  glory  seated, 

Cherubim  and  Seraphim 
Filled  His  temple,  and  repeated 
Each  to  each  the  alternate  hymn : 

2  "  Lord,  Thy  glory  fills  the  heaven, 

Earth  is  with  its  fulness  stored  ; 
Unto  Thee  be  glory  given, 
Holy,  holy,  holy  Lord." 

3  Heaven  is  still  with  glory  ringing, 

Earth  takes  up  the  angels'  cry, 
'•  Holy,  holy,  holy,"  singing, 

"  Lord  of  hosts,  the  Lord  most  high." 

4  With  His  seraph  train  before  Him, 

With  His  holy  Church  below, 

Thus  conspire  we  to  adore  Him, 

Bid  we  thus  our  anthem  flow : 

5  "  Lord,  Thy  glory  fills  the  heaven. 

Earth  is  with  its  fulness  stored  ; 
Unto  Thee  be  glory  given, 
Holy,  holy,  holy  Lord." 
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"  O  give  thanks  unto  the  Lord ;  for  He  is  good:  for  His  mercy  etiditrethfor  ever." 


1  T  ET  us,  with  a  gladsome  mind, 


Praise  the  Lord,  for  He  is  kind  : 


For  His  mercies  shall  endure, 
Ever  faithful,  ever  sure. 


2  Let  us  sound  His  name  abroad, 
For  of  gods  He  is  the  God  : 
For  His  mercies  shall  endure, 
Ever  faithful,  ever  sure. 


3  He,  with  all-commanding  might, 
Filled  the  new-made  world  with  light 
For  His  mercies  shall  endure, 

Ever  faithful,  ever  sure. 

4  All  things  living  He  doth  feed; 
His  full  hand  supplies  their  need : 
For  His  mercies  shall  endure, 
Ever  faithful,  ever  sure. 

5  He  His  chosen  race  did  bless 
In  the  wasteful  wilderness : 
For  His  mercies  shall  endure, 
Ever  faithful,  ever  sure. 

6  He  hath,  with  a  piteous  eye, 
Looked  upon  our  misery  : 
For  His  mercies  shall  endure, 
Ever  faithful,  ever  sure. 


7  Let  us  then,  with  gladsome  mind, 
Praise  the  Lord,  for  He  is  kind : 
For  His  mercies  shall  endure, 
Ever  faithful,  ever  sure. 
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''  Bless  the  Lord,  O  my  soul.     O  Lord  my  God,  Thou  art  very  great ;   Thou  art  clothed 
with  honour  and  majesty." 

1  f\  WOKSHIP  the  King  all-glorious  above  ! 
^     O  gratefully  siug  His  power  and  His  love  ! 
Our  shield  and  defender,  the  Ancient  of  Days, 
Pavilioned  in  splendour,  and  girded  with  praise. 

2  O  tell  of  His  might,  O  sing  of  His  grace, 
Whose  robe  is  the  light,  whose  canopy  space ! 
His  chariots  of  wrath  deep  thunder-clouds  form, 
And  dark  is  His  path  on  the  wings  of  the  storm. 

3  The  earth  with  its  store  of  wonders  untold, 
Almighty,  Thy  power  hath  founded  of  old, 
Hath  stablished  it  fast  by  a  changeless  decree, 
And  round  it  hath  cast,  like  a  mantle,  the  sea. 
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4  Thy  bountiful  care  what  tongue  can  recite  ? 
It  breathes  in  the  air,  it  shines  in  the  light  ; 

It  streams  from  the  hills,  it  descends  to  the  plain, 
And  sweetly  distils  in  the  dew  and  the  rain. 

5  Frail  children  of  dust,  and  feeble  as  frail, 
In  Thee  do  we  trust,  nor  find  Thee  to  fail ; 
Thy  mercies  how  tender !  how  firm  to  the  end  ! 
Our  Maker,  Defender,  Redeemer,  and  Friend  ! 

6  O  measureless  might !  ineffable  love  ! 
While  angels  delight  to  hymn  Thee  above, 
The  humbler  creation,  though  feeble  their  lays, 
With  true  adoration  shall  lisp  to  Thy  praise. 
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Gnadauer  Choralbuch,  1784. 


Cassel  (77  77  77) 


^  Every  good  gift  and  every  perfect  gift  is  from  aboz 


1  XTOK  the  beauty  of  the  earth, 
"      For  the  beauty  of  the  skies, 
For  the  love  which  from  our  birth 

Over  and  around  us  lies : 
Christ,  our  God,  to  Thee  we  raise 
This  our  sacrifice  of  praise. 

2  For  the  beauty  of  each  hour 
Of  the  day  and  of  the  night, 
Hill  and  vale,  and  tree  and  flower, 

Sun  and  moon,  and  stars  of  light : 
Christ,  our  God,  to  Thee  we  raise 
This  our  sacrifice  of  praise. 


3  For  the  joy  of  ear  and  eye, 

For  the  heart  and  mind's  delight, 
For  the  mystic  harmony 

Linking  sense  to  sound  and  sight : 
Christ,  our  God,  to  Thee  we  raise 
This  our  sacrifice  of  praise. 

For  the  joy  of  human  love, 
Brother,  sister,  parent,  child, 

Friends  on  earth,  and  friends  above 
For  all  gentle  thoughts  and  mild : 

Christ,  our  God,  to  Thee  we  raise 

This  our  sacrifice  of  praise. 


For  each  perfect  gift  of  Thine 
To  our  race  so  freely  given, 

Graces  human  and  divine, 

Flowers  of  earth  and  buds  of  heaven 

Christ,  our  God,  to  Thee  we  raise 

This  our  sacrifice  of  praise. 
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"  7Vz£«  they  cry  unto  the  Lord  in  their  trouble,  and  He  bringeth  them  out  of  their  distresses." 


1   TXOW   are    Thy   servants    blest,    0 
How  sure  is  their  defence!  [Lord! 
Eternal  wisdom  is  their  guide, 
Their  help,  Omnipotence. 


2  In  foreign  realms,  and  lands  remote, 
Supported  by  Thy  care, 
Through  burning  climes  they  pass  un- 
And  breathe  in  tainted  air.     [hurt, 


3  From  all  their  griefs  and  dangers,  Lord, 

Thy  mercy  sets  them  free, 
"While  in  the  confidence  of  prayer 
Their  souls  take  hold  on  Thee. 

4  When  by  the  dreadful  tempest  borne 

High  on  the  broken  wave, 
They  know  Thou  art  not  slow  to  hear, 
Nor  impotent  to  save. 

5  The  storm  is  laid,  the  winds  retire, 

Obedient  to  Thy  will ! 
The  sea  that  roars  at  Thy  command, 
At  Thy  command  is  still. 

6  In  midst  of  dangers,  fears,  and  deaths, 

Thy  goodness  we  adore ; 
We  praise  Thee  for  Thy  mercies  past, 
And  humbly  hope  for  more. 

7  Our  life,  while  Thou  preservest  life, 

A  sacrifice  shall  be  ; 
And  death,  when  death  shall  be  our  lot 
Shall  join  our  souls  to  Thee. 
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"  77;  £  winds  and  the  sea  obey  Him." 


1   f\  LORD,  be  with  us  when  we  sail 
Upon  the  lonely  deep, 
Our  guard  when  on  the  silent  deck 
The  nightly  watch  we  keep. 


2  We  need  not  fear,  though  all  around. 
'Mid  rising  winds,  we  hear 
The  multitude  of  waters  surge  ; 


3  The  calm,  the  breeze,  the- gale,  the  storm, 

The  ocean  and  the  land, 
All,  all  are  Thine,  and  held  within 
The  hollow  of  Thy  hand. 

4  As  when  on  blue  Gennesaret 

Rose  high  the  angry  wave, 
And  Thy  disciples  quailed  in  dread, 
One  word  of  Thine  could  save  : 

5  So  when  the  fiercer  storms  arise 

From  man's  unbridled  will, 
Be  Thou,  Lord,  present  in  our  hearts, 
To  whisper,  "  Peace,  be  still !" 

(\  Across  this  troubled  tide  of  life 
Thyself  our  Pilot  be, 
Until  we  reach  that  better  land, 
The  land  that  knows  no  sea. 


2  i 


7  To  Thee,  the  Father,  Thee,  the  Son, 
Whom  earth  and  heaven  adore  ; 
Thee,  Spirit  moving  on  the  dee}), 
Be  praise  for  evermore  ! 
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Genevan  Psalter,  /J4Q. 
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"//<?  bringeth  them  unto  their  desired  haven." 

C\  GOD,  who  metest  in  Thine  hand 

The  waters  of  the  mighty  sea, 
And  barrest  ocean  with  the  sand 
By  Thy  perpetual  decree  ; 

What  time  the  floods  lift  up  their  voice, 
And  break  in  anger  on  the  shore, 
When  deep  to  deep  calls  with  the  noise 
Of  waterspouts  and  billows'  roar  ; 

When  they  who  to  the  sea  go  down, 

And  in  the  waters  ply  their  toil, 

Are  lifted  on  the  surge's  crown, 

And  plunged  where  seething  eddies  boil  ;- 

Rule  then,  O  Lord,  the  ocean's  wrath, 
And  bind  the  tempest  with  Thy  will  ; 
Tread,  as  of  old,  the  water's  path, 
And  speak  Thy  bidding,  "  Peace,  be  still!' 

So  with  Thy  mercies  ever  new 
Thy  servants  set  from  peril  free, 
And  bring  them,  Pilot  wise  and  true, 
Unto  the  port  where  they  would  be. 
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These  see  the  works  of  the  Lord,  and  His  wonders  in  the  deep. 


1  "pTEEXAL  Father,  strong  to  save, 
"Whose  arm  hath  bound  the  rest- 
less wave, 
"Who  bidd'st  the  mighty  ocean  deep 
Its  own  appointed  limits  keep  ; 
O  hear  us  when  we  cry  to  Thee 
For  those  in  peril  on  the  sea. 


O    Christ,   whose    voice    the    waters 

heard, 
And  hushed  their  raging  at  Thy  word, 
Who  walkedst  on  the  foaming  deep, 
And  calm  amidst  its  rag'e  didst  sleep  ; 
O  hear  us  when  we  cry  to  Thee 
For  those  in  peril  on  the  sea. 


Most  Holy  Spirit,  who  didst  brood 
Upon  the  chaos  dark  and  rude, 
And  bid  its  angry  tumult  cease, 
And  give,  for  wild  confusion,  peace  ; 

O  hear  us  when  we  cry  to  Thee 

For  those  in  peril  on  the  sea. 

0  Trinity  of  love  and  power, 
Our  brethren  shield  in  dangers  hour  ; 
From  rock  and  tempest,  fire  and  foe, 
Protect  them  wheresoe'er  they  go  ; 
Thus  evermore  shall  rise  to  Thee 
Glad  hymns  of  praise  from  land  and  sea. 
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"  77itf  confidence  of  all  the  ends  of  the  earth,  and  of  them  that  are  afar  off  upon  the 


1  pREAT  Ruler  of  the  land  and  sea, 

Almighty  God,  we  come  to  Thee, 
Able  to  succour  and  to  save 
From  perils  of  the  wind  and  wave. 
Keep  by  Thy  mighty  hand,  O  keep 
The  dwellers  on  the  homeless  deep ! 

2  Speak  to  the  shadows  of  the  night, 
And  turn  their  darkness  into  light ; 
Smooth    down   the    breaker's    rising- 
crest, 

Say  to  the  billow,  "  Be  at  rest !" 
Keep  by  Thy  mighty  hand,  O  keep 
The  dwellers  on  the  homeless  deep  ! 

3  Soothe  the  rough  ocean's  troubled  face, 
And  bid  the  hurricane  give  place 

To  the  soft  breeze  that  wafts  the  bark 
Safely  alike  through  light  and  dark. 
Keep  by  Thy  mighty  hand,  O  keep 
The  dwellers  on  the  homeless  deep ! 


4  In  storm  or  battle,  with  Thine  arm 
Shield  Thou  the  mariner  from  harm, — 
From  foes  without,  from  ills  within, 
From  deeds  and  words  and  thoughts 

of  sin. 
Keep  by  Thy  mighty  hand,  O  keep 
The  dwellers  on  the  homeless  deep  ! 

5  O  Son  of  God,  in  days  of  ill, 

Say  to  each  sorrow,  "  Peace,  be  still ;'' 

In  hours  of  weakness  be  Thou  nigh, 

Heal  Thou  the  sickness,  hear  the  cry. 

Keep  by  Thy  mighty  hand,  O  keep 

The  dwellers  on  the  homeless  deep ! 

6  Good  Pilot  of  the  awful  main, 
Let  us  not  plead  Thy  love  in  vain  ; 
Jesus,  draw  near  with  kindly  aid, — 
Say,  "  It  is  I,  be  not  afraid.'' 

Keep  by  Thy  mighty  hand,  O  keep 
The  dwellers  on  the  homeless  deep ! 
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How  precious  also  are  Thy  thoughts  unto  me,  0  God!  how  great  is  the  sum  of  them  !' 


1  WHEN  all  Thy  mercies,  0  my  God  ! 

'"     My  rising  soul  surveys, 
Transported  with  the  view,  I'm  lost 
In  wonder,  love,  and  praise. 

2  0  how  shall  words,  with  equal  warmth, 

The  gratitude  declare 
That  glows  within  my  ravished  heart! 
But  Thou  canst  read  it  there. 

3  Thy  providence  my  life  sustained, 

And  all  my  wants  redrest, 

When  in  the  silent  womb  I  lay, 

And  hung  upon  the  breast. 

4  To  all  my  weak  complaints  and  cries 

Thy  mercy  leant  an  ear, 
Ere  yet  my  feeble  thoughts  had  learned 
To  form  themselves  in  prayer. 

5  Unnumbered  comforts  to  my  soul 

Thy  tender  care  bestowed, 
Before  my  infant  heart  conceived 
From  whom  these  comforts  flowed 

f)  When  in  the  slippery  paths  of  youth 
With  heedless  steps  I  ran, 
Thine  arm,  unseen,  conveyed  me  safe, 
And  led  me  up  to  man  : 


7  Through  hidden  dangers,  toils,  and 

It  gently  cleared  my  way;  [deaths, 

And  through  the  pleasing  snares  of 

More  to  be  feared  than  they,  [vice, 

8  When  worn  with  sickness,oft  hast  Thou 

With  health  renewed  my  face  ; 
And,  when  in  sins  and  sorrows  sunk, 
Bevived  my  soul  with  grace. 

9  Thy  bounteous   hand  with   worldly 

Hath  made  my  cup  run  o'er;  [bliss 
And,  in  a  kind  and  faithful  friend, 
Hath  doubled  all  my  store. 

10  Ten  thousand  thousand  precious  gifts 

My  daily  thanks  employ  ; 
Nor  is  the  least  a  cheerful  heart, 
That  tastes  these  gifts  with  joy. 

11  Through  every  period  of  my  life 

Thy  goodness  I'll  proclaim  ; 
And  after  death,  in  distant  worlds, 
Resume  the  glorious  theme. 

1 2  When  nature  fails,  and  day  and  night 

Divide  Thy  works  no  more, 
My  ever-grateful  heart,  O  Lord, 
Thy  mercy  shall  adore. 


13  Through  all  eternity  to  Thee 
A  joyful  song  I'll  raise  ; 
For,  O  !  eternity's  too  short 
To  utter  all  Thy  praise. 
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0  tlie  depth  of  the  riches  both  of  the  wisdom  and  knowledge  of  God!  how  unsearchable  are 
His  judgments,  and  His  ways  past finding out .'" 

1  f^  0D  moves  in  a  mysterious  way, 

His  wonders  to  perform  ; 
He  plants  His  footsteps  in  the  sea, 
And  rides  upon  the  storm. 

2  Deep  in  unfathomable  mines 

Of  never-failing  skill, 
He  treasures  up  His  bright  designs 
And  works  His  sovereign  will. 

3  Ye  fearful  saints,  fresh  courage  take  ; 

The  clouds  ye  so  much  dread 
Are  big  with  mercy,  and  shall  break 
In  blessings  on  your  head. 

4  Judge  not  the  Lord  by  feeble  sense, 

But  trust  Him  for  His  grace  ; 
Behind  a  frowning  providence 
He  hides  a  smiling  face. 

5  His  purposes  will  ripen  fast, 

Unfolding  every  hour  ; 
The  bud  may  have  a  bitter  taste. 
But  sweet  will  be  the  flower, 

6  Blind  unbelief  is  sure  to  err, 

And  scan  His  work  in  vain  ; 
God  is  His  own  interpreter, 
And  He  will  make  it  plain. 
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0  //*£  deptJi  of  the  riches  both  of  the  wisdom  and  knowledge  of  God  I  how  unsearchable  are 
His  judgments,  and  His  ways  past  finding  out  I " 

1  /H  0D  moves  in  a  mysterious  way, 

His  wonders  to  perform ; 
He  plants  His  footsteps  in  the  sea, 
And  rides  upon  the  storm. 

2  Deep  in  unfathomable  mines 

Of  never-failing  skill, 
He  treasures  up  His  bright  designs 
And  works  His  sovereign  will. 

3  Ye  fearful  saints,  fresh  courage  take  ; 

The  clouds  ye  so  much  dread 
Are  big  with  mercy,  and  shall  break 
In  blessings  on  your  head. 

4  Judge  not  the  Lord  by  feeble  sense, 

But  trust  Him  for  His  grace  ; 
Behind  a  frowning  providence 
He  hides  a  smiling  face. 

5  His  purposes  will  ripen  fast, 

Unfolding  every  hour ; 
The  bud  may  have  a  bitter  taste, 
But  sweet  will  be  the  flower. 

6  Blind  unbelief  is  sure  to  err, 

And  scan  His  work  in  vain  ; 

God  is  His  own  interpreter, 

And  He  will  make  it  plain. 
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Redhead  No.  45  (77  77). 


SECOND  TUNE. 


Old  French  Melody. 
Arranged  by  Richard  Redhead. 
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"  Thou  shall  call  His  name  JESUS. 


1  TESUS  !  name  of  wondrous  love  ! 
t)     Name  all  other  names  above  ! 
Unto  which  must  every  knee 
Bow  in  deep  humility. 

2  Jesus  !  name  of  priceless  worth 
To  the  fallen  sons  of  earth, 
For  the  promise  that  it  gave — 
"Jesus  shall  His  people  save." 

3  Jesus  !  name  of  mercy  mild, 
Given  to  the  Holy  Child, 


When  the  cup  of  human  woe 
First  He  tasted  here  below. 

4  Jesus  !  only  name  that's  given 
Under  all  the  mighty  heaven, 
Whereby  man,  to  sin  enslaved, 
Bursts  his  fetters,  and  is  saved. 

5  Jesus  !  name  of  wondrous  love  ! 
Human  name  of  God  above  ! 
Pleading  only  this,  we  flee, 
Helpless,  O  our  God,  to  Thee. 
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FIRST  TUNE. 


The  Parish  Choir,  iSji. 
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There  is  none  other  name  under  heaven  given  among  men  whereby  wc  must  be  saved.' 


rpo  the  Name  of  our  Salvation 

Laud  and  honour  let  us  pay, 
Which  for  many  a  generation 

Hid  in  God's  foreknowledge  lay, 
Rut  with  holy  exultation 

We  may  sing  aloud  to-day. 

Jesus  is  the  name  we  treasure, 

Name  beyond  what  words  can  tell  ; 

Name  of  gladness,  name  of  pleasure, 
Ear  and  heart  delighting  well ; 

Name  of  sweetness  passing  measure, 
Saving  us  from  sin  and  hell. 

Tis  the  name  for  adoration, 
Name  for  songs  of  victory, 

Name  for  holy  meditation 
In  this  vale  of  misery, 

Name  for  joyful  veneration 
By  the  citizens  on  high. 
32 


4  'Tis  the  name  that  whoso  preacheth 

Speaks  like  music  to  the  ear ; 
Who  in  prayer  this  name  beseecheth 

Sweetest  comfort  findeth  near  ; 
Who  its  perfect  wisdom  reacheth 

Heavenly  joy  possesseth  here. 

5  Jesus  is  the  name  exalted 

Over  every  other  name  ; 
In  this  name,  whene'er  assaulted, 

We  can  put  our  foes  to  shame  ; 
Strength  to  them  who  else  had  halted, 

Eyes  to  blind,  and  feet  to  lame. 

6  Therefore  we  in  love  adoring 

This  most  blessed  name  revere, 
Holy  Jesus,  Thee  imploring 

So  to  write  it  in  us  here, 
That  hereafter  heavenward  soaring 

We  may  sing  with  angels  there. 
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Redemption  (87  87  87). 


SECOND  TUNE. 


Charles  Gounod. 
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"  There  is  none  other  name  under,  heaven  given  among  men  whereby  we  must  be  saved." 


rpo  the  Name  of  our  Salvation 

Laud  and  honour  let  us  pay, 
Which  for  many  a  generation 

Hid  in  God's  foreknowledge  lay, 
But  with  holy  exultation 

We  may  sing  aloud  to-day. 

Jesus  is  the  name  we  treasure, 
Name  beyond  what  words  can  tell 

Name  of  gladness,  name  of  pleasure, 
Ear  and  heart  delighting  well  ; 

Name  of  sweetness  passing  measure, 
Saving  us  from  sin  and  hell. 

"Tis  the  name  for  adoration, 
Name  for  songs  of  victory, 

Name  for  holy  meditation 
In  this  vale  of  misery, 

Name  for  joyful  veneration 
By  the  citizens  on  high. 


4  'Tis  the  name  that  whoso  preacheth 

Speaks  like  music  to  the  ear  ; 
Who  in  prayer  this  name  beseecheth 

Sweetest  comfort  findeth  near  ; 
Who  its  perfect  wisdom  reacheth 

Heavenly  joy  possesseth  here. 

5  Jesus  is  the  name  exalted 

Over  every  other  name  ; 
In  this  name,  whene'er  assaulted, 

We  can  put  our  foes  to  shame ; 
Strength  to  them  who  else  had  halted. 

Eyes  to  blind,  and  feet  to  lame. 

6  Therefore  we  in  love  adoring 

This  most  blessed  name  revere, 
Holy  Jesus,  Thee  imploring 

So  to  write  it  in  us  here, 

That  hereafter  heavenward  soaring 

We  may  sins;  with  angels  there. 
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1b?mn  27 


(22) 


Glory  to  God  in  the  highest,  and  on  earth  peace,  good-will  totuard  men, 

1  XT  ARK  !  the  herald -angels  sing 

Glory  to  the  new-born  King, 
Peace  on  earth,  and  mercy  mild, 
God  and  sinners  reconciled ! 
Joyful  all  ye  nations  rise, 
Join  the  triumph  of  the  skies  ; 
With  the  angelic  host  proclaim 
Christ  is  born  in  Bethlehem. 

Hark  !  the  herald -angels  sing 

Glory  to  the  new-born  King. 

2  Christ,  by  highest  heaven  adored, 
Christ,  the  everlasting  Lord, 
Late  in  time  behold  Him  come, 
Offspring  of  a  Virgin's  womb. 
Veiled  in  flesh  the  Godhead  see ! 
Hail,  the  Incarnate  Deity! 
Pleased  as  Man  with  man  to  dwell, 
Jesus,  our  Emmanuel. 

Hark  !  the  herald-angels  sing 
Glory  to  the  new-born  King. 

3  Hail,  the  heaven-born  Prince  of  Peace ! 
Hail,  the  Sun  of  Righteousness ! 
Light  and  life  to  all  He  brings, 
Risen  with  healing  in  His  wings. 
Mild  He  lays  His  glory  by, 

Born  that  man  no  more  may  die, 
Born  to  raise  the  sons  of  earth, 
Born  to  give  them  second  birth. 

Hark  !  the  herald-angels  sing 

Glory  to  the  new-born  King. 


1b$mn  28 


(206) 


Adeste  Fideles  (Irregular). 


M 


IVebbes  Antiphons,  IJQ2. 
Joh>i  Reading  (?) 


3 


l^AA 


& 


r> 


§ 


± 


ZZ 


*-* 


T© 1©- 


J-J- 


■H '* 


U-J-J- 


r 

4 


35= 


e 


-©- 


:^z: 


e 


1H§ 


3^ 


t=T 


si 


S 


zz 


:g=5? 


w 


Spr 


J- 


Ol 


r 


-o — ©- 

I    I 


dSsUUt 


j. 


pg^F 


e=a 


5Z33 


^ 


S 


:P^ 


S* 


321 


S. 


s 


ppp 


i^ 


:^z: 


HP 

^^ — j+ — 


1 — r 


sWj.^ 


^ 


p^E£ 


- 


i 


$& 


TTT^ 


£ 


$ 


i 


S 


:^s 


i^ 


^ 


u — =~ 


J-A-J-A 


£ 


i 


^ 


-^ 


s 


m 


^ 


s 


i 


J 


:& 


_GL 


3 
It 


2 


_^Z 


&E^ 


A 


^ 


zz 


_^z 


36 


Ib^mn  28    (206) 

"  Let  us  now  go  even  unto  Bethlehem." 

1  C\  COME,  all  ye  faithful, 

Joyful  and  triumphant, 
O  come  ye,  O  come  ye  to  Bethlehem  ; 
Come  and  behold  Him 
Born,  the  King  of  angels : 

0  come,  let  us  adore  Him, 
0  come,  let  us  adore  Him, 
0  come,  let  us  adore  Him,  Christ  the  Lord. 

2  God  of  God, 
Light  of  Light, 

Lo,  He  abhors  not  the  Virgin's  womb ; 
Very  God, 
Begotten,  not  created. 

0  come,  let  us  adore  Him, 
0  come,  let  us  adore  Him, 
0  come,  let  us  adore  Him,  Christ  the  Lord. 

3  Sing,  choir  of  angels, 
Sing  in  exultation, 

Sing,  all  the  citizens  of  heaven  above, 
Glory  to  God 
In  the  highest. 

0  come,  let  us  adore  Him, 
0  come,  let  us  adore  Him, 
0  come,  let  us  adore  Him,  Christ  the  Lord. 

4  Yea,  Lord,  we  greet  Thee, 
Born  this  happy  morning  ; 

Jesus,  to  Thee  be  glory  given  ; 
Word  of  the  Father, 
Now  in  flesh  appearing. 

0  come,  let  us  adore  Him, 
0  come,  let  us  adore  Him, 
0  come,  let  us  adore  Him,  Christ  the  Lord. 
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Traditional  A  ir. 
Re-arranged  by  Sir  Arthur  S.  Sullivat 
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"  Glory  to  God  in  the  highest,  and  on  earth  peace,  good-will  toward  men. 


1   TT  came  upon  the  midnight  clear, 
That  glorious  song  of  old, 
From  angels  bending  near  the  earth 

To  touch  their  harps  of  gold : 
"  Peace  on  the  earth,  goodwill  to  men, 

From  heaven's  all-gracious  King  !" 
The  world  in  solemn  stillness  lay 
To  hear  the  angels  sing. 
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2  Still  through  the  cloven  skies  they  come, 

With  peaceful  wings  unfurled  ; 
And  still  their  heavenly  music  floats 

O'er  all  the  weary  world  : 
Above  its  sad  and  lowly  plains 

They  bend  on  hovering  wing, 
And  ever  o'er  its  Babel  sounds 

The  blessed  angels  sing. 

3  But  with  the  woes  of  sin  and  strife, 

The  world  has  suffered  long  ; 
Beneath  the  angel-strain  have  rolled 

Two  thousand  years  of  wrong  ; 
And  man,  at  war  with  man,  hears  not 

The  song  of  love  they  bring : 
O  hush  the  noise,  ye  men  of  strife, 

And  hear  the  angels  sing ! 

4  And  ye,  beneath  life's  crushing  load 

Whose  forms  are  bending  low, 
Who  toil  along  the  climbing  way 

With  painful  steps  and  slow, 
Look  now  !  for  glad  and  golden  hours 

Come  swiftly  on  the  wing  ; 
O  rest  beside  the  weary  road, 

And  hear  the  angels  sing ! 

5  For,  lo !  the  days  are  hastening  on, 

By  prophets  sung  of  old, 
When  with  the  ever-circling  years 

Comes  round  the  age  of  gold, — 
When  peace  shall  over  all  the  earth 

Its  ancient  splendours  fling, 
And  the  whole  world  send  back  the  song 

Which  now  the  angels  sing. 


Grosvenor  (6565  D.). 
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Charles  Steggall,  Mus.  D. 
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"  ^  //>/i*  fo  lighten  the  Gentiles,  and  the  glory  of  Thy  people  Israel." 

1  T^ROM  the  eastern  mountains,  pressing  on  they  come, 
J-  Wise  men  in  their  wisdom,  to  His  humble  home  ; 
Stirred  by  deep  devotion,  hasting  from  afar, 

Ever  journeying  onward,  guided  by  a  star. 

2  There  their  Lord  and  Saviour  meek  and  lowly  lay, 
Wondrous  light  that  led  them  onward  on  their  way ; 
Ever  now  to  lighten  nations  from  afar, 

As  they  journey  homeward  by  that  guiding  star. 

3  Thou  who  in  a  manger  once  hast  lowly  lain, 
Who  dost  now  in  glory  o'er  all  kingdoms  reign, 
Gather  in  the  heathen,  who  in  lands  afar 

Ne'er  have  seen  the  brightness  of  Thy  guiding  star. 
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4  Gather  in  the  outcasts,  all  who  go  astray, — 

Throw  Thy  radiance  o'er  them,  guide  them  on  their  way  ; 
Those  who  never  knew  Thee,  those  who  wander  far, 
Guide  them  by  the  brightness  of  Thy  guiding  star. 

5  Onward  through  the  darkness  of  the  lonely  night, 
Shining  still  before  them  with  Thy  kindly  light, 
Guide  them,  Jew  and  Gentile,  homeward  from  afar, 
Young  and  old  together,  by  Thy  kindly  star. 


Dix  (77  77  77)- 
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Abridged  from 
Conrad  Kocher,  Ph.D. 
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When  they  saw  the  star  they  rejoiced  with  exceeding  great  joy.' 


zz 


1  AS  with  gladness  men  of  old 
-^*-     Did  the  guiding  star  behold  ; 
As  with  joy  they  hailed  its  light, 
Leading  onward,  beaming  bright, — 
So,  most  gracious  Lord,  may  we 
Evermore  be  led  to  Thee. 

2  As  with  joyful  steps  they  sped 
To  that  lowly  manger-bed, 
There  to  bend  the  knee  before 
Him  whom  heaven  and  earth  adore 
So  may  we  with  willing  feet 

Ever  seek  the  mercy-seat. 


3  As  they  offered  gifts  most  rare 
At  that  manger  rude  and  bare  ; 
So  may  we  with  holy  joy 
Pure  and  free  from  sin's  alloy, 
All  our  costliest  treasures  bring, 
Christ !  to  Thee  our  heavenly  King. 

4  Holy  Jesus,  every  day 
Keep  us  in  the  narrow  way  ; 
And,  when  earthly  things  are  past, 
Bring  our  ransomed  souls  at  last 
Where  they  need  no  star  to  guide, 
"Where  no  clouds  Thy  glory  hide. 


In  the  heavenly  country  bright 
Need  they  no  created  light ; 
Thou  its  light,  its  joy,  its  crown, 
Thou  its  sun  which  goes  not  down 
There  for  ever  may  we  sing 
Alleluias  to  our  King. 
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Springfield  (iiioii  10). 


FIRST  TUNE. 
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Maurice  s  Choral  Harmony,  1854. 
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"  We  have  seen  His  star  in  the  east,  and  are  come  to  worship  Him." 

1  "BRIGHTEST  and  best  of  the  sons  of  the  morning! 
Dawn  on  our  darkness,  and  lend  us  Thine  aid ! 
Star  of  the  east,  the  horizon  adorning, 
Guide  where  our  infant  Redeemer  is  laid ! 
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2  Cold  on  His  cradle  the  dewdrops  are  shining, 

Low  lies  His  head  with  the  beasts  of  the  stall 
Angels  adore  Him  in  slumber  reclining, 
Maker,  and  Monarch,  and  Saviour  of  all. 

3  Say,  shall  we  yield  Him,  in  costly  devotion, 

Odours  of  Edom,  and  offerings  divine, 


The  Three  Kings  (iiioiiio). 
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Gems  of  the  mountain,  and  pearls  of  the  ocean, 
Myrrh  from  the  forest,  and  gold  from  the  mine  ? 

4  Vainly  we  offer  each  ample  oblation, 

"Vainly  with  gifts  would  His  favour  secure : 
Richer  by  far  is  the  heart's  adoration, 

Dearer  to  God  are  the  prayers  of  the  poor. 

5  Brightest  and  best  of  the  sons  of  the  morning ! 

Dawn  on  our  darkness,  and  lend  us  Thine  aid ! 
Star  of  the  east,  the  horizon  adorning, 
Guide  where  our  infant  Redeemer  is  laid  ! 
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Heinlein  (7777). 
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Niirnberger  Gebetbuch,  1677. 
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li  And  Jesus. . 


.  was  led  by  the  Spirit  into  the  wilderness,  being  forty  days  tempted  of  the  devil. 
And  in  those  days  He  did  eat  nothing." 


1  "pORTY  days  and  forty  nights 

Thou  wast  fasting  in  the  wild  ; 
Forty  days  and  forty  nights 
Tempted,  and  yet  undefiled. 

2  Sunbeams  scorching  all  the  day ; 
Chilly  dewdrops  nightly  shed  ; 
Prowling  beasts  about  Thy  way ; 
Stones  Thy  pillow ;  earth  Thy  bed. 

3  Shall  not  we  Thy  sorrow  share, 
And  from  earthly  joys  abstain, 
Fasting  with  unceasing  prayer, 
Glad  with  Thee  to  suffer  pain  ? 

4  And  if  Satan,  vexing  sore, 
Flesh  or  spirit  should  assail, 
Thou,  his  Vanquisher  before, 
Grant  we  may  not  faint  nor  fail. 
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5  So  shall  we  have  peace  divine ; 
Holier  gladness  ours  shall  be  ; 
Round  us  too  shall  angels  shine, 
Such  as  ministered  to  Thee. 


GUILTON  (L.M.) 
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SECOND  TUNE. 


Bishop  Turton. 
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'  Jesus  was  transfigured  before  them" 


1  C\  WONDROUS  type  !  0  vision  fair 
^     Of  glory  that  the  Church  shall 

share, 
Which  Christ  upon  the  mountain  shows, 
Where  brighter  than  the  sun  He  glows  ! 

2  With  shining  face  and  bright  array, 
Christ  deigns  to  manifest  to-day 
What  glory  shall  be  theirs  above 
Who  joy  in  God  with  perfect  love. 


3  And  faithful  hearts  are  raised  on  high 
By  this  great  vision's  mystery, 

For  which  in  joyful  strains  we  raise 
The  voice  of  prayer,  the  hymn   of 
praise. 

4  O  Father,  with  the  eternal  Son 
And  Holy  Spirit,  ever  One, 
Vouchsafe  to  bring  us  by  Thy  grace 
To  see  Thy  glory  face  to  face. 
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Melchior  Teschner, 
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Verse  2  and  remaining  verses  begin  here. 
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6>«^  of  the  mouth  of  babes  and  sucklings  Thou  hast  perfected  pi 


1  /f  ZZ  glory,  laud,  and  honour 

To  Thee,  Redeemer,  King, 
To  whom  the  lips  of  children 
Made  sweet  hosannas  ring. 

2  Thou  art  the  King  of  Israel, 

Thou  David's  royal  Son, 
Who     in     the     Lord's     name 
comest, 
The  King  and  blessed  One. 

All  glory,  laud,  etc. 
4G 


3  The  company  of  angels 

Are  praising  Thee  on  high, 
And  mortal  men  and  all  things 
Created  make  reply. 

All  glory,  laud,  etc. 

4  The  people  of  the  Hebrews 

With  palms  before  Thee  went  ; 
Our  praise  and  prayer  and  anthems 
Before  Thee  we  present. 

All  glory,  laud,  etc. 
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5  To  Thee  before  Thy  passion 

They  sang  their  hymns  of  praise  ; 
To  Thee  now  high  exalted 
Our  melody  we  raise. 

All  glory,  laud,  etc. 


6  Thou  didst  accept  their  praises, 
Accept  the  prayers  we  bring, 
"Who  in  all  good  delightest, 
Thou  good  and  gracious  King. 
All  glory,  laud,  etc. 


D  E  A  T  H. 
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Hamburger  Musikalisches  Handbuch,  i6go. 
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"  And  the  multitudes  that  we  fit  before,  and  that  followed,  cried,  saying,  Hosanna  to  the 
Son  of  David ! " 


1  "D  IDE  on,  ride  on  in  majesty  ! 

Hark !  all  the  tribes  Hosanna  cry; 
O  Saviour  meek,  pursue  Thy  road, 
With  palms  and  scattered  garments 

strewed. 

2  Ride  on,  ride  on  in  majesty  ! 
In  lowly  pomp  ride  on  to  die : 

O  Christ,  Thy  triumphs  now  begin 
O'er  captive  death  and  conquered  sin. 


3  Ride  on,  ride  on  in  majesty ! 
The  winged  squadrons  of  the  sky 
Look  down  with  sad  and  wonderim 

eyes 
To  see  the  approaching  sacrifice. 

4  Ride  on,  ride  on  in  majesty ! 

The  last  and  fiercest  strife  is  nigh  : 
The  Father  on  His  sapphire  throne 
Awaits  His  own  anointed  Son. 


5  Ride  on,  ride  on  in  majesty ! 
In  lowly  pomp  ride  on  to  die  : 
Bow  Thy  meek  head  to  mortal  pain, 
Then  take,  O  God,  Thy  power,  and  reign. 
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CW  e^*?  «««*/*  of  babes  and  sucklings  Thou  hast  perfected  praise.' 


1  /f  ZZ  glory,  laud,  and  honour 

To  Thee,  Redeemer,  King, 
To  whom  the  lips  of  children 
Made  sweet  hosannas  ring. 

2  Thou  art  the  King  of  Israel, 

Thou  David's  royal  Son, 
Who     in     the     Lord's     name 
comest, 
The  King  and  blessed  One. 
All  glory,  laud,  etc. 

4(3 


3  The  company  of  angels 

Are  praising  Thee  on  high, 
And  mortal  men  and  all  things 
Created  make  reply. 

All  glory,  laud,  etc. 

4  The  people  of  the  Hebrews 

With  palms  before  Thee  went  ; 
Our  praise  and  prayer  and  anthems 
Before  Thee  we  present. 

All  glory,  laud,  etc. 
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(211) 


5  To  Thee  before  Thy  passion 

They  sang  their  hymns  of  praise  ; 
To  Thee  now  high  exalted 
Our  melody  we  raise. 

All  glory,  laud,  etc. 


6  Thou  didst  accej3t  their  praises, 
Accept  the  prayers  we  bring, 
Who  in  all  good  delightest, 
Thou  good  and  gracious  King. 
A 11  glory,  laud,  etc. 


D  E  A  T  H. 


Ib^mn  36    (25) 


Crasselics  (l.m.) 


Hamburger  Musikalisches  Handbuch,  i6go. 


"And  the  multitudes  that  went  be/ore,  and  that  followed,  cried ',  saying,  Hosanna  to  the 
Son  of  David ! " 


1  "D  IDE  on,  ride  on  in  majesty  ! 

Hark !  all  the  tribes  Hosanna  cry; 
O  Saviour  meek,  pursue  Thy  road, 
With  palms  and  scattered  garments 

strewed. 

2  Ride  on,  ride  on  in  majesty  ! 
In  lowly  pomp  ride  on  to  die  : 

O  Christ,  Thy  triumphs  now  begin 
O'er  captive  death  and  conquered  sin. 


3  Ride  on,  ride  on  in  majesty ! 
The  winged  squadrons  of  the  sky 
Look  down  with  sad  and  wondering 

eyes 
To  see  the  approaching  sacrifice. 

4  Ride  on,  ride  on  in  majesty ! 

The  last  and  fiercest  strife  is  nigh  : 
The  Father  on  His  sapphire  throne 
Awaits  His  own  anointed  Son. 


5  Ride  on,  ride  on  in  majesty ! 
In  lowly  pomp  ride  on  to  die  : 
Bow  Thy  meek  head  to  mortal  pain, 
Then  take,  (J  God,  Thy  power,  and  reign. 
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Gethsemane  (777777). 
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Ib^mn  37 


FIRST  TUNE. 


(26) 

Rev.  Sir  F.  A.  Gore  Ouseley,  Bart, 
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"  Remembering  mine  affliction  and  my  misery,  the  -wormwood  and  the  gall.' 


C\  O  to  dark  Gethsemane, 

Ye  that  feel  the  tempter's  power, 
Your  Bedeemer's  conflict  see  ; 

Watch  with  Him  one  bitter  hour : 
Turn  not  from  His  griefs  away; 
Learn  of  Jesus  Christ  to  pray. 


Follow  to  the  judgment-hall  ; 

View  the  Lord  of  life  arraigned. 
0  the  wormwood  and  the  gall ! 

O  the  pangs  His  soul  sustained ! 
Shun  not  suffering,  shame,  or  loss 
Learn  of  Him  to  bear  the  cross. 


3  Calvary's  mournful  mountain  climb 
There,  adoring  at  His  feet, 
Mark  that  miracle  of  time — 

God's  own  sacrifice  complete. 
"  It  is  finished  !"  hear  Him  cry : 
Learn  of  Jesus  Christ  to  die. 


Early  hasten  to  the  tomb, 

Where  they  laid  His  breathless  clay 
All  is  solitude  and  gloom — 

Who  hath  taken  Him  away  ? 
Christ  is  risen  ;  He  meets  our  eyes : 
Saviour,  teach  us  so  to  rise. 
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Ib^mn  37    (26) 


Immortality  (777777). 
r, 


SECOND  TL'NE. 


Bohemian  Bruder-Choralbnch,  1544. 
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"  Remembering  mine  affliction  and  my  misery,  the  wormwood  and  the  gall.' 


1  C\  O  to  dark  Gethsemane, 

Ye  that  feel  the  tempter's  power, 
Your  Redeemer's  conflict  see  ; 

Watch  with  Him  one  bitter  hour : 
Turn  not  from  His  griefs  away ; 
Learn  of  Jesus  Christ  to  pray. 


2  Follow  to  the  judgment-hall ; 

View  the  Lord  of  life  arraigned. 
O  the  wormwood  and  the  gall ! 

O  the  pangs  His  soul  sustained  ! 
Shun  not  suffering,  shame,  or  loss : 
Learn  of  Him  to  bear  the  cross. 


3  Calvary's  mournful  mountain  climb  ; 

There,  adoring  at  His  feet, 
Mark  that  miracle  of  time — 

God's  own  sacrifice  complete. 
"  It  is  finished  ! "  hear  Him  cry : 
Learn  of  Jesus  Christ  to  die. 


4  Early  hasten  to  the  tomb, 

Where  they  laid  His  breathless  clay 
All  is  solitude  and  gloom — 

Who  hath  taken  Him  away  ? 
Christ  is  risen  ;  He  meets  our  eyes : 
Saviour,  teach  us  so  to  rise. 

D 
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S.  Cross  (l.m.) 


Ib^mn  38    (212) 


Rev.  J.  B.  Dykes,  Mus.  D. 
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"  7Vz^_y  crucified  Hi  in." 


1   /^i    COME   and   mourn   with   me   a 
^         while! 

0  come  ye  to  the  Saviour's  side  ; 
0  come,  together  let  us  mourn : 

Jesus,  our  Lord,  is  crucified  ! 


2  Have  we  no  tears  to  shed  for  Him, 
While  soldiers  scoff,  and   Jews 
deride  ? 
Ah!  look  how  patiently  He  hangs: 
Jesus,  our  Lord,  is  crucified ! 


3  Seven  times  He  spoke,  seven  words  of  love 

And  all  three  hours  His  silence  cried 
For  mercy  on  the  souls  of  men : 
Jesus,  our  Lord,  is  crucified  ! 

4  O  break,  O  break,  hard  heart  of  mine ! 

Thy  weak  self-love  and  guilty  pride 
His  Pilate  and  His  Judas  were  : 
Jesus,  our  Lord,  is  crucified ! 

5  A  broken  heart,  a  fount  of  tears, 

Ask,  and  they  will  not  be  denied  ; 
A  broken  heart  love's  dwelling  is : 
Jesus,  our  Lord,  is  crucified  ! 

6  O  love  of  God !   O  sin  of  man  ! 

In  this  dread  act  your  strength  is  tried, 
And  victory  remains  with  love : 
Jesus,  our  Lord,  is  crucified. 
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1b\>mn  39    (213) 


S.  Margaret  (7676). 

r,  # 


Rev.  William  St  at  ham,  B.A..  Mus.  D. 
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" Father,  forgive  them,  for  they  know  not  what  they  do." 


1  "  "pOEGIVE  them,  0  My  Father, 

They  know  not  what  they  do:" 
The  Saviour  spake  in  anguish, 
As  the  sharp  nails  went  through. 


2  No  pained  reproaches  gave  He 
To  them  that  shed  His  blood, 
But  prayer  and  tenderest  pity, 
Large  as  the  love  of  God. 


3  For  me  was  that  compassion, 

For  me  that  tender  care  ; 
I  need  His  wide  forgiveness 
As  much  as  any  there. 

4  It  was  my  pride  and  hardness 

That  hung  Him  on  the  tree  ; 
Those  cruel  nails,  O  Saviour, 
Were  driven  in  by  me. 

5  And  often  I  have  slighted 

Thy  gentle  voice  that  chid ; 
Forgive  me  too,  Lord  Jesus — 
I  knew  not  what  I  did. 

6  O  depth  of  sweet  compassion ! 

O  Love  Divine  and  true ! 
Save  Thou  the  souls  that  slight  Thee, 
And  know  not  what  thev  do. 
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Ib^mn  41 


(215) 


Stabat  Mater  (887  887). 

Slowly,  and  with  expression 


Rev.  J.  B.  Dykes,  Mus.  D. 


Now  there  stood  by  the  cross  of  Jesus  his  mother. .  . .  Woman,  behold  thy  son  .'. . .  .Behold 

thy  mother!" 


1  AT  the  cross  her  station  keeping, 

Stood    the    mournful    mother 

weeping, 

Where  He  hung,  the  dying  Lord  ; 

For  her  soul  of  joy  bereaved, 

Bowed  with  anguish,  deeply  grieved, 

Felt  the  sharp  and  piercing  sword. 

2  O,  how  sad  and  sore  distressed 
Xow  was  she,  that  mother  blessed 

Of  the  sole-begotten  One  ; 
Deep  the  woe  of  her  affliction, 
When  she  saw  the  crucifixion 

Of  her  ever-glorious  Son. 


3  Who,  on  Christ's  dear  mother  gazing 
Pierced  by  anguish  so  amazing, 

Born  of  woman,  would  not  weep  ? 
Who,  on  Christ's  dear  mother  thinking 
Such  a  cup  of  sorrow  drinking, 

Would  not  share  her  sorrows  deep  ? 

4  For  His  people's  sins  chastised, 
She  beheld  her  Son  despised, 

Scourged,  and  crowned  with  thorns 
entwined  ; 
Saw  Him  then  from  judgment  taken, 
And  in  death  by  all  forsaken, 

Till  His  spirit  He  resigned. 
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5  Jesus,  may  her  deep  devotion 
Stir  in  me  the  same  emotion, 

Fount  of  love,  Eedeemer  kind, 
That  my  heart  fresh  ardour  gaining, 
And  a  purer  love  attaining, 

May  with  Thee  acceptance  find. 
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(216) 


Gethsemane  (77  77  77). 


Rev.  Sir  F.  A.  Gore  Ouseley,  Bart. 
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My  God,  my  God,  7vky  hast  Thou  forsaken  Me  ?" 


1  mHRONED  upon  the  awful  tree, 

King  of  grief,  I  watch  with  Thee; 
Darkness  veils  Thine  anguished  face, 
None  its  lines  of  woe  can  trace, 
None  can  tell  what  pangs  unknown 
Hold  Thee  silent  and  alone. 


2  Silent  through  those  three  dread  hours, 
Wrestling  with  the  evil  powers, 
Left  alone  with  human  sin, 
Gloom  around  Thee  and  within, 
Till  the  appointed  time  is  nigh, 
Till  the  Lamb  of  God  may  die. 


Hark  that  cry  that  peals  aloud 
Upward  through  the  whelming  cloud  ! 
Thou,  the  Father's  only  Son, 
Thou,  His  own  anointed  One, 
Thou  dost  ask  Him — can  it  be  1 — 
"  Why  hast  Thou  forsaken  Me  ?" 

Lord,  should  fear  and  anguish  roll 
Darkly  o'er  my  sinful  soul, 
Thou,  who  once  wast  thus  bereft 
That  Thine  own  might  ne'er  be  left, 
Teach  me  by  that  bitter  cry 
In  the  gloom  to  know  Thee  nigh. 
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Ib^mn  43 


(217) 


Assisi  (88  86). 


FIRST  TUNE. 
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Frank  Chamfineys,  M.A.,  M.D. 
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Altoxa  (88  86). 
Slow. 


SECOND  TUNE. 
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Kochers  Zionsharfe,  1853. 
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/  thirst." 


1   TJIS  are  the  thousand  sparkling  rills, 
•l"*-     That  from  a  thousand  fountains 
And  fill  with  music  all  the  hills;  [burst, 
And  yet  He  saith,  "  I  thirst." 


2  All  fiery  pangs  on  battle-fields, 
On  fever  beds  where  sick  men  toss, 
Are  in  that  human  cry  He  yields 
To  ansruish  on  the  cross. 


3  But  more  than  pains  that  racked  Him  then 
Was  the  deep  longing  thirst  divine, 

That  thirsted  for  the  souls  of  men  : 
Dear  Lord  !  and  one  was  mine. 

4  O  Love  most  patient,  give  me  grace  ; 
Make  all  my  soul  athirst  for  Thee  ; 
That  parched  dry  lip,  that  fading  face, 

That  thirst  were  all  for  me. 
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Ib^mn  44    (218) 


FIRST  TUNE 


IV,  H.  Monk,  Mus.  D. 


^e2 


^a 


3 


s£gS 


S¥ 


n 


■&&< 


izt 


FS"^ 


i£zz 


iTf" 


"rrr 


i  i 


5 


j=i=j 


?y 


:?z— &■ 


P^f 


^= 


2± 


1221 


It  is  finished." 


1  Q  PERFECT  life  of  love  ! 

All,  all  is  finished  now  ; 
All  that  He  left  His  throne  above 
To  do  for  us  below. 


2  No  work  is  left  undone 
Of  all  the  Father  willed  ; 

His  toil,  His  sorrows,  one  by  one, 
The  Scripture  have  fulfilled. 


3  No  pain  that  we  can  share 
But  He  has  felt  its  smart ; 

All  forms  of  human  grief  and  care 
Have  pierced  that  tender  heart. 

4  And  on  His  thorn-crowned  head, 
And  on  His  sinless  soul, 

Our  sins  in  all  their  guilt  were  laid 
That  He  might  make  us  whole. 

5  In  perfect  love  He  dies : 
For  me  He  dies,  for  me : 

O  all- atoning  Sacrifice, 
I  cling  by  faith  to  Thee. 

6  In  every  time  of  need, 
Before  the  judgment-throne, 

Thy  work,  O  Lamb  of  God,  I'll  plead, 
Thy  merits,  not  my  own. 

7  Yet  work,  O  Lord,  in  me, 

As  Thou  for  me  hast  wrought ; 
And  let  my  love  the  answer  be 
To  grace  Thy  love  has  brought. 


lb\>mn  44    (218) 


Newland  (s.m.) 


SECOND  TUNE. 


H.  J.  Gauntlet^  Mus.  D, 
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"  It  is  finished." 


1  Q  PERFECT  life  of  love ! 

All,  all  is  finished  now  ; 
All  that  He  left  His  throne  above 
To  do  for  us  below. 


2  No  work  is  left  undone 
Of  all  the  Father  willed  ; 

His  toil,  His  sorrows,  one  by  one, 
The  Scripture  have  fulfilled. 


3  No  pain  that  we  can  share 
But  He  has  felt  its  smart  ; 

All  forms  of  human  grief  and  care 
Have  pierced  that  tender  heart. 

4  And  on  His  thorn-crowned  head, 
And  on  His  sinless  soul, 

Our  sins  in  all  their  guilt  were  laid 
That  He  might  make  us  whole. 

5  In  perfect  love  He  dies  : 
For  me  He  dies,  for  me : 

O  all-atoning  Sacrifice, 
I  cling  by  faith  to  Thee. 

(5  In  every  time  of  need, 

Before  the  judgment-throne, 

Thy  work,  O  Lamb  of  God,  I'll  plead, 
Thy  merits,  not  my  own. 

7  Yet  work,  O  Lord,  in  me, 
As  Thou  for  me  hast  wrought ; 

And  let  my  love  the  answer  be 
To  grace  Thy  love  has  brought. 
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Ib^mn  45 


(219) 


COMMENDATIO  (il  IO  II  io). 


FIRST  TUNE. 


Rev.  J.  B.  Dykes,  Mus.  D. 
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"  Father,  into  Thy  hands  I  commend  My  spirit." 

1  A  ND  now,  beloved  Lord,  Thy  soul  resigning 
_l\.     Into  Thy  Father's  arms  with  conscious  will, 
Calmly,  with  reverend  grace,  Thy  head  inclining, 

The  throbbing  brow  and  labouring  breast  grow  still. 

2  Freely  Thy  life  Thou  yieldest,  meekly  bending 

E'en  to  the  last  beneath  our  sorrows'  load, 
Yet  strong  in  death,  in  perfect  peace  commending 
Thy  Spirit  to  Thy  Father  and  Thy  God. 

3  Sweet  Saviour,  in  mine  hour  of  mortal  anguish, 

When  earth  grows  dim,  and  round  me  falls  the  night, 
O  breathe  Thy  peace,  as  flesh  and  spirit  languish  ; 
At  that  dread  eventide  let  there  be  light. 

4  To  Thy  dear  cross  turn  Thou  my  eyes  in  dying ; 

Lay  but  my  fainting  head  upon  Thy  breast ; 
Those  outstretched  arms  receive  my  latest  sighing ; 
And  then,  O  then,  Thine  everlasting  rest. 
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ElRENE   (il  IOII  io). 


Ib^mn  45 


SECOND  TUNE. 


(219) 


Frances  R.  Havergal. 
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"  Father,  into  Thy  hands  I  commend  My  spirit." 

1  A  ND  now,  beloved  Lord,  Thy  soul  resigning 
J\.     Into  Thy  Father's  arms  with  conscious  will, 
Calmly,  with  reverend  grace,  Thy  head  inclining, 

The  throbbing  brow  and  labouring  breast  grow  stilL 

2  Freely  Thy  life  Thou  yieldest,  meekly  bending 

E'en  to  the  last  beneath  our  sorrows'  load, 
Yet  strong  in  death,  in  perfect  peace  commending 
Thy  Spirit  to  Thy  Father  and  Thy  God. 

3  Sweet  Saviour,  in  mine  hour  of  mortal  anguish. 

When  earth  grows  dim,  and  round  me  falls  the  night, 
O  breathe  Thy  peace,  as  flesh  and  spirit  languish  ; 
At  that  dread  eventide  let  there  be  light. 

4  To  Thy  dear  cross  turn  Thou  my  eyes  in  dying ; 

Lay  but  my  fainting  head  upon  Thy  breast ; 
Those  outstretched  arms  receive  my  latest  sighing ; 
And  then,  O  then,  Thine  everlasting  rest. 


Ad  Inferos  (87  87). 


1h\>mn  46    (220) 


IV.  H.  Sangster,  Mus.  D. 
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/«  Paradise." 


1  TT  is  finished !     Blessed  Jesus, 

Thou  hast  breathed  Thy  latest  sigh, 
Teaching  us,  the  sons  of  Adam, 
How  the  Son  of  God  can  die. 

2  Lifeless  lies  the  broken  body, 

Hidden  in  its  rocky  bed, 
Laid  aside  like  folded  garment : 
Where  is  now  the  spirit  fled  ? 


3  In  the  gloomy  realms  of  darkness 

Shines  a  light  unknown  before, 
For  the  Lord  of  dead  and  living 
Enters  at  the  open  door. 

4  See  !  He  comes,  a  willing  victim, 

Unresisting  hither  led  ; 
Passing  from  the  cross  of  sorrow 
To  the  mansions  of  the  dead. 


5  Lo !  the  heavenly  light  around  Him 

As  He  draws  His  people  near  ; 
All  amazed  they  stand  rejoicing 
At  the  gracious  words  they  hear. 

6  O,  the  bliss  to  which  He  calls  them, 

Ransomed  by  His  precious  blood, 
From  the  gloomy  realm  of  darkness 
To  the  Paradise  of  God ! 


7  There  in  lowliest  joy  and  wonder 

Stands  the  robber  at  His  side, 
Reaping  now  the  blessed  promise 
Spoken  by  the  Crucified. 

8  Jesus,  Lord  of  dead  and  living, 

Let  Thy  mercy  rest  on  me  ; 
Grant  me  too,  when  life  is  finished, 
Rest  in  Paradise  with  Thee. 
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//7/a^  things  were  gain  to  me,  those  I  counted  loss  for  Christ." 


1  TIT  HEN  I  survey  the  wondrous  cross 

On  which  the  Prince  of  glory 
died, 
My  richest  gain  I  count  but  loss, 
And  pour  contempt  on  all  my  pride. 

2  Forbid  it,  Lord,  that  I  should  boast 
Save  in  the  cross  of  Christ  my  God  ; 
All  the  vain  things  that  charm  me 

most, 
I  sacrifice  them  to  His  blood. 
02 


3  See,  from  His  head,  His  hands,  His 

feet, 
Sorrow  and  love  flow  mingling  down; 
Did  e'er  such  love  and  sorrow  meet, 
Or  thorns  compose  so  rich  a  crown  ? 

4  Were    the    whole    realm    of    nature 

mine, 
That  were  an  offering  far  too  small  ; 
Love  so  amazing,  so  divine, 
Demands  my  life,  my  soul,  my  all. 


S.  Agnes  (l.m.) 
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FIRST  TUNE. 


(28) 


A.  A.  Austen, 


Linden  (l.m.) 


SECOND  TUNE. 
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God  forbid  that  I  should  glory  save  in  the  cross  of  our  Lord  Jesus  Christ. 


1  Ty  E  sing  the  praise  of  Him  who  died— 

Of  Him  who  died  upon  the  cross; 
The  sinner's  hope  let  men  deride, 
For  this  we  count  the  world  but  loss. 

2  Inscribed  upon  the  cross  we  see, 
In  shining  letters,  "God  is  love ;" 
He  bears  our  sins  upon  the  tree, 
He  brings  us  mercy  from  above. 

3  The  cross !  it  takes  our  guilt  away : 
It  holds  the  fainting  spirit  up  ; 


It  cheers  with  hope  the  gloomy  day, 
And  sweetens  every  bitter  cup. 

4  It  makes  the  coward  spirit  brave, 
And  nerves  the  feeble  arm  for  fight ; 
It  takes  its  terror  from  the  grave, 
And  gilds  the  bed  of  death  with  light 

5  The  balm  of  life,  the  cure  of  woe, 
The  measure  and  the  pledge  of  love, 
The  sinner's  refuge  here  below, 
The  angels'  theme  in  heaven  above. 
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Rev.  J.  B.  Dykes,  Mus.  D. 
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7Vz£  second  man  is  the  Lord  from  heaven." 


1  pEAISE  to  the  Holiest  in  the  height, 
And  in  the  depth  be  praise  ; 
In  all  His  words  most  wonderful, 
Most  sure  in  all  His  ways. 


2  O  loving  wisdom  of  our  God ! 
When  all  was  sin  and  shame, 
A  second  Adam  to  the  fight 
And  to  the  rescue  came. 


3  O  wisest  love  !  that  flesh  and  blood, 

Which  did  in  Adam  fail, 
Should  strive  afresh  against  the  foe. 
Should  strive  and  should  prevail ; 

4  And  that  a  higher  gift  than  grace 

Should  flesh  and  blood  refine, 
God's  presence  and  His  very  Self, 
And  Essence  all-divine. 

5  O  generous  love  !  that  He,  who  smote 

In  Man  for  man  the  foe, 
The  double  agony  in  Man 
For  man  should  undergo  ; 

6  And  in  the  garden  secretly, 

And  on  the  cross  on  high, 
Should  teach  His  brethren,  and  inspire 
To  suffer,  and  to  die. 


7  Praise  to  the  Holiest  in  the  height, 
And  in  the  depth  be  praise ; 
In  all  His  words  most  wonderful, 
Most  sure  in  all  His  ways. 
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Bach's  Passion  Chorale  (76  76  d.) 


Ib^mn  50    (29) 


Hans  Leo  Hassler. 
Lustgarleti  Deutsche  Ges'dnge,  1601. 
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1  1  ' 

"Behold  the  Lamb  of  God,  which  taketh  away  the  sin  of  the  world . 


1  f~\  LAMB  of  God,  once  wounded, 

\J     With  grief  and  pain  weighed  down, 
Thy  sacred  head  surrounded 

With  thorns,  Thine  only  crown  ! 
How  pale  art  Thou  with  anguish, 

With  sore  abuse  and  scorn  ! 
How  does  that  visage  languish, 

Which  once  was  bright  as  morn  ! 

2  O  Lord  of  life  and  glory, 

What  bliss  till  now  was  Thine  ! 
I  read  the  wondrous  story, 

I  joy  to  call  Thee  mine. 
Thy  grief  and  Thy  compassion 

Were  all  for  sinners'  gain  ; 
Mine,  mine  was  the  transgression, 

But  Thine  the  deadly  pain. 


3  What  language  shall  I  borrow, 

To  praise  Thee,  heavenly  Friend, 
For  this  Thy  dying  sorrow, 

Thy  pity  without  end  ? 
Lord,  make  me  Thine  for  ever, 

Nor  let  me  faithless  prove  ; 
0  let  me  never,  never 

Abuse  such  dying  love  ! 

4  Be  near  me,  Lord,  when  dying  ; 

Show  Thou  Thyself  to  me  ; 
And,  for  my  succour  flying, 

Come,  Lord,  to  set  me  free  : 
These  eyes,  new  faith  receiving, 

From  Jesus  shall  not  move  ; 
For  he  who  dies  believing, 

Dies  safely  through  Thv  love. 
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Weimar  (77777  d.) 
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Behold  the  Man ! 


"DOUND  upon  the  accursed  tree, 
J-*     Faint  and  bleeding,  Who  is  He  ? 
By  the  eyes  so  pale  and  dim, 
Streaming  blood  and  writhing  limb  ; 
By  the  flesh  with  scourges  torn, 
By  the  crown  of  twisted  thorn, 
By  the  side  so  deeply  pierced, 
By  the  baffled  burning  thirst, 
By  the  drooping  death -dewed  brow, 
Son  of  Man  !  'tis  Thou,  'tis  Thou  ! 

Bound  upon  the  accursed  tree, 
Dread  and  awful,  Who  is  He  ? 
By  the  sun  at  noonday  pale, 
Shivering  rocks  and  rending  veil, 
By  earth,  that  trembles  at  His  doom, 
By  yonder  saints  that  burst  their  tomb, 
6G 


By  Eden,  promised  ere  he  died 

To  the  felon  at  His  side, 

Lord,    our    suppliant    knees    we 

bow; 
Son  of  God  !  'tis  Thou,  'tis  Thou ! 

3  Bound  upon  the  accursed  tree, 
Sad  and  dying,  Who  is  He  ? 
By  the  last  and  bitter  cry, 
The  ghost  given  up  in  agony ; 
By  the  lifeless  body  laid 
In  the  chamber  of  the  dead  ; 
By  the  mourners  come  to  weep 
Where  the  bones  of  Jesus  sleep  ; 
Crucified  !  we  know  Thee  now ; 
Son    of    Man  !     'tis    Thou,    'tis 
Thou  : 


Ib^mn  51 


Bound  upon  the  accursed  tree, 
Dread  and  awful,  Who  is  He  ? 
By    the     prayer    for     them     that 

slew, 
"Lord,  they  know  not  what  they 

do!" 


(30) 

By  the  spoiled  and  empty  grave, 
By  the  souls  He  died  to  save, 
By  the  conquest  He  hath  won, 
By  the  saints  before  His  throne, 
By  the  rainbow  round  His  brow, 
Son  of  God  !  'tis  Thou,  'tis  Thou  ! 


S.  Agatha  (7775)- 


Ib^mn  52    (22i) 


Rev.  Frederic  Southgate,  B.A. 
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"  Out  of  the  depths  have  I  cried  unto  Thee,  O  Lord." 


1  mHOU  who  didst  on  Calvary  bleed, 
-*-     Thou  who  dost  for  sinners  plead, 
Help  me  in  my  time  of  need  ; 
Jesus,  hear  my  cry. 


2  In  my  darkness  and  my  grief, 
With  my  heart  of  unbelief, 
I,  who  am  of  sinners  chief, 
Lift  to  Thee  mine  eye. 


3  Foes  without  and  fears  within, 
With  no  plea  Thy  grace  to  win, 
But  that  Thou  canst  save  from  sin, 

To  Thy  cross  I  fly. 

4  Others,  long  in  fetters  bound, 
Their  deliverance  sought  and  found, 
Heard  the  voice  of  mercy  sound  ; 

Surely  so  may  I. 

5  There  on  Thee  I  cast  my  care  ; 
There  to  Thee  I  raise  my  prayer  ; 
Jesus,  save  me  from  despair, — 

Save  me,  or  I  die. 

6  When  the  storms  of  trial  lower, 
When  I  feel  temptation's  power, 
In  the  last  and  darkest  hour, 

Jesus,  be  Thou  nigh. 
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RESURRECTION. 
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//>  ^«j  risen,  as  He  said. 


1  "  nHEIST  the  Lord  is  risen  to-day," 

Sons  of  men,  and  angels,  say ; 
Eaise  your  songs  of  triumph  high  ; 
Sing,  ye  heavens  ;  and,  earth,  reply. 

2  Love's  redeeming  work  is  done, 
Fought  the  fight,  the  battle  won  ; 
Lo,  our  Sun's  eclipse  is  o'er ! 

Lo,  He  sets  in  blood  no  more ! 


3  Vain  the  stone,  the  watch,  the  seal ; 
Christ  hath  burst  the  gates  of  hell ; 
Death  in  vain  forbids  His  rise  ; 
Christ  hath  opened  Paradise. 

4  Lives  again  our  glorious  King ! 
Where,  O  death,  is  now  thy  sting  ? 
Once  He  died  our  souls  to  save  ; 
Where's  thy  victory,  O  grave  ? 


5  Soar  we  now  where  Christ  hath  led, 
Following  our  exalted  Head  ; 
Made  like  Him,  like  Him  we  rise  ; 
Ours  the  cross,  the  grave,  the  skies. 

6  Hail  the  Lord  of  earth  and  heaven ! 
Praise  to  Thee  by  both  be  given  ; 
Thee  we  greet  triumphant  now  ; 
Hail,  the  Eesurrection  Thou ! 


7  King  of  glory,  soul  of  bliss, 
Everlasting  life  is  this, 
Thee  to  know,  Thy  power  to  prove, 
Thus  to  sing,  and  thus  to  love. 
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Easter  Hymn,  No  i.  (7777  with  Hal.) 


FIRST  TUNE. 


Lyra  Davidica,  IJ08. 
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"  7Vze«  were  the  disciples  glad when  they  saw  the  Lord." 

1  TESUS  CHRIST  is  risen  to-day,  Hallelujah  ! 
*J  Our  triumphant  holy  day,  Hallelujah  ! 
Who  did  once  upon  the  cross  Hallelujah  ! 
Suffer  to  redeem  our  loss ;  Hallelujah  ! 

2  Hymns  of  praise  then  let  us  sing  Hallelujah  ! 
Unto  Christ  our  heavenly  King,  Hallelujah  ! 
Who  endured  the  cross  and  grave,  Hallelujah  ! 
Sinners  to  redeem  and  save.  Hallelujah  ! 

3  But  the  pain  which  He  endured,  Hallelujah  ! 
Our  salvation  has  procured  :  Hallelujah  ! 
Now  above  the  sky  He's  King,  Hallelujah  ! 
Where  the  angels  ever  sing  Hallelujah  ! 

4  Sing  we  to  our  God  above  Hallelujah  ! 
Praise  eternal  as  His  love  ;  Hallelujah  ! 
Praise  Him,  all  ye  heavenly  host,  Hallelujah  ! 
Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost.  Hallelujah  ! 
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(32) 


Easter  Hymn,  No.  2  (77  77  with  Hal.)         second  tune. 


IV.  H.  Monk,  Mhs.  D. 
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"  7!^«  w^rtf  Mtf  disciples  glad  when  they  saw  the  Lord." 

1    TESUS  CHRIST  is  risen  to-day,  Hallelujah ! 

Our  triumphant  holy  day,  Hallelujah  ! 

Who  did  once  upon  the  cross  Hallelujah ! 

Suffer  to  redeem  our  loss  ;  Hallelujah  ! 


2  Hymns  of  praise  then  let  us  sing  Hallelujah ! 

Unto  Christ  our  heavenly  King,  Hallelujah  ! 

Who  endured  the  cross  and  grave,  Hallelujah  ! 

Sinners  to  redeem  and  save.  Hallelujah  ! 


3  But  the  pain  which  He  endured, 
Our  salvation  has  procured  : 
Now  above  the  sky  He's  King, 
Where  the  angels  ever  sing 


Hallelujah ! 
Hallelujah ! 
Hallelujah ! 
Hallelujah ! 
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4  Sing  we  to  our  God  above  Hallelujah ! 

Praise  eternal  as  His  love  ;  Hallelujah ! 

Praise  Him,  all  ye  heavenly  host,  Hallelujah ! 

Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost.  Hallelujah! 
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"  ^  /jVtf/y  ^<?/te,  by  the  resurrection  0/ Jesus  Christ  from  the  dead." 


rilHE  Day  of  Resurrection  ! 

Earth,  tell  it  out  abroad  ; 
The  Passover  of  gladness, 

The  Passover  of  God  ! 
From  death  to  life  eternal, 

From  earth  unto  the  sky, 
Our  Christ  hath  brought  us  over 

With  hymns  of  victory. 

Our  hearts  be  pure  from  evil, 
That  we  may  see  aright 

The  Lord  in  rays  eternal 
Of  resurrection-light ; 


And,  listening  to  His  accents, 
May  hear  so  calm  and  plain 

His  own  "All  hail,"  and,  hearing, 
May  raise  the  victor  strain. 

Now  let  the  heavens  be  joyful, 

And  earth  her  song  begin, 
The  round  world  keep  high  triumph, 

And  all  that  is  therein  ; 
Let  all  things  seen  and  unseen 

Their  notes  of  gladness  blend, 
For  Christ  the  Lord  is  risen, 

Our  joy  that  hath  no  end. 
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"  /  am  He  tluit  liveth,  and  was  dead ;  and,  behold,  I  am  alive  for  evermore,  Amen  ;  and 
Jiave  the  keys  of  hell  and  of  death." 


PRAISE  the  Lord,  sing  Hallelujah 
Lo  !  the  victory  is  won  ; 
Strife  and  conflict  now  are  ended, 

And  the  triumph  is  begun. 
Bring  the  sacrifice  of  praises, 

Our  Deliverer  to  greet ; 
Come  with  joyful  adoration, 
Welcome  Him  with  honour  meet. 

We  have  seen  His  toil  and  anguish, 

We  have  watched  Him  in  the  hour 
When,  unpitied  and  forsaken, 

He  endured  the  tyrant's  power. 
Now  we  see  Him  crowned  with  glory, 

And  we  know  ourselves  set  free  ; 
He  hath  rent  our  bonds  asunder, 

Captive  led  captivity. 
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3  Mighty  One  !  we  bow  before  Thee, 

And  we  own  Thee  Lord  of  all ; 
Jesus  !  Saviour  !  we  adore  Thee, 

At  Thy  cross  we  meekly  fall. 
Help  us  in  this  time  of  waiting 

In  Thy  strength  to  follow  Thee, 
That,  partakers  in  Thy  warfare, 

We  may  share  Thy  victory. 

4  Hallelujah  !  Christ  is  risen, 

And  He  lives  to  die  no  more : 
To  His  hand  the  keys  are  given, 

Open  is  the  prison-door. 
Hallelujah  !  Hallelujah ! 

Xow  our  triumph  is  begun  ; 
Death  and  hell  are  spoiled  for  ever, 

And  the  victory  is  won. 
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(9  ««£•  wwta  ^  Z^r^  a  nezu  song,  for  He  hath  done  marvellous  things." 

Alleluia  !  Alleluia  !  Alleluia  ! 

1  rpHE  strife  is  o'er,  the  battle  done : 
■*■     The  victory  of  life  is  won  : 
The  song  of  triumph  has  begun, — 

Alleluia ! 

2  The  powers  of  death  have  done  their  worst, 
But  Christ  their  legions  hath  dispersed  ; 
Let  shouts  of  holy  joy  outburst, — 

Alleluia ! 

3  The  three  sad  days  have  quickly  sped  ; 
He  rises  glorious  from  the  dead  ; 

All  glory  to  our  risen  Head  ! 

Alleluia! 

4  He  brake  the  age-bound  chains  of  hell ; 
The  bars  from  heaven's  high  portals  fell : 
Let  hymns  of  praise  His  triumph  tell : 

Alleluia ! 

5  Lord,  by  the  stripes  which  wounded  Thee, 
From  death's  dread  sting  Thy  servants  free, 
That  we  may  live,  and  sing  to  Thee 

Alleluia ! 
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(9  sz'w^  w^te  the  Lord  a  new  song,  for  He  hath  done  marvellous  things." 

Alleluia  !  Alleluia  !  Alleluia  ! 

1  rpHE  strife  is  o'er,  the  battle  done : 
J-      The  victory  of  life  is  won  : 
The  song  of  triumph  has  begun, — 

Alleluia ! 

2  The  powers  of  death  have  done  their  worst, 
But  Christ  their  legions  hath  dispersed  ; 
Let  shouts  of  holy  joy  outburst, — 

Alleluia ! 

3  The  three  sad  days  have  quickly  sped  ; 
He  rises  glorious  from  the  dead  ; 

All  glory  to  our  risen  Head  ! 

Alleluia ! 

4  He  brake  the  age-bound  chains  of  hell ; 
The  bars  from  heaven's  high  portals  fell : 
Let  hymns  of  praise  His  triumph  tell : 

Alleluia ! 

5  Lord,  by  the  stripes  which  wounded  Thee, 
From  death's  dread  sting  Thy  servants  free, 
That  we  may  live,  and  sing  to  Thee 

Alleluia ! 
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Daye's  Psalter,  /J62. 
Abridged  from  Genevan  Psalter,  1543. 
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T'Ag  Zor^  2s  risen  indeed: 


1  "  milE  Lord  is  risen  indeed  ;" 

Now  is  His  work  performed  ; 
Now  is  the  mighty  captive  freed, 
And  Death's  strong  castle  stormed. 


2  "  The  Lord  is  risen  indeed  : " 
The  grave  has  lost  his  prey ; 

With  Him  is  risen  the  ransomed 
To  reign  in  endless  day. 


3  "  The  Lord  is  risen  indeed  ;" 
He  lives,  to  die  no  more  ; 

He  lives,  the  sinner's  cause  to  plead, 
Whose  curse  and  shame  He  bore. 

4  "  The  Lord  is  risen  indeed  ;" 
Attending  angels,  hear ! 

Up  to  the  courts  of  heaven,  with  speed, 
The  joyful  tidings  bear. 

5  Then  tune  your  golden  lyres, 
And  strike  each  cheerful  chord  ; 

Join,  all  ye  bright  celestial  choirs, 
To  sing  our  risen  Lord  ! 
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S.  Albinus  (78784). 
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"  /  am  He  that  liveth,  and  iuos  dead;  and,  behold,  I  am  alive  for  evermore,  Amen. 

1  TESUS  lives !  no  longer  now 

Can  thy  terrors,  death,  appal  us  ; 
Jesus  lives  !  by  this  we  know 

Thou,  O  grave,  canst  not  enthral  us. 

Hallelujah ! 

2  Jesus  lives !  henceforth  is  death 

But  the  gate  of  life  immortal ; 
This  shall  calm  our  trembling  breath 
When  we  pass  its  gloomy  portal. 

Hallelujah ! 

3  Jesus  lives  !  for  us  He  died  : 

Then,  alone  to  Jesus  living, 
Pure  in  heart  will  we  abide, 
Praise  to  Him  and  glory  giving. 

Hallelujah  \ 

4  Jesus  lives  !  our  hearts  know  well 

Nought  from  us  His  love  shall  sever, 
Life  nor  death  nor  powers  of  hell 
Part  us  now  from  Christ  for  ever. 

Hallelujah ! 
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A>a/,  ?(^(?«  the  first  day  of  the  week,  very  ea7-ly  in  the  mor?iing,  they  came  unto  the  sej>itlch?-e. 

1  "DLEST  morning,  whose  first  dawning  rays 
-^     Beheld  the  Son  of  God 
Arise  triumphant  from  the  grave, 
And  leave  His  dark  abode  ! 


2  Wrapt  in  the  silence  of  the  tomb 

The  great  Eedeemer  lay, 
Till  the  revolving  skies  had  brought 
The  third,  the  appointed  day. 

3  Hell  and  the  grave  combined  their  force 

To  hold  our  Lord  in  vain  ; 
Sudden  the  Conqueror  arose, 
And  burst  their  feeble  chain. 


4  To  Thy  great  name,  Almighty  Lord  ! 

We  sacred  honours  pay, 
And  loud  hosannas  shall  proclaim 
The  triumphs  of  the  day. 

5  Salvation  and  immortal  praise 

To  our  victorious  King ! 
Let  heaven  and  earth,  and  rocks  and  seas, 
With  glad  hosannas  ring. 

6  To  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost. 

The  God  whom  we  adore, 
Be  glory,  as  it  was,  and  is, 
And  shall  be  evermore. 
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"  Who  is  this  that  comethfrom  Edom,  -with  dyed  garments  from  Bozrah  ?" 


1  Ty  HO  is  this  that  comes  from  Edom, 

All   His   raiment   stained  with 
blood  ; 
To  the  slave  proclaiming  freedom  ; 

Bringing  and  bestowing  good  : 
Glorious  in  the  garb  He  wears, 
Glorious  in  the  spoils  He  bears  ? 

2  Tis  the  Saviour,  now  victorious, 

Travelling  onward  in  His  might ; 
'Tis  the  Saviour,  O  how  glorious 

To  His  people  is  the  sight ! 
Jesus  now  is  strong  to  save, 
Mighty  to  redeem  the  slave. 


3  "Why  that  blood  His  raiment  stain- 

ing? 

'Tis  the  blood  of  many  slain  ; 
Of  His  foes  there's  none  remaining, 

None  the  contest  to  maintain  : 
Fallen  they  are,  no  more  to  rise, 
All  their  glory  prostrate  lies. 

4  This  the  Saviour  has  effected 

By  His  mighty  arm  alone  ; 
See  the  throue  for  Him  erected, 

'Tis  an  everlasting  throne ! 
'Tis  the  great  reward  He  gains, 
Glorious  fruit  of  all  His  pains 


7f 


Mighty  Victor,  reign  for  ever ! 

Wear  the  crown,  so  dearly  won  ; 
Never  shall  Thy  people,  never 

Cease  to  sing  what  Thou  hast  done 
Thou  hast  fought  Thy  people's  foes  ; 
Thou  hast  healed  Thy  people's  woes. 


Triumph  (87  87  77). 
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H.  J.  Gauntlett,  Mus.  D. 


PPPP 


3 


^ 


f=^ 


o 


Md 


n 


e 


M 


'jj' 


-&- 


A 


iJ 


g 


Z± 


^E 


£ 


Tt 


i^ 


^ 


^ 


A 


^=± 


& 


e 


p 


i^ 


^=^1 


eEgEp 


ia. 


feW 


^ 


# 


-u 


i 


tzi 


::z: 


^ 


=t 


P    P  j|y 

I  1     ! 


tcz 


f 


*u 


S£ 


^S 


:^ 


"  Jf7/<?  w  this  that  comethfrom  Edom,  zuith  dyed  garments  from  Bozrah  ?" 


TITHO  is  this  that  conies  from  Edom, 
All    His  raiment   stained  with 
blood  ; 
To  the  slave  proclaiming  freedom  ; 

Bringing  and  bestowing  good  : 
Glorious  in  the  garb  He  wears, 
Glorious  in  the  spoils  He  bears  ? 

Tis  the  Saviour,  now  victorious, 
Travelling  onward  in  His  might ; 

'Tis  the  Saviour,  O  how  glorious 
To  His  people  is  the  sight ! 

Jesus  now  is  strong  to  save, 

Mighty  to  redeem  the  slave. 


Why  that  blood  His  raiment  stain- 
ing? 

'Tis  the  blood  of  many  slain  ; 
Of  His  foes  there's  none  remaining, 

None  the  contest  to  maintain : 
Fallen  they  are,  no  more  to  rise, 
All  their  glory  prostrate  lies. 

This  the  Saviour  has  effected 
By  His  mighty  arm  alone  ; 

See  the  throne  for  Him  erected, 
'Tis  an  everlasting  throne  ! 

'Tis  the  great  reward  He  gains, 

Glorious  fruit  of  all  His  pains. 


Mighty  Victor,  reign  for  ever ! 

Wear  the  crown,  so  dearly  won  ; 
Never  shall  Thy  people,  never 

Cease  to  sing  what  Thou  hast  done : 
Thou  hast  fought  Thy  people's  foes  ; 
Thou  hast  healed  Thy  people's  woes. 
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A  SCENSION. 
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Thou  hast  ascended  on  high,  Thou  hast  led  captivity  captive. 


to 


1  rpHOU  art  gone  up  on  high 
J-     To  mansions  in  the  skies, 

And  round  Thy  throne  unceasingly 
The  songs  of  praise  arise. 

2  But  we  are  lingering  here, 
With  sin  and  care  oppressed  ; 

Lord,  send  Thy  promised  Comforter, 
And  lead  us  to  Thy  rest. 

3  Thou  art  gone  up  on  high  ; 

But  Thou  didst  first  come  down, 
Through  earth's  most  bitter  agony, 
To  pass  unto  Thy  crown : 

4  And  girt  with  grief  and  fears 
Our  onward  course  must  be  ; 

But  only  let  that  path  of  tears 
Lead  us  at  last  to  Thee. 

5  Thou  art  gone  up  on  high  ; 
But  Thou  sbalt  come  again, 

With  all  the  bright  ones  of  the  sky 
Attendant  in  Thy  train. 

6  O  by  Thy  saving  power, 
So  make  us  live  and  die, 

That  we  may  stand,  in  that  dread  hour, 
At  Thy  right  hand  on  high  ! 
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"  While  they  beJield,  He  zuas  taken  up." 


1  TTAIL  the  day  that  sees  Him  rise. 
XI     Glorious,  to  His  native  skies  ! 
Christ,  awhile  to  mortals  given, 
Reascends  His  native  heaven  : 
There  the  mighty  triumph  waits, 

"  Lift  your  heads,  eternal  gates  ; 
Wide  unfold  the  radiant  scene, 
Take  the  King  of  glory  in." 

2  Circled  round  with  angel  powers, 
Their  triumphant  Lord  and  ours, 
Vanquisher  of  death  and  sin, 
Take  the  King  of  glory  in  ; 

Him  though  highest  heaven  receive; 
Still  He  loves  the  earth  He  leaves  ; 
Though  returned  to  His  throne, 
Still  He  calls  mankind  His  own. 


3  See  !  He  lifts  His  hands  above  ; 
See  !  He  shows  the  prints  of  love  : 
Hark  !  His  gracious  lips  bestow 
Blessings  on  His  Church  below  ; 
Still  for  lis  He  intercedes, 

Still  His  death  prevailing  pleads  ; 
Xext  Himself  prepares  our  place, 
Harbinger  of  human  race. 

4  Ever  upwards  may  we  move, 
Wafted  on  the  wings  of  love, 
Looking  when  our  Lord  shall  come, 
Longing,  striving  after  home. 
There  shall  we  with  Thee  remain, 
Partners  of  Thine  endless  reign ; 
There  Thy  face  unclouded  see, 
Find  our  Heaven  of  heavens  in  Thee. 
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Whither  the  Forerunner  has  for  us  entered." 


1  npHOU,  who  didst  stoop  below 
-*-      To  drain  the  cup  of  woe 

And  wear  the  form  of  frail  mortality, 

Thy  blessed  labours  done, 

Thy  crown  of  victory  won, 
Hast  passed  from  earth,  passed  to  Thy 
home  on  high. 

2  It  was  no  path  of  flowers 
Through  this  dark  world  of  ours. 

Beloved    of     the    Father,    Thou    didst 
tread  : 
And  shall  we  in  dismay 
Shrink  from  the  narrow  way, 
When  clouds  and  darkness  are  around 
it  spread  1 
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3  O  Thou  who  art  our  life, 

Be  with  us  through  the  strife ! 
Thy  own  meek  head  by  rudest  storms 
was  bowed  ; 
Raise  Thou  our  eyes  above, 
To  see  a  Father's  love 
Beam,  like  a  bow  of  promise,  through 
the  cloud. 

4  E'en  through  the  awful  gloom 
Which  hovers  o'er  the  tomb, 

That  light  of  love  our  guiding  star  shall 
Our  spirits  shall  not  dread  [be  : 

The  shadowy  way  to  tread, 

Friend,  Guardian,  Saviour !  which  doth 
lead  to  Thee. 


Brierley  (6610  6610). 
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Whither  the  Forerunner  has  for  us  entered." 


1  rpHOU,  who  didst  stoop  below 
-*-     To  drain  the  cup  of  woe 

And  wear  the  form  of  frail  mortality, 

Thy  blessed  labours  done, 

Thy  crown  of  victory  won, 
Hast  passed  from  earth,  passed  to  Thy 
home  on  high. 

2  It  was  no  path  of  flowers 
Through  this  dark  world  of  ours, 

Beloved    of    the    Father,    Thou    didst 
tread : 
And  shall  we  in  dismay 
Shrink  from  the  narrow  way, 
When  clouds  and  darkness  are  around 
it  spread  ? 


3  O  Thou  who  art  our  life, 

Be  with  us  through  the  strife  ! 
Thy  own  meek  head  by  rudest  storms 
was  bowed  ; 
Raise  Thou  our  eyes  above, 
To  see  a  Fathers  love 
Beam,  like  a  bow  of  promise,  through 
the  cloud. 

4  E'en  through  the  awful  gloom 
Which  hovers  o'er  the  tomb, 

That  light  of  love  our  guiding  star  shall 
Our  spirits  shall  not  dread  [be  : 

The  shadowy  way  to  tread, 
Friend,  Guardian,  Saviour !  which  doth 
lead  to  Thee. 
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^/  M*?  «#;;z£  0/ Jesus  every  k>iee  should  bow,  0/ things  in  heaven,  and  things  in  earth, 
and  things  under  the  earth." 

1  T)ASCHAL  Lamb,  by  God  appointed, 
All  our  sins  on  Thee  were  laid  ; 
By  Almighty  love  anointed, 
Thou  hast  full  atonement  made. 
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2  All  Thy  people  are  forgiven 

Through  the  virtue  of  Thy  blood  ; 
Opened  is  the  gate  of  heaven  ; 

Peace  is  made  'twixt  man  and  God. 

3  Jesus,  hail !  enthroned  in  glory 

There  for  ever  to  abide  ; 
All  the  heavenly  hosts  adore  Thee, 
Seated  at  Thy  Father's  side. 

4  There  for  sinners  Thou  art  pleading  ; 

There  Thou  dost  our  place  prepare  ; 
Ever  for  us  interceding 
Till  in  glory  we  appear. 

5  "Worship,  honour,  power,  and  blessing, 

Thou  art  worthy  to  receive  ; 
Loudest  praises  without  ceasing 
Meet  it  is  for  us  to  give. 

6  Help,  ye  bright  angelic  spirits, 

Bring  your  sweetest,  noblest  lays  ; 
Help  to  sing  our  Saviour's  merits, 
Help  to  chant  Inimanuei's  praise ! 


Ib^mn  65 


(39) 


All  Saints  (8787). 


iECOND   TUNE. 


Storl's  Wiirtemberger  Gesangbuch,  iyn. 


At  the  name  of  Jesus  every  ktiee  should  bow,  0/ things  in  heaven,  and  things  in  earth, 
and  things  under  the  earth.1' 

1  "DASCHAL  Lamb,  by  God  appointed, 

All  our  sins  on  Thee  were  laid  ; 
By  Almighty  love  anointed, 

Thou  hast  full  atonement  made. 

2  All  Thy  people  are  forgiven 

Through  the  virtue  of  Thy  blood  ; 
Opened  is  the  gate  of  heaven  ; 

Peace  is  made  'twixt  man  and  God. 


3  Jesus,  hail !  enthroned  in  glory 

There  for  ever  to  abide  ; 
All  the  heavenly  hosts  adore  Thee, 
Seated  at  Thy  Father's  side. 

4  There  for  sinners  Thou  art  pleading  ; 

There  Thou  dost  our  place  prepare  ; 
Ever  for  us  interceding 
Till  in  glory  we  appear. 

5  Worship,  honour,  power,  and  blessing, 

Thou  art  worthy  to  receive  ; 
Loudest  praises  without  ceasing 
Meet  it  is  for  us  to  give. 

6  Help,  ye  bright  angelic  spirits, 

Bring  your  sweetest,  noblest  lays  ; 
Help  to  sing  our  Saviour's  merits, 
Help  to  chant  Immanuel's  praise  J 
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"  Every  day  will  I bless  Thee,  and  praise  Thy  Name  for  ever  and  ever.' 

1  QAVIOUR,  blessed  Saviour,  listen  whilst  we  sing, 
^     Hearts  and  voices  raising  praises  to  our  King ; 
All  we  have  we  offer  ;  all  we  hope  to  be, 

Body,  soul,  and  spirit,  all  we  yield  to  Thee. 

2  Nearer,  ever  nearer,  Christ,  we  draw  to  Thee, 
Deep  in  adoration  bending  low  the  knee ; 
Thou  for  our  redemption  cam'st  on  earth  to  die ; 
Thou,  that  we  might  follow,  hast  gone  up  on  high. 

3  Great  and  ever  greater  are  Thy  mercies  here, 
True  and  everlasting  are  the  glories  there, 
Where  no  pain  or  sorrow,  toil  or  care,  is  known, 
Where  the  angel-legions  circle  round  Thy  throne. 

4  Dark  and  ever  darker  was  the  wintry  past, 
Now  a  ray  of  gladness  o'er  our  path  is  cast ; 
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SECOND  TUNI 
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Every  day  that  passeth,  every  hour  that  flies, 
Tells  of  love  unfeigned,  love  that  never  dies. 

5  Clearer  still  and  clearer  dawns  the  light  from  heaven, 
In  our  sadness  bringing  news  of  sin  forgiven  ; 

Life  has  lost  its  shadows,  pure  the  light  within  ; 
Thou  hast  shed  Thy  radiance  on  a  world  of  sin. 

6  Onward,  ever  onward,  journeying  o'er  the  road 
Worn  by  saints  before  us,  journeying  on  to  God  ; 
Leaving  all  behind  us,  may  we  hasten  on, 
Backward  never  looking  till  the  prize  is  won. 

7  Bliss,  all  bliss  excelling,  when  the  ransomed  soul, 
Earthly  toils  forgetting,  finds  its  promised  goal ; 
Where,  in  joys  unheard  of,  saints  with  angels  sing, 
Never  weary  raising  praises  to  their  King. 
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Adoration  (8787  d.) 
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"  Thine,  O  Lord, 

ALLELUIA  !     Sing  to  Jesus  ! 
His  the  sceptre,  His  the  throne  ; 
Alleluia  !     His  the  triumph, 

His  the  victory  alone. 
Hark,  the  songs  of  holy  Zion 

Thunder  like  a  mighty  flood  : 
"  Jesus,  out  of  every  nation, 
Hath  redeemed  us  by  His  blood  !" 

Alleluia  !     Xot  as  orphans 

Are  we  left  in  sorrow  now  ; 
Alleluia  !     He  is  near  us, 

Faith  believes,  nor  questions  how. 
Though  the  cloud  from  sight  received  Him 

When  the  forty  days  were  o'er, 
Shall  our  hearts  forget  His  promise— 

"  I  am  with  you  evermore"? 


is  tJie  victory." 

3  Alleluia  !    Bread  of  heaven, 

Thou  on  earth  our  food,  our  stay  ; 
Alleluia  !     Here  the  sinful 

Flee  to  Thee  from  day  to  day. 
Intercessor,  Friend  of  sinners, 

Earth's  Redeemer,  plead  for  me, 
Where  the  songs  of  all  the  sinless 

Sweep  across  the  crystal  sea. 

4  Alleluia  !    Sing  to  Jesus  ! 

His  the  sceptre,  His  the  throne  ; 
Alleluia  !     His  the  triumph, 

His  the  victory  alone. 
Hark,  the  songs  of  holy  Zion 

Thunder  like  a  mighty  flood  : 
' '  Jesus,  out  of  every  nation, 

Hath  redeemed  us  by  His  blood  !' 


1b^mn  67    (228) 


Alleluia  (8787  d.) 


SECOND  TUNE. 


Samuel  Sebastian  Wesley,  Mus.  D. 
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Thine,  0  Lord,  is  the  victory." 


ALLELUIA!    Sing  to  Jesus! 
His  the  sceptre,  His  the  throne ; 
Alleluia  !     His  the  triumph, 

His  the  victory  alone. 
Hark,  the  songs  of  holy  Zion 

Thunder  like  a  mighty  flood  : 
"  Jesus,  out  of  every  nation, 
Hath  redeemed  us  by  His  blood  !" 

Alleluia  !     Not  as  orphans 

Are  we  left  in  sorrow  now  ; 
Alleluia  !     He  is  near  us, 

Faith  believes,  nor  questions  how. 
Though  the  cloud  from  sight  received  Him 

When  the  forty  days  were  o'er, 
Shall  our  hearts  forget  His  promise— 

"  I  am  with  you  evermore"? 


3  Alleluia  !     Bread  of  heaven, 

Thou  on  earth  our  food,  our  stay 
Alleluia  !     Here  the  sinful 

Flee  to  Thee  from  day  to  day. 
Intercessor,  Friend  of  sinners, 

Earth's  Redeemer,  plead  for  me, 
Where  the  songs  of  all  the  sinless 

Sweep  across  the  crystal  sea. 

4  Alleluia  !     Sing  to  Jesus  ! 

His  the  sceptre,  His  the  throne  ; 
Alleluia  !     His  the  triumph, 

His  the  victory  alone. 
Hark,  the  songs  of  holy  Zion 

Thunder  like  a  mighty  flood  : 
"  Jesus,  out  of  every  nation, 

Hath  redeemed  us  by  His  blood  ! ' 
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"  ^4  Name  which  is  above  every  name." 


1  T  00K,  ye  saints !  the  sight  is  glorious ; 
See  the  Man  of  Sorrows  now ! 
From  the  fight  returned  victorious, 
Every  knee  to  Him  shall  bow : 

Crown  Him !  crown  Him ! 
Crowns  become  the  Victor's  brow. 


2  Crown  the  Saviour !  angels,  crown  Him! 
Rich  the  trophies  Jesus  brings. 
In  the  seat  of  power  enthrone  Him, 
While  the  vault  of  heaven  rings : 

Crown  Him  !  crown  Him ! 
Crown  the  Saviour,  King  of  kings ! 
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3  Sinners  in  derision  crowned  Him, 

Mocking  thus  Messiah's  claim, — 
Saints  and  angels  throng  around  Him  : 
Own  His  title,  praise  His  name ; 

Crown  Him  !  crown  Him ! 
Spread  abroad  the  Victor's  fame. 

4  Hark,  those  bursts  of  acclamation ! 

Hark,  those  loud  triumphant  chords ! 
Jesus  takes  the  highest  station : 
O  what  joy  the  sight  affords  ! 
Crown  Him  !  crown  Him ! 
King  of  kings,  and  Lord  of  lords. 
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'Jesus. .  .  .endtired  the  cross,  despising  the  shame,  and  is  set  down  at  the  right  hand  of  God.' 


1  rjlHE  Head  that  once  was  crowned  with  thorns, 

Is  crowned  with  glory  now ; 
A  royal  diadem  adorns 
The  mighty  Victor's  brow. 

2  The  highest  place  that  heaven  affords, 

Is  His,  is  His  by  right, 
The  King  of  kings  and  Lord  of  lords, 
And  heaven's  eternal  light. 

3  The  joy  of  all  who  dwell  above, 

The  joy  of  all  below, 
To  whom  He  manifests  His  love, 
And  grants  His  name  to  know. 

4  To  them  the  cross,  with  all  its  shame, 

With  all  its  grace,  is  given  ; 

Their  name  an  everlasting  name, 

Their  joy  the  joy  of  heaven. 

5  They  suffer  with  their  Lord  below, 

They  reign  with  Him  above  : 
Their  profit  and  their  joy  to  know 
The  mystery  of  His  love. 

6  The  cross  He  bore  is  life  and  health, 

Though  shame  and  death  to  Him  ; 
His  people's  hope,  His  people's  wealth, 
Their  everlasting  theme. 
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DlADEMATA   (D.S.M.) 


Sir  George  J.  Elvey,  Mus.  D. 
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^4#^  <?«  //Ys  ^m</  were  many  crowns." 


1  fIROWN  Him  with  many  crowns, 

The  Lamb  upon  His  throne  : 
Hark  how  the  heavenly  anthem  drowns 

All  music  but  its  own. 

Awake,  my  soul,  and  sing 

Of  Him  who  died  for  thee  ; 
And  hail  Him  as  thy  matchless  King 

Through  all  eternity. 

2  Crown  Him,  the  Lord  of  Love  ; 
Behold  His  hands  and  side, 

Rich  wounds,  yet  visible  above 
In  beauty  glorified. 
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Crown  Him,  the  Lord  of  Peace, 
Whose  power  a  sceptre  sways 
From  pole  to  pole,  that  wars  may  cease, 
Absorbed  in  prayer  and  praise  : 

3  His  reign  shall  know  no  end, 

And  round  His  pierced  feet 
Fair  flowers  of  Paradise  extend 

Their  fragrance  ever  sweet. 

All  hail !  Redeemer,  hail ! 

For  Thou  hast  died  for  me  : 
Thy  praise  shall  never,  never  fail 

Throughout  eternity. 
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/fc  w  Lord  of  all." 


1  A  LL  hail  the  power  of  Jesus'  name ! 
-£*-     Let  angels  prostrate  fall ; 
Bring  forth  the  royal  diadem, 

To  crown  Him  Lord  of  all. 

2  Let  high-born  seraphs  tune  the  lyre, 

And,  as  they  tune  it,  fall 
Before  His  face  who  tunes  their  choir, 
And  crown  Him  Lord  of  all. 

3  Crown  Him,  ye  martyrs  of  your  God, 

Who  from  His  altar  call ; 
Extol  the  stem  of  Jesse's  rod, 
And  crown  Him  Lord  of  all. 


Ye  seed  of  Israel's  chosen  race, 

Ye  ransomed  of  the  Fall, 
Hail  Him  who  saves  you  by  His  grace, 

And  crown  Him  Lord  of  all. 

Sinners  !  whose  love  can  ne'er  forget 
The  wormwood  and  the  gall, 

Go,  spread  your  trophies  at  His  feet, 
And  crown  Him  Lord  of  all. 

O  that  with  yonder  sacred  throng 

We  at  His  feet  may  fall, 
Join  in  the  everlasting  song, 

And  crown  Him  Lord  of  all ! 
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BUNYAN   (CM.) 


Adapted  from  Mendelssoht, 
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IVhom  having  not  seen,  ye  love.' 


1  TESUS,  these  eyes  have  never  seen 

That  radiant  form  of  Thine : 
The  veil  of  sense  hangs  dark  between 
Thy  blessed  face  and  mine. 

2  I  see  Thee  not,  I  hear  Thee  not, 

Yet  art  Thou  oft  with  me  ; 
And  earth  hath  ne'er  so  dear  a  spot, 
As  where  I  meet  with  Thee. 

3  Like  some  bright  dream  that  comes  unsought. 

When  slumbers  o'er  me  roll ; 
Thy  image  ever  fills  my  thought, 
And  charms  my  ravished  soul. 


Must  rest  in  faith  alone  ; 
I  love  Thee,  clearest  Lord,  and  will, 
Unseen  but  not  unknown. 

5  "When  death  these  mortal  eyes  shall  seal, 
And  still  this  throbbing  heart, 
The  rending  veil  shall  Thee  reveal 
All  glorious  as  Thou  art. 
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Credo  (88  88  88). 


FIRST  TUNE. 


(230) 

Sir  John  Stainer,  31. A.,  Mus.  D. 
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Blessed  are  they  that  have  nofyseen,  and  yet  have  believed" 


1  "W^E  saw  Thee  not  when  Thou  didst 

come 

To  this  poor  world  of  sin  and  death, 
Nor  e'er  beheld  Thy  cottage -home 

In  that  despised  Nazareth  ; 
But  we  believe  Thy  footsteps  trod 
Its  streets  and  plains,  Thou  Son  of  God. 

2  We  did  not  see  Thee  lifted  high 

Amid  that  wild  and  savage  crew, 
Nor  heard  Thy  meek,  imploring  cry, 
"Forgive,    they    know    not    what 
they  do:" 
Yet  we  believe  the  deed  was  done, 
Which  shook  the  earth  and  veiled  the 
sun. 


We  stood  not  by  the  empty  tomb 
Where  late  Thy  sacred  body  lay, 

Nor  sat  within  that  upper  room, 
Nor  met  Thee  in  the  Open  way ; 

But  we  believe  that  angels  said, 

"  Why  seek  the  living  with  the  dead  ?" 

We  did  not  mark  the  chosen  few, 
When  Thou  didst  through  the  clouds 
ascend, 
First  lift  to  heaven  their  wondering 
view, 
Then    to    the   earth    all    prostrate 
bend  ; 
Yet  we  believe  that  mortal  eyes 
Beheld  that  journey  to  the  skies. 


5  And  now  that  Thou  dost  reign  on  high, 
And  thence  Thy  waiting  people  bless, 
No  ray  of  glory  from  the  sky 

Doth  shine  upon  our  wilderness  ; 
But  we  believe  Thy  faithful  word, 
And  trust  in  our  redeeming  Lord. 
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(230) 


Nazareth  (88  88  88). 
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SECOND  TUNE. 


Rev.  Cesar  Malan,  D.D. 
Chants  Chretiens,  1834. 
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Blessed  are  they  that  have  not  seen,  and  yet  have  believed.'1 


TJI7E  saw  Thee  not  when  Thou  didst 

*        come 

To  this  poor  world  of  sin  and  death, 
Nor  e'er  beheld  Thy  cottage-home 

In  that  despised  Nazareth  ; 
But  we  believe  Thy  footsteps  trod 
Its  streets  and  plains,  Thou  Son  of  God. 

We  did  not  see  Thee  lifted  high 
Amid  that  wild  and  savage  crew, 

Nor  heard  Thy  meek,  imploring  cry, 
"  Forgive,    they    know    not    what 
they  do:" 

Yet  we  believe  the  deed  was  done, 

Which  shook  the  earth  and  veiled  the 


We  stood  not  by  the  empty  tomb 
Where  late  Thy  sacred  body  lay, 

Nor  sat  within  that  upper  room, 
Nor  met  Thee  in  the  open  way ; 

But  we  believe  that  angels  said, 

"  Why  seek  the  living  with  the  dead  ? " 

We  did  not  mark  the  chosen  few, 
When  Thou  didst  through  the  clouds 
ascend, 
First  lift  to  heaven  their  wondering 
view, 
Then    to    the    earth    all    prostrate 
bend  ; 
Yet  we  believe  that  mortal  eyes 
Beheld  that  journey  to  the  skies. 
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And  now  that  Thou  dost  reign  on  high, 
And  thence  Thy  waiting  people  bless, 

No  ray  of  glory  from  the  sky 

Doth  shine  upon  our  wilderness  ; 

But  we  believe  Thy  faithful  word, 

And  trust  in  our  redeeming  Lord. 
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London  Tii7ie  Book,  1S75. 
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TJiere  -wrestled  a  man  -with  him  tmtil  the  breaking  0/  the  day. 


1  pOME,  0  Thou  traveller  unknown, 
^  Whom  still  I  hold  but  cannot  see; 
My  company  before  is  gone, 

And  I  am  left  alone  with  Thee ; 
"With  Thee  all  night  I  mean  to  stay, 
And  wrestle  till  the  break  of  day. 

2  I  need  not  tell  Thee  who  I  am, 

My  misery  or  sin  declare  ; 
Thyself  hast  called  me  by  my  name  ; 

Look  on   Thy  hands,  and  read  it 
there  ; 
But  who,  I  ask  Thee,  who  art  Thou  ? 
Tell  me  Thy  name,  and  tell  me  now. 

3  In  vain  Thou  struggiest  to  get  free, 

I  never  will  unloose  my  hold : 
Art  Thou  the  man  that  died  for  me  ? 

The  secret  of  Thy  love  unfold  : 
Wrestling,  I  will  not  let  Thee  go, 
Till  I  Thy  name,  Thy  nature  know. 


4  What    though    my    shrinking    flesh 

complain, 

And  murmur  to  contend  so  long, 
I  rise  superior  to  my  pain  ; 

When  I  am  weak  then  I  am  strong; 
And  when  my  all  of  strength  shall  fail, 
I  shall  with  the  God-man  prevail. 

5  Yield  to  me  now,  for  I  am  weak, 

But  confident  in  self-despair  ; 
Speak  to  my  heart,  in  blessings  speak ; 

Be  conquered  by  my  instant  prayer ! 
Speak,  or  Thou  never  hence  shalt  move, 
And  tell  me,  if  Thy  name  is  Love  ? 

6  'TisLove!  'tisLove!  Thoudiedstforme! 

I  hear  Thy  whisper  in  my  heart ; 
The  morning  breaks,  the  shadows  flee; 

Pure  universal  Love  Thou  art  ; 
To  me,  to  all,  Thy  mercies  move  ; 
Thy  nature  and  Thy  name  is  Love. 
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Lux  Mundi  (767$ 


Sir  Arthur  S.  Sullivan,  Mus.  D. 
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"  Behold,  I  stand  at  the  door  and  knock." 


1  Q  JESUS,  Thou  art  standing 

Outside  the  fast-closed  door, 
In  lowly  patience  waiting 

To  pass  the  threshold  o'er : 
Shame  on  us,  Christian  brethren, 

His  name  and  sign  who  bear, 
O  shame,  thrice  shame  upon  us, 

To  keep  Him  standing  there  ! 

2  O  Jesus,  Thou  art  knocking : 

And  lo !  that  hand  is  scarred, 
And  thorns  Thy  brow  encircle, 
And  tears  Thy  face  have  marred 


O  love  that  passeth  knowledge, 

So  patiently  to  wait ! 
O  sin  that  hath  no  equal, 

So  fast  to  bar  the  gate ! 

3  O  Jesus,  Thou  art  pleading 

In  accents  meek  and  low, 
"  I  died  for  you,  my  children, 

And  will  ye  treat  Me  so  V 
O  Lord,  with  shame  and  sorrow 

We  open  now  the  door : 
Dear  Saviour,  enter,  enter, 

And  leave  us  never  more. 
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S.  Ambrose  or  Treves  (77  75) 


FIRST  TUNE. 


Ancient  Church  Melody. 
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Waldheim  (77  75). 


SECOND  TUNE. 


Schichfs  Choralbuch,  i8ig. 


m 


^s 


S^^i 


S^s 
k 


^s 


r  rrrr 


W 


i 


i    i 


r 


2Z 


£^ 


g 


g 


f^ 


;P 


r^ 


^ 


^m 


3' 


H 


1 


rr-p 


f-r 


P 


mw 


i^B^ 


-&- 


1Z32L 


^_j_i 


fE^EB 


M 
tt 


"  He  is  able  to  save  to  the  uttermost." 


1  T  ORD  of  mercy  and  of  might, 

Of  mankind  the  life  and  light, 
Maker,  Teacher,  Infinite, — 
Jesus,  hear  and  save ! 


2  Mighty  monarch,  Saviour  mild, 
Humbled  to  a  mortal  child, 
Captive,  beaten,  bound,  revi]ed,- 
Jesus,  hear  and  save ! 


3  Throned  above  celestial  things, 
Borne  aloft  on  angels'  wings, 
Lord  of  lords,  and  King  of  kings, 

Jesus,  hear  and  save  ! 

4  Who  shall  yet  return  from  high, 

Robed  in  might  and  majesty, 

Hear  us,  help  us  when  we  cry, — 

Jesus,  hear  and  save  ! 
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(45) 


Eisenach  (l.m.) 


FIRST  TINE. 


Johann  Hermann  Schein. 
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"  7"^  /^w  of  Christ,  -which  passeth  knozuiedge.' 

1   P)  LOVE  how  deep,  how  broad,  how    3 


high ! 

It  fills  the  heart  with  ecstasy, 
That  God,  the  Son  of  God,  should  take 
Our  mortal  form,  for  mortals'  sake. 

2  He  sent  no  angel  to  our  race, 
Of  higher  or  of  lower  place, 
But  wore  the  robe  of  human  frame 
Himself,  and  to  this  lost  world  came. 


Nor  willed  He  only  to  appear  ; 
His  pleasure  was  to  tarry  here  ; 
And  God-and-man  with  man  would 

be 
The  space  of  thirty  years  and  three. 

For  us  He  was  baptized,  and  bore 
His  holy  fast,  and  hungered  sore  ; 
For  us  temptation  sharp  He  knew : 
For  us  the  tempter  overthrew. 


5  For  us  He  prayed,  for  us  He  taught, 
For  us  His  daily  works  He  wrought, 
By  words,  and  signs,  and  actions,  thus 
Still  seeking  not  Himself,  but  us. 

6  For  us  to  wicked  men  betrayed, 
Scourged,  mocked,  in  purple  robe  arrayed, 
He  bore  the  shameful  cross  and  death, 
For  us  at  length  gave  up  His  breath. 

7  For  us  He  rose  from  death  again, 
For  us  He  went  on  high  to  reign, 
For  us  He  sent  His  Spirit  here 

To  guide,  to  strengthen,  and  to  cheer. 

8  To  Him  whose  boundless  love  has  won 
Salvation  for  us  through  His  Son, 

To  God  the  Father  glory  be, 
Both  now  and  through  eternity. 
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Kent  (l.m.) 


Ib^mn  77 


SECOND  TUNE. 


(45) 


Johann  Fricdrich  Lampe. 


^jg^g 


"  The  love  of  Christ,  which  passeth  knowledge. 


1  C\  LOVE  how  deep,  how  broad,  how 
U       high ! 

It  fills  the  heart  with  ecstasy, 

That  God,  the  Son  of  God,  should  take 

Our  mortal  form,  for  mortals'  sake. 

2  He  sent  no  angel  to  our  race, 
Of  higher  or  of  lower  place, 

But  wore  the  robe  of  human  frame 
Himself,  and  to  this  lost  world  came. 


3  Nor  willed  He  only  to  appear  ; 
His  pleasure  was  to  tarry  here  ; 
And  God-and-man  with  man  would 

be 
The  space  of  thirty  years  and  three. 

4  For  us  He  was  baptized,  and  bore 
His  holy  fast,  and  hungered  sore  ; 
For  us  temptation  sharp  He  knew; 
For  us  the  tempter  overthrew. 


5  For  us  He  prayed,  for  us  He  taught, 
For  us  His  daily  works  He  wrought, 
By  words,  and  signs,  and  actions,  thus 
Still  seeking  not  Himself,  but  us. 

6  For  us  to  wicked  men  betrayed, 
Scourged,  mocked,  in  purple  robe  arrayed, 
He  bore  the  shameful  cross  and  death, 
For  us  at  length  gave  up  His  breath. 

7  For  us  He  rose  from  death  again, 
For  us  He  went  on  high  to  reign, 
For  us  He  sent  His  Spirit  here 

To  guide,  to  strengthen,  and  to  cheer. 

8  To  Him  whose  boundless  love  has  won 
Salvation  for  us  through  His  Son, 

To  God  the  Father  glory  be, 
Both  now  and  through  eternity. 
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Petra  (77  77  77). 


Richard  Redhead. 
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"  /  w/7/  manifest  Myself  to  him." 


CON  of  God,  to  Thee  I  cry ; 

By  the  holy  mystery 
Of  Thy  dwelling  here  on  earth, 
By  Thy  pure  and  holy  birth, 
Lord,  Thy  presence  let  me  see, 
Manifest  Thyself  to  me. 


2  Lamb  of  God,  to  Thee  I  cry ; 
By  Thy  bitter  agony, 
By  Thy  pangs,  to  us  unknown, 
By  Thy  spirit's  parting  groan, 
Lord,  Thy  presence  let  me  see, 
Manifest  Thyself  to  me. 


3  Prince  of  life,  to  Thee  I  cry  ; 
By  Thy  glorious  majesty, 
By  Thy  triumph  o'er  the  grave, 
Meek  to  suffer,  strong  to  save, 
Lord,  Thy  presence  let  me  see, 
Manifest  Thyself  to  me. 


Lord  of  glory,  God  most  high, 
Man  exalted  to  the  sky, 
"With  Thy  love  my  bosom  fill, 
Prompt  me  to  perform  Thy  will  ; 
Then  Thy  glory  I  shall  see, 
Thou  wilt  brino-  me  home  to  Thee. 
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S.  Frances  (cm.) 


G.  A.  Lohr. 
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Z.*tf  £&&  mind  be  in  you  which  ivas  also  in  Christ  Jesus." 

1  T  OED,  as  to  Thy  dear  cross  we  flee, 

And  plead  to  be  forgiven, 
So  let  Thy  life  our  pattern  be, 
And  form  our  souls  for  heaven. 

2  Help  us,  through  good  report  and  ill, 

Our  daily  cross  to  bear, 
Like  Thee,  to  do  our  Father's  will, 
Our  brethren's  griefs  to  share. 

3  Let  grace  our  selfishness  expel, 

Our  earthliness  refine, 
And  kindness  in  our  bosoms  dwell, 
As  free  and  true  as  Thine. 


4  If  joy  shall  at  Thy  bidding  fly, 

And  grief's  dark  day  come  on, 
We,  in  our  turn,  would  meekly  cry, 
Father,  Thy  will  be  done  ! 

5  Should  friends  misjudge,  or  foes  defame, 

Or  brethren  faithless  prove, 
Then,  like  Thine  own,  be  all  our  aim 
To  conquer  them  by  love. 

8  Kept  peaceful  in  the  midst  of  strife, 
Forgiving  and  forgiven, 
O  may  we  lead  the  pilgrim's  life, 
And  follow  Thee  to  heaven  ! 
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SECOND     COMING. 


Jam  Llcis  (l.m.) 


1b  \>mn  80    (48) 


John  Bishop. 


"  For  the  Lord  Himself  shall  descend  from  heaven  with  a  shout,  ivith  the  voice  of  the 
archangel,  and  with  the  trump  of  God." 


1  TITHEN  Jesus  came  to  earth  of  old, 

He  came  in  weakness  and  in  woe ; 
He  wore  no  form  of  angel  mould, 
But  took  our  nature,  poor  and  low. 

2  But  when  He  cometh  back  once  more, 

There  shall  be  set  the  great  white 
throne  ; 
And  earth  and  heaven  shall  flee  before 
The  face  of  Him  that  sits  thereon. 


3  O  Son  of  God  in  glory  crowned, 

The  Judge  ordained  of  quick  and 
dead  ! 
O  Son  of  man,  so  pitying  found, 
For  all  the  tears  Thy  people  shed  ! 

4  Be  with  us  in  this  darkened  place, 

This  weary ,  restless,  dangerou  s  n  ight ; 
And  teach,  0  teach  us  by  Thy  grace 
To  struggle  onward  into  light ! 
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5  And  since  in  God's  recording  book 

Our  sins  are  written  every  one — 
The  crime,  the  wrath,  the  wandering  look, 
The  good  we  knew  and  left  undone — 

6  Lord,  ere  the  last  dread  trump  be  heard, 

And  ere  before  Thy  face  we  stand, 
Look  Thou  on  each  accusing  word, 
And  blot  it  with  Thy  bleeding  hand. 

7  And  by  the  love  that  brought  Thee  here, 

And  by  the  cross,  and  by  the  grave, 
Give  perfect  love  for  conscious  fear, 
And  in  the  day  of  judgment  save. 

8  And  lead  us  on  while  here  we  stray, 

And  make  us  love  our  heavenly  home  ; 
Till  from  our  hearts  we  love  to  say, 
"  Even  so,  Lord  Jesus,  quickly  come." 


Saxony  (l.m.) 


Ib^mn  81 


(49) 


Old  German  Chorale. 
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.<4«</  then  shall  they  see  the  Son  of  man  coming  in  a  cloud,  with  fioiuer  and  great  glory. 

1  npHE  Lord  will  come,  the  earth  shall  quake, 

The  hills  their  fixed  seat  forsake, 
And,  withering  from  the  vault  of  night, 
The  stars  withdraw  their  feeble  light. 

2  The  Lord  will  come  ;  but  not  the  same 
As  once  in  lowly  form  He  came, 

A  silent  Lamb  to  slaughter  led, 

The  bruised,  the  suffering,  and  the  dead. 

3  The  Lord  will  come,  a  dreadful  form, 
With  wreath  of  flame  and  robe  of  storm, 
On  cherub  wings  and  wings  of  wind, 
Appointed  Judge  of  humankind. 

4  Can  this  be  He  who  wont  to  stray, 
A  pilgrim  on  the  world's  highway, 

By  power  opprest,  and  mocked  by  pride — 
The  Nazarene,  the  Crucified  ? 

5  Go,  tyrants  !  to  the  rocks  complain  ; 
Go,  seek  the  mountain's  cleft  in  vain ; 
But  faith,  victorious  o'er  the  tomb, 
Shall  sing  for  joy,  "  The  Lord  is  come  ! " 
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HOLYWOOD   (87  87  87). 


FIRST  TUNE. 


Samuel  Webbe. 


S3L 


&& 


fH 


1    1 


I    1 


sof 


J^ 


m 


rl      rt      A      A 


ez 


S 


prv 


zfezst 


-<^£>- 


-O- 


£ 


AU 


e 


i=t 


du^J-sl^ 

W^-A-^\ 

F^=^ 

1       1              -, 

(g):gA  r^  °  P  r3 

r  p  <>  p- 

i  •  i  i 

-j ! f~© P1— 

*-= -* G>- 

w_i--  p-l \— 

—J — I — f— 

'ill — L^ 

-j © — 

}=t 


1 


-©—  S^ 


? 


r 


:p- 


gs 


_J_icu 


^ 


-G> ^ <S>- 


c^/  , ^ ar' 


- 


1 


* 


'7r 


rsi^ 


H 


Behold,  He  cometh  with  clouds  ;  and  every  eye  shall  see  Him,  and  they  also  which  pierced  Him . 
and  all  kindreds  of  the  earth  shall  wail  because  of  Him.     Even  so,  Amen." 


1  TO!  He  comes,  with  clouds  descend- 

ing, 
Once  for  favoured  sinners  slain  ; 
Thousand  thousand  saints  attending, 
Swell  the  triumph  of  His  train  : 

Halleluiah  ! 
God  appears  on  earth  to  reign. 

2  Every  eye  shall  now  behold  Him 

Robed  in  dreadful  majesty  ; 
Those  who  set  at  nought  and  sold  Him, 
Pierced  and  nailed  Him  to  the  tree, 

Deeply  wailing, 
Shall  the  true  Messiah  see. 


3  Every  island,  sea,  and  mountain, 

Heaven     and     earth,     shall     flee 
away  ; 
All  who  hate  Him  must,  confounded, 
Hear  the  trump  proclaim  the  day  ; 

Come  to  judgment, 
Come  to  judgment,  come  away  ! 

j  4  Now  redemption,  long  expected, 
See  in  solemn  pomp  appear  ! 
All  His  saints,  by  man  rejected, 
Now  shall  meet  Him  in  the  air  : 

Halleluiah  ! 
See  the  day  of  God  appear  ! 
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5  Yea,  amen,  let  all  adore  Thee, 
High  on  Thine  eternal  throne  ! 
Saviour,  take  the  power  and  glory  ; 
Claim  the  kingdom  for  Thine  own 

O  come  quickly  ! 
Everlasting  God,  come  down. 


Ib^mn  82    (5<» 


Regent  Square  (87  87  87). 


SECOND  TUNE. 
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Behold,  He  cometh  with  clouds  ;  and  every  eye  shall  see  Him,  and  they  also  which  pierced  Him 
and  all  kindreds  of  the  earth  shall  luail  because  of  Him.     Even  so,  Amen." 


Once  for  favoured  sinners  slain  ; 

Thousand  thousand  saints  attending, 

Swell  the  triumph  of  His  train  : 

Halleluiah  ! 
God  appears  on  earth  to  reign. 

2  Every  eye  shall  now  behold  Him 
Robed  in  dreadful  majesty  ; 
Those  who  set  at  nought  and  sold  Him, 
Pierced  and  nailed  Him  to  the  tree, 

Deeply  wailing, 
Shall  the  true  Messiah  see. 


3  Every  island,  sea,  and  mountain, 

Heaven      and     earth,     shall     flee 
away  ; 
All  who  hate  Him  must,  confounded, 
Hear  the  trump  proclaim  the  day  ; 

Come  to  judgment, 
Come  to  judgment,  come  away  ! 

4  Now  redemption,  long  expected, 

See  in  solemn  pomp  appear  ! 
All  His  saints,  by  man  rejected, 
Now  shall  meet  Him  in  the  air  : 

Halleluiah  ! 
See  the  day  of  God  appear  ! 


5  Yea,  amen,  let  all  adore  Thee, 
High  on  Thine  eternal  throne  ! 
Saviour,  take  the  power  and  glory  ; 
Claim  the  kingdom  for  Thine  own 

O  come  quickly  ! 
Everlasting  God,  come  down. 
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Magdeburg  (878787). 


FIRST  TUNE. 


Joachim  Neander. 
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"  Surely  I  come  quickly.     Amen.     Even  so,  come,  Lord  Jesus. 


1  /CHRIST  is  coming  !  let  creation 

From  her  groans  and  travail  cease ; 
Let  the  glorious  proclamation 
Hope  restore,  and  faith  increase  : 

Christ  is  coming  ! 
Come,  Thou  blessed  Prince  of  Peace. 


Earth  can  now  but  tell  the  story 
Of  Thy  bitter  cross  and  pain  ; 

She  shall  yet  behold  Thy  glory, 
When  Thou  comest  back  to  reign 

Christ  is  coming  ! 
Let  each  heart  repeat  the  strain. 


3  Long  Thine  exiles  have  been  pining, 

Far  from  rest,  and  home,  and  Thee  ; 
But,  in  heavenly  vestures  shining, 
Soon  they  shall  Thy  glory  see  : 

Christ  is  coming  ! 
Haste  the  joyous  jubilee. 

4  With  that  blessed  hope  before  us, 

Let  no  harp  remain  unstrung  ; 
Let  the  mighty  advent-chorus 

Onward  roll  from  tongue  to  tongue  c. 

Christ  is  coming  ! 
Come,  Lord  Jesus,  quickly  come  ! 
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w 


S 


i 


A^k 
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Webbes  Modern  Church  Music,  1791. 
Samuel  IVebbe  (?) 
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"  Surely  I  come  quickly.     Amen.     Even  so,  come,  Lord  Jesus." 

1  r^HKIST  is  coming  !  let  creation         ;  2  Earth  can  now  but  tell  the  story 


From  her  groans  and  travail  cease ; 
Let  the  glorious  proclamation 
Hope  restore,  and  faith  increase  : 

Christ  is  coming! 
Come,  Thou  blessed  Prince  of  Peace. 


Of  Thy  bitter  cross  and  pain  ; 
She  shall  yet  behold  Thy  glory, 
When  Thou  comest  back  to  reign 

Christ  is  coming ! 
Let  each  heart  repeat  the  strain. 


3  Long  Thine  exiles  have  been  pining, 

Far  from  rest,  and  home,  and  Thee 
But  in  heavenly  vestures  shining, 
Soon  they  shall  Thy  glory  see  : 

Christ  is  coming ! 
Haste  the  joyous  jubilee. 

4  With  that  blessed  hope  before  us, 

Let  no  harp  remain  unstrung  ; 
Let  the  mighty  advent-chorus 

Onward  roll  from  tongue  to  tongue : 

Christ  is  coming ! 
Come,  Lord  Jesus,  quickly  come  ! 
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1f3\>mn  84    (233) 


HOLYROOD  (S.M.) 


James  Watson. 
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"  Surely  I  cejiic  quickly." 


1  pOME,  Lord,  and  tarry  not : 
^     Bring  the  long-looked-for  day  : 

O  why  these  years  of  waiting  here, — 
These  ages  of  delay  ? 


2  Come,  for  Thy  saints  still  wait ; 

Daily  ascends  their  sigh  ; 
The  Spirit  and  the  Bride  say,  Come 

Dost  Thou  not  hear  the  cry  % 


3  Come,  for  creation  groans, 
Impatient  of  Thy  stay, 

"Worn  out  with  these  long  years  of  ill- 
These  ages  of  delay. 

4  Come,  for  love  waxes  cold, 
Its  steps  are  faint  and  slow  ; 

Faith  now  is  lost  in  unbelief, 
Hope's  lamp  burns  dim  and  low. 

5  Come  in  Thy  glorious  might, — 
Come  with  the  iron  rod, 

Scattering  Thy  foes  before  Thy  face, 
Most  mighty  Son  of  God  ! 

6  Come  and  make  all  things  new  : 
Build  up  this  ruined  earth  ; 

Restore  our  faded  Paradise, 
Creation's  second  birth. 
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7  Come  and  begin  Thy  reign 

Of  everlasting  peace  : 
Come,  take  the  kingdom  to  Thyself, 

Great  King  of  righteousness. 
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FIRST  TUNE. 
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SECOND  tune. 


Melchior  Vulpius. 
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1  Ty  HAT  though  thy  sons  be  sleeping 

Beneath  the  earth's  cold  sod  ; 
Yet  cease  thy  wail  and  weeping, 
Church  of  the  living  God. 

2  What  though  on  earth  thou  drinkest 

The  cup  of  shame  and  grief  ; 
JTis  nearer  than  thou  thinkest, 
The  hour  of  thy  relief. 


3  The  Lord  on  high  hath  risen, 

The  First-born  from  the  dead ; 
And  soon  from  death's  dark  prison 
The  captives  shall  be  led. 

4  Then  hush  thy  tones  of  sadness  ; 

Thy  sackcloth  cast  aside ; 

Prepare  to  meet  with  gladness 

Him  raised  and  glorified. 
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Nicolai  (898  898  664  88). 
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Ib^mn  86    (235) 

And  at  midnight  there  was  a  cry  made,  Behold  the  Bridegroom  cometh  ;  go  ye  out  to  meet  Him. 

1  TtTAKE,  awake,  for  night  is  flying  : 

The  watchmen  from  the  heights  are  crying, 

Awake,  Jerusalem,  arise  ! 
Midnight's  solemn  hour  is  tolling, 
His  chariot-wheels  are  nearer  rolling  ; 

He  comes  ;  prepare,  ye  virgins  wise. 
Rise  up  ;  with  willing  feet 
Go  forth,  the  Bridegroom  meet. 

Alleluia  ! 
Bear  through  the  night  your  well-trimmed  light, 
Speed  forth  to  join  the  marriage  rite. 

2  Sion  hears  the  watchmen  singing, 

Her  heart  with  deep  delight  is  springing, 

At  once  she  wakes,  she  hastes  away  ; 
Forth  her  Bridegroom  hastens  glorious, 
In  grace  arrayed,  by  truth  victorious  ; 

Her  grief  is  joy,  her  night  is  day  : 
All  hail,  Incarnate  Lord, 
Our  Crown  and  our  Reward  ! 

Alleluia  ! 
We  haste  along,  in  pomp  of  song, 
And  gladsome  join  the  marriage  throng. 

3  Hear  Thy  praise,  O  Lord,  ascending, 
From  tongues  of  men  and  angels  blending 

"With  harp  and  lute  and  psaltery. 
By  Thy  pearly  gates  in  wonder 
We  stand,  and  swell  the  voice  of  thunder, 

In  bursts  of  choral  melody  : 
No  vision  ever  brought, 
No  ear  hath  ever  caught, 

Such  bliss  and  joy  : 
We  raise  the  song,  we  swell  the  throng, 
To  praise  Thee  ages  all  along. 
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Advent  (87  887  77  77). 


IV.  H.  Monk,  Mus.  D. 


tr — 1 — 1 — ^~^ 


3 


5 


W^ 


z± 


^z: 


3 


-&- 


m^k4^ 


A=^A 


^ G> 


rr 

UL 


e 


f3^^ 


if  " 


zz 


p 


F=P 


st 


5h=J=fiUst 


n  j 


^ 


i 


^3 


-©-- 


? 


P 


A  A 


rr~r~r- 


rr 


:~^F^ 


si 


*A-A_A 


^ 


-.® 1- 


d-sHt 


3 


3^ 


r-r-r 


^ 


zz 


"P" 


5& 


aLd 


B 


P 


# 


E 


fc^sbbi 


^ 


^  J.  J 


zz: 


* 


J 


zz 


g 


J=J: 


4^ 


J. 


■ZZJpL—^ 


3 


i 


IraZi 


2 


£ 


4=^ 


E^ 


-s»- 


~y^   r-> 


igTSfczZ 


# 


^~^T 


P 


f — h 


zz 


iii 


J. 


PgFp=f=Ti3 


-<^-5« — °- 


J.J.ifL 


:sz: 


-© — <©- 


i=t 


1     1 

-.0 — ^~ 


1 — r 


+— — t 


114 


1b?mn  87 


(236) 


He saith,  Surely  I  come  qtuckly.     Amen.     Even  so,  come,  Lord  Jesus. 


npHOU  art  coming,  O  my  Saviour, 
"*•     Thou     art     coming,     0     my 

King, 
In  Thy  beauty  all-resplendent, 
In  Thy  glory  all-transcendent ; 

Well  may  we  rejoice  and  sing  ; 
Coming  !     In  the  opening  east 

Herald  brightness  slowly  swells  ; 
Coming  !     O  my  glorious  Priest, 

Hear  we  not  Thy  golden  bells  ? 


Thou  art  coming,  Thou  art  coming  ; 

We  shall  meet  Thee  on  Thy  way, 
We  shall  see  Thee,  we  shall  know  Thee, 
We  shall  bless  Thee,  we  shall  show 
Thee 

All  our  hearts  could  never  say  ; 
What  an  anthem  that  will  be 

Ringing  out  our  love  to  Thee, 
Pouring  out  our  rapture  sweet 

At  Thine  own  all-glorious  feet. 


3  Thou  art  coming  ;  at  Thy  table 

We  are  witnesses  for  this  ; 
While  remembering  hearts  Thou  meetest 
In  communion  clearest,  sweetest, 

Earnest  of  our  coming  bliss, 
Showing  not  Thy  death  alone, 

And  Thy  love  exceeding  great, 
But  Thy  coming,  and  Thy  throne, 

All  for  which  we  long  and  wait. 

4  Thou  art  coming  ;  we  are  waiting 

With  a  hope  that  cannot  fail, 
Asking  not  the  day  or  hour, 
Resting  on  Thy  word  of  power, 

Anchored  safe  within  the  veil. 
Time  appointed  may  be  long, 

But  the  vision  must  be  sure  ; 
Certainty  shall  make  us  strong, 

Joyful  patience  can  endure. 

5  O  the  joy  to  see  Thee  reigning, 

Thee,  my  own  beloved  Lord  ! 

Every  tongue  Thy  name  confessing, 

Worship,  honour,  glory,  blessing- 
Brought  to  Thee  with  one  accord, — 

Thee,  my  Master,  and  my  Friend, 
Vindicated  and  enthroned, 

Unto  earth's  remotest  end 
Glorified,  adored,  and  owned  ! 
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i&± 


3^3 


^B 


S 


3 


g 


D 


fc 


ZZ 


/' 


F 


r 


^ 


1 


bp- 


—  T?  -& 


^ 


J2 


tf 


1 


bS 


E 


~75L 


F=F 


T2L 


£ 


;^pEP 


£ 


^^ 


d 


raW. 


|Z^2± 


S 


SH 


we 


7^" 

k 


^ 


r 


j. 


tf-r 
3& 


^ 


P^ 


-■^f: 


g^p 


12=22: 


"  /fe. .  .  .saith,  Surely  I  come  quickly.     Amen.     Even  so,  come,  Lord  Jesus." 


1  C\  QUICKLY  come,dread  Judge  of  all; 
"  For,  awful  though  Thine  advent  be, 
All  shadows  from  the  truth  will  fall, 

And  falsehood  die,  in  sight  of  Thee : 
O  quickly  come  :  for  doubt  and  fear 
Like  clouds  dissolve  when  Thou  art 


2  O  quickly  come,  great  King  of  all ; 
Reign  all  around  us,  and  within ; 
Let  sin  no  more  our  souls  enthral, 

Let  pain  and  sorrow  die  with  sin  : 
O  quickly  come  :  for  Thou  alone 
Canst  make  Thy  scattered  people  one. 
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3  O  quickly  come,  true  Life  of  all ; 

For  death  is  mighty  all  around ; 
On  every  home  his  shadows  fall, 

On  every  heart  his  mark  is  found  : 
O  quickly  come  :  for  grief  and  pain 
Can  never  cloud  Thy  glorious  reign. 

4  O  quickly  come,  sure  Light  of  all, 

For  gloomy  night   broods  o'er  our 
way; 
And  weakly  souls  begin  to  fall 

With  weary  watching  for  the  day  : 
O  quickly  come  :  for  round  Thy  throne 
No  eye  is  blind,  no  night  is  known. 
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Dies  Ir;e  (8  8  8). 

Verse  1  of  verses  1-14. 


Rev.  J.  B.  Dykes,  Mus.  D. 
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"  The  great  and  terrible  day  of  the  Lord." 


1  T\AY  of  wrath  !  0  day  of  mourning  ! 
■U     See  fulfilled  the  prophet's  warning  ! 
Heaven  and  earth  in  ashes  burning. 

2  0  what  fear  man's  bosom  rendeth, 
When  from  heaven  the  Judge  descendeth, 
On  whose  sentence  all  dependeth  ! 

3  Wondrous  sound  the  trumpet  flingeth, 
Through  earth's  sepulchres  it  ringeth, 
All  before  the  throne  it  bringeth. 

4  Death  is  struck,  and  nature  quaking, 
All  creation  is  awaking, 

To  its  Judge  an  answer  making. 

5  Lo,  the  Book,  exactly  worded, 
Wherein  all  hath  been  recorded  ! 
Thence  shall  judgment  be  awarded. 

6  When  the  Judge  his  seat  attaineth, 
And  each  hidden  deed  arraigneth, 
Nothing  unavenged  remaineth. 

7  What  shall  I,  frail  man,  be  pleading, 
Who  for  me  be  interceding, 

When  the  just  are  mercy  needing? 


8  King  of  majesty  tremendous, 
Who  dost  free  salvation  send  us, 
Fount  of  pity,  then  befriend  us  ! 

9  Think,  good  Jesus,  my  salvation 
Caused  Thy  wondrous  incarnation  ; 
Leave  me  not  to  reprobation. 

10  Faint  and  weary  Thou  hast  sought  me, 
On  the  cross  of  suffering  bought  me  ; 
Shall  such  grace  be  vainly  brought  me  ? 

11  Righteous  Judge  !  for  sin's  pollution 
Grant  Thy  gift  of  absolution, 

Ere  that  day  of  retribution. 

12  Guilty,  now  I  pour  my  moaning, 
All  my  shame  with  anguish  owning  ; 
Spare,  O  God,  Thy  suppliant  groaning  ! 

13  Thou  the  sinful  woman  savedst ; 
Thou  the  dying  thief  f orgavest ; 
And  to  me  a  hope  vouchsafest. 

14  Worthless  are  my  prayers  and  sighing, 
Yet,  good  Lord,  in  grace  complying, 
Rescue  me  from  fires  undying. 
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Verse  16. 
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15  With  Thy  favoured  sheep  0  place  me, 
Xor  among  the  goats  abase  me ; 
But  to  Thy  right  hand  upraise  me. 


16  While  the  wicked  are  confounded, 
Doomed  to  flames  of  woe  unbounded, 
Call  me  with  Thv  saints  surrounded. 
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17  Low  I  kneel,  with  heart-submission  ; 
See,  like  ashes,  my  contrition  ; 
Help  me  in  my  last  condition. 


IS  Ah,  that  day  of  tears  and  mourning  ! 
From  the  dust  of  earth  returning, 
Man  for  judgment  must  prepare  him 
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19  Spare,  0  God,  in  mercy  spare  him  ! 
Lord  all-pitying,  Jesus  blest, 
Grant  them  Thine  eternal  rest ! 
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HYMNS    OF    THE    HOLY    SPIRIT, 


Newington  (cm.) 
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Rev.  IVilliam  Jones. 
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i:  And  suddenly  there  came  a  sound  from 

1  \y  HEN  God  of  old  came  down  from 

heaven, 
In  power  and  wrath  He  came  ; 
Before  His  feet  the  clouds  were  riven, 
Half  darkness  and  half  flame. 

2  But  when  He  came  the  second  time, 

He  came  in  power  and  love  ; 
Softer  than  gale  at  morning  prime 
Hovered  His  holv  Dove. 


heaven,  as  of  a  rushing  mighty  wind." 

3  The  fires  that  rushed  on  Sinai  down 

In  sudden  torrents  dread, 
Now  gently  light,  a  glorious  crown, 
On  every  sainted  head. 

4  And  as  on  Israel's  awe-struck  ear 

The  voice  exceeding  loud, 
The    trump,    that    angels    quake    to 
hear, 
Thrilled  from  the  deep,  dark  cloud ; 
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5  So,  when  the  Spirit  of  our  God 

Came  down  His  flock  to  find, 
A  voice  from  heaven  was  heard  abroad, 
A  rushing,  mighty  wind. 

6  It  fills  the  Church  of  God— it  fills 

The  sinful  world  around  : 
Only  in  stubborn  hearts  and  wills 
No  place  for  it  is  found. 

7  Come  Lord,  come  Wisdom,  Love,  and  Power, 

Open  our  ears  to  hear  ; 
Let  us  not  miss  the  accepted  hour  ; 
Save,  Lord,  by  love  or  fear. 
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Veni  Creator  (l.m.) 


Old  Melody  from  Latin  Church. 
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Last  two  lines  of  4th  verse. 
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' '  The  Comforter^  which  is  the  Holy  Ghost. 


1  /^OME,  Holy  Ghost,  our  souls  inspire, 

And  lighten  with  celestial  fire  ; 
Thou  the  anointing  Spirit  art, 
Who  dost  Thy  sevenfold  gifts  impart. 

2  Thy  blessed  unction  from  above 
Is  comfort,  life,  and  fire  of  love  ; 
Enable  with  perpetual  light 

The  dulness  of  our  blinded  sight : 


3  Anoint  and  cheer  our  soiled  face 
With  the  abundance  of  Thy  grace  : 
Keep  far  our  foes,  give  peace  at  home  ; 
Where  Thou  art  guide  no  ill  can  come. 

4  Teach  us  to  know  the  Father,  Son, 
And  Thee  of  Both,  to  be  but  One  ; 
That,  through  the  ages  all  along, 
This  may  be  our  endless  song  : 
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Praise  to    Thy     e  -   ter  -   nal    mer  -  it,      Fa  -  ther,   Son,     and    Ho   -   Iy      Spir  it. 
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"  Know  ye  not  that  ye  are  the  temple  of  God,  and  that  tlie  Spirit  of  God  diuelleth  in  yon  ?" 


1  riREATOR  Spirit !  by  whose  aid 

The  world's  foundations  first  were 
Come,  visit  every  pious  mind,      [laid, 
And  pour  Thy  joys  on  all  mankind  ; 
From  sin  and  sorrow  set  us  free, 
And  make  us  temples  worthy  Thee. 


2  O  source  of  uncreated  light, 
The  Father's  promised  Paraclete  ! 
Thrice  holy  Fount !  thrice  holy  Fire  ! 
Our  hearts  with  heavenly  love  inspire ; 
Come,  and  Thy  sacred  unction  bring, 
To  sanctify  us  while  we  sing. 
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Plenteous  of  grace,  descend  from  high, 

Rich  in  Thy  sevenfold  energy  ; 

Thou  strength  of  His  Almighty  hand, 

Whose  power  doth  heaven  and  earth  command, 

Chase  from  our  minds  the  infernal  foe, 

And  peace,  the  fruit  of  love,  bestow. 

Immortal  honour,  endless  fame, 
Attend  the  Almighty  Father's  name  ; 
The  Saviour-Son  be  glorified, 
Who  for  lost  man's  redemption  died  : 
And  equal  adoration  be, 
Eternal  Paraclete,  to  Thee. 
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77j^  Comforter,  which  is  the  Holy  Ghost  " 


1  pOME,  Holy  Ghost,  Creator,  come, 

And  visit  all  the  souls  of  Thine  : 

Thou  hast  inspired  our  hearts  with  life 

Inspire  them  now  with  life  divine. 


2  Thou  art  the  Comforter,  the  gift 

Of  God  most  high  ;  the  fire  of  love, 
The  everlasting  spring  of  joy, 
And  holy  unction  from  above. 


3  Thy  gifts  are  manifold  ;  Thou  writest 

God's  laws  in  every  faithful  heart  ; 
The  promise  of  the  Father,  Thou 
Dost  heavenly  eloquence  impart. 

4  Enlighten  our  dark  souls  till  they 

Thy  love,  Thy  heavenly  love  embrace  ; 
And,  since  we  are  by  nature  frail, 
Assist  us  with  Thy  saving  grace. 

5  Drive  far  from  us  the  mortal  foe, 

And  grant  us  to  have  peace  within  ; 
That,  with  Thy  light  and  guidance  blest, 
We  may  escape  the  snares  of  sin. 

6  Teach  us  the  Father  to  confess, 

And  Son,  who  from  the  grave  revived  ; 
And,  with  the  Father  and  the  Son, 
Thee,  Holy  Ghost,  from  both  derived. 

7  With  Thee,  O  Father,  therefore  may 

The  Son,  who  was  from  death  restored, 
And  sacred  Comforter,  one  God, 
To  endless  a^es  be  adored  ! 
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Maimer's  Standard  Psalmody 
of  Scotland,  1845. 
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Rochester  (l.m.) 


SECOND  TUNE. 


Daye's  Psalter,  IJ62. 
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' '  Darkness  was  upon 


1  QPIRIT  of  God,  that  moved  of  old 
^     Upon  the  waters'  darkened  face 


Come,  when  our  faithless  hearts  are  cold 
And  stir  them  with  an  inward  grace. 


face  of  the  deep,  and  the  Spirit  of  God  moved  upon  the  face  of  the  waters" 

2  Thou  that  art  Power  and  Peace  combined, 
All  highest  Strength,  all  purest  Love, 
The  rushing  of  the  mighty  Wind, 
The  brooding  of  the  gentle  Dove, — 
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3  Come,  give  us  still  Thy  powerful  aid, 

And  urge  us  on,  and  keep  us  Thine  ; 
Nor  leave  the  hearts  that  once  were  made 
Fit  temples  for  Thy  grace  divine  : 

4  Nor  let  us  quench  Thy  sevenfold  light ; 

But  still  with  softest  breathings  stir 
Our  wayward  souls — and  lead  us  right, 
O  Holy  Ghost,  the  Comforter  ! 
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S.  Philip  (777). 


W.  H.  Monk,  Mus.  D. 
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77*0#  sendest  forth  Thy  Spirit,  they  are  created ;  and  Thou  renezuest  the  face  of  the  earth. 


1  pOME,  Thou  Holy  Paraclete, 

And  from  Thy  celestial  seat 
Send  Thy  light  and  brilliancy. 

2  Father  of  the  poor,  draw  near, 
Giver  of  all  gifts,  be  here  : 

.  Come,  the  soul's  true  radiancy. 


Of  the  soul  the  sweetest  guest,— 
Come  in  toil  refreshingly. 

4  Thou  in  labour  rest  most  sweet, 
Thou  art  shadow  from  the  heat, 
Comfort  in  adversity. 


5  O  Thou  Light,  most  pure  and  blest, 
Shine  within  the  inmost  breast 

Of  Thy  faithful  company  • 

6  Where  Thou  art  not,  man  hath  nought ; 
Every  holy  deed  and  thought 

Comes  from  Thy  Divinity. 

7  What  is  soiled,  make  Thou  pure  ; 
What  is  wounded,  work  its  cure  ; 

What  is  parched,  fructify  ; 

8  What  is  rigid,  gently  bend  ; 
What  is  frozen,  warmly  tend  ; 

Straighten  what  goes  erringly. 

9  Fill  Thy  faithful,  who  confide 

In  Thy  power  to  guard  and  guide, 
With  Thy  sevenfold  Mystery. 

10  Here  Thy  grace  and  virtue  send  ; 
Grant  salvation  in  the  end, 
And  in  heaven  felicity. 
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S.    CCTHBERT   (8684). 


Rev.  J.  B.  Dykes,  Mus.  D. 
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"  IVJien  He,  the  Spirit  0/ truth,  is  come,  He  -will  guide  yon  into  all  truth" 

1  ("WE.  blest  Redeemer,  ere  He  breathed 
^     His  tender  last  farewell, 

A  Guide,  a  Comforter,  bequeathed 
With  us  to  dwell. 

2  He  came  sweet  influence  to  impart, 

A  gracious,  willing  guest, 
While  He  can  find  one  humble  heart 
Wherein  to  rest. 

3  And  His  that  gentle  voice  we  hear, 

Soft  as  the  breath  of  even, 
That  checks  each  thought,  that  calms  each  fear, 
And  speaks  of  heaven. 

4  And  every  virtue  we  possess, 

And  every  conquest  won, 
And  every  thought  of  holiness, 
Are  His  alone. 

5  Spirit  of  purity  and  grace, 

Our  weakness,  pitying,  see  : 
O  make  our  hearts  Thy  dwelling-place, 
And  worthier  Thee. 

6  O  praise  the  Father  ;  praise  the  Son  ; 

Blest  Spirit,  praise  to  Thee  ; 
All  praise  to  God,  the  Three  in  One, 
The  One  in  Three. 
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COBLENTZ  (87877788). 


Popular  French  Melody  0/  15th  Century. 
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"  /*<?r  the  kingdom  of  God  is ... .  righteousness,,  and  peace,  and  joy  in  the  Holy  Ghost. 


1  XTOLY  Ghost,  dispel  our  sadness, 

Pierce  the  clouds  of  sinful  night ; 
Come,  Thou  source  of  sweetest  gladness, 
Breathe  Thy  life,  and  spread  Thy 
light. 
Loving  Spirit,  God  of  peace, 
Great  distributer  of  grace, 
Rest  upon  this  congregation  ; 
Hear,  O  hear  our  supplication  ! 


2  From  that   height   which   knows    no 

measure, 

As  a  gracious  shower  descend, 

Bringing  down  the  richest  treasure 

Men  can  wish,  or  God  can  send  ; 

O  Thou  Glory,  shining  down 

From  the  Father  and  the  Son, 

Grant  us  Thy  illumination  ! 

Rest  upon  this  congregation. 
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Rochester  (l.m.) 


Ib^mn  98 


(238) 


Daye's  Psalter,  1362. 
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"  ^<?  ^az'tf  access  by  one  Spirit  to  the  Father." 

1  pOME,  Holy  Ghost,  and  through  each  heart 
^     The  fulness  of  Thy  glory  pour ; 

Who,  with  the  Son  and  Father,  art 
One  Godhead,  blest  for  evermore. 

2  So  shall  our  soul  and  voice  conspire 

Thy  praise  eternal  to  resound  ; 

So  shall  Thy  love  our  hearts  inspire, 

And  kindle  every  heart  around. 

3  Father  of  Mercies,  hear  our  cry ; 

Hear  us,  O  sole-begotten  Son  ; 
Hear  us,  O  Holy  Ghost  most  high, 
One  God,  while  endless  ages  run. 


Farrant  (cm.) 


Ib^mn  99    (6i> 


Adapted  from  Richard  Farrant. 
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1b$mn  99    (6i> 


/  will  pour  out  of  my  Spirit  upon  all  flesh." 


1  QPIRIT  Divine  !  attend  our  prayers, 
IO     And  make  this  house  Thy  home  ; 
Descend  with  all  Thy  gracious  powers  ; 

O  come,  great  Spirit,  come  ! 

2  Come  as  the  Light :  to  us  reveal 

Our  emptiness  and  woe  ; 
And  lead  us  in  those  paths  of  life 
Where  all  the  righteous  go. 

3  Come  as  the  Fire,  and  purge  our  heart- 

Like  sacrificial  flame  ; 
Let  our  whole  soul  an  offering  be 
To  our  Redeemer's  name. 


4  Come  as  the  Dew,  and  sweetly  bless 

This  consecrated  hour  : 
May  barrenness  rejoice  to  own 
Thy  fertilizing  power. 

5  Come  as  the  Dove,  and  spread  Thy  wings, 

The  wings  of  peaceful  love  ; 
And  let  the  Church  on  earth  become 
Blest  as  the  Church  above. 

6  Come  as  the  Wind,  with  rushing  sound 

And  Pentecostal  grace  ; 
That  all  of  woman  born  may  see 
The  glory  of  Thy  face. 


7  Spirit  Divine  !  attend  our  prayers. 
Make  a  lost  world  Thy  home  ; 
Descend  with  all  Thy  gracious  powers  ; 
O  come,  great  Spirit,  come  ! 


1b\>mn  100    (62) 


Franconia  (s.m.) 


FIRST  TUNE. 
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"  Waiting  for  the  promise  of  the  Fat/ter." 


1  T  ORD  God,  the  Holy  Ghost, 
JJ     In  this  accepted  hour, 

As  on  the  day  of  Pentecost, 
Descend  in  all  Thy  power. 

2  We  meet  with  one  accord 
In  our  appointed  place, 

And  wait  the  promise  of  our  Lord, 
The  Spirit  of  all  grace. 


3  Like  mighty  rushing  wind 
Upon  the  waves  beneath, 

Move  with  one  impulse  every  mind  : 
One  soul,  one  feeling  breathe. 

4  The  young,  the  old  inspire 
With  wisdom  from  above  ; 

And  give  us  hearts  and  tongues  of  fire. 
To  pray,  and  praise,  and  love. 


5  Spirit  of  light,  explore 
And  chase  our  gloom  away, 

With  lustre  shining  more  and  more 
Unto  the  perfect  day. 
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Alexandria  (s.m.) 


SECOND  TUNE. 


H.  J.  Gaunt let t,  Mus.  D. 
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"  Waiti7igfor  the  promise  of t 'lie  Father." 


1  T  ORD  God,  the  Holy  Ghost, 
-^     In  this  accepted  hour, 

As  on  the  day  of  Pentecost, 
Descend  in  all  Thy  power. 

2  We  meet  with  one  accord 
In  our  appointed  place, 

And  wait  the  promise  of  our  Lord 
The  Spirit  of  all  grace. 

3  Like  mighty  rushing  wind 
Upon  the  waves  beneath, 


Move  with  one  impulse  every  mind  ; 
One  soul,  one  feeling  breathe. 

4  The  young,  the  old  inspire 
With  wisdom  from  above  ; 

And  give  us  hearts  and  tongues  of  fire, 
To  pray,  and  praise,  and  love. 

5  Spirit  of  light,  explore 
And  chase  our  gloom  away, 

With  lustre  shining  more  and  more 
Unto  the  perfect  day. 


1b\>mn  101    (63) 


Tallis's  Ordinal  (cm.) 
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Thomas  Tallis. 
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Ib^mn  101    (63) 


They  spake  as  they  were  moved  by  the  Holy  Ghost." 


1  /~10ME,  Holy  Ghost,  our  hearts  inspire; 
^     Let  us  Thine  influence  prove, 
Source  of  the  old  prophetic  fire, 

Fountain  of  light  and  love. 

2  Come,  Holy  Ghost,  for  moved  by  Thee 

The  prophets  wrote  and  spoke  ; 
Unlock  the  truth,  Thyself  the  key, 
Unseal  the  sacred  book. 


3  Expand  Thy  wings,  celestial  Dove, 

Brood  o'er  our  nature's  night ; 
On  our  disordered  spirits  move, 
And  let  there  now  be  light. 

4  God  through  Himself  we  then  shall 

If  Thou  within  us  shine,  [know 

And  sound,  with  all  Thy  saints  below, 
The  depths  of  love  divine. 


Ib^mn  102    (64) 


S.  Olave  (s.m.) 
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The  Spirit  of  wisdom  and  revelation." 


1  /HOME,  Holy  Spirit,  come, 

^     Let  Thy  bright  beams  arise, 
Dispel  the  darkness  from  our  minds, 
And  open  all  our  eyes. 

2  Cheer  our  desponding  hearts, 
Thou  heavenly  Paraclete  ; 

Give  us  to  lie  with  humble  hope 
At  our  Eedeemer's  feet. 

3  Revive  our  drooping  faith, 
Our  doubts  and  fears  remove, 

And  kindle  in  our  breasts  the  flame 
Of  never-dying  love. 


4  Convince  us  of  our  sin, 
Then  lead  to  Jesus'  blood, 

And  to  our  wondering  view  reveal 
The  secret  love  of  God. 

5  Show  us  that  loving  Man 
That  rules  the  courts  of  bliss, 

The  Lord  of  hosts,  the  mighty  God, 
The  eternal  Prince  of  Peace. 

6  'Tis  Thine  to  cleanse  the  heart, 
To  sanctify  the  soul, 

To  pour  fresh  life  on  every  part, 
And  new  create  the  whole. 


in  our  hearts  ; 
Our  minds  from  bondage  free  ; 
Then  shall  we  know  and  praise  and  love 
The  Father,  Son,  and  Thee. 
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SOLDAU    (L, 


M.) 


Pentecost  Hymn  of  13th  CenUiry. 
Arranged Jroni  Luther's  Psalter,  1524. 
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TVz^  Spirit  like  a  dove  descending." 


1  pOME,  Holy  Spirit,  heavenly  Dove, 
My  sinful  maladies  remove  ; 
Be  Thou  my  Light,  be  Thou  my  Guide, 
O'er  every  thought  and  step  preside. 


2  The  light  of  truth  to  me  display, 
That  I  may  know  and  choose  my  way : 
Plant  holy  fear  within  mine  heart, 
That  I  from  God  may  ne'er  depart. 


3  Conduct  me  safe,  conduct  me  far 
From  every  sin  and  hurtful  snare  : 
Lead  me  to  God,  my  final  Rest, 
In  His  enjoyment  to  be  blest. 

4  Lead  me  to  Christ,  the  Living  Way. 
Nor  let  me  from  His  pastures  stray  ; 
Lead  me  to  heaven,  the  seat  of  bliss, 
Where  pleasure  in  perfection  is. 

5  Lead  me  to  holiness,  the  road 

That  I  must  take  to  dwell  with  God  ; 
Lead  to  Thy  Word,  that  rules  must  give, 
And  sure  directions  how  to  live. 

6  Lead  me  to  means  of  grace,  where  I 
May  own  my  wants,  and  seek  supply  : 
Lead  to  Thyself,  the  Spring  from  whence 
To  fetch  all  quickening  influence. 

7  Thus  I,  conducted  still  by  Thee, 
Of  God  a  child  beloved  shall  be. 
Here  to  His  family  pertain, 
Hereafter  with  Him  ever  reign. 
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1b?mn  104    (66) 
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"  When  He,  the  Spirit  of  truth,  is  come,  He  will  guide  you  into  all  truth" 

1  rpHE  Spirit  breathes  upon  the  word, 

And  brings  the  truth  to  sight ; 
Precepts  and  promises  afford 
A  sanctifying  light. 

2  A  glory  gilds  the  sacred  page, 

Majestic  like  the  sun  ; 
It  gives  a  light  to  every  age — 
It  gives,  but  borrows  none. 

3  The  hand  that  gave  it  still  supplies 

The  gracious  light  and  heat ; 
His  truths  upon  the  nations  rise — 
They  rise,  but  never  set. 

4  Let  everlasting  thanks  be  Thine 

For  such  a  bright  display 
As  makes  a  world  of  darkness  shine 
With  beams  of  heavenly  day, 

5  My  soul  rejoices  to  pursue 

The  steps  of  Him  I  love, 
Till  glory  breaks  upon  my  view 
In  brighter  worlds  above. 


133 


1b?mn  105    (239) 


Sales  (8  8  6). 


Frank  Champneys,  M.A.,  M.D. 
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"  He  is  faithful:1 

1  T'O  Thee,  0  Comforter  Divine,  |  3  To  Thee,  whose  faithful  voice  doth  win 

For  all  Thy  grace  and  power  benign,  ,      The  wandering  from  the  ways  of  sin, 
Sine:  we  Alleluia  !  Sing  we  Alleluia  ! 


2  To  Thee,  whose  faithful  love  had  place 
In  God's  great  covenant  of  grace, 
Sincf  we  Alleluia  ! 


4  To  Thee,  whose  faithful  power  doth 
Enlighten,  sanctify,  and  seal,       [heal, 
Sincr  we  Alleluia  ! 


5  To  Thee,  whose  faithful  truth  is  shown 
By  every  promise  made  our  own, 

Sing  we  Alleluia  ! 

6  To  Thee,  our  Teacher  and  our  Friend, 
Our  faithful  Leader  to  the  end, 

Sing  we  Alleluia  ! 

7  To  Thee,  by  Jesus  Christ  sent  down, 
Of  all  His  gifts  the  sum  and  crown, 

Sing  we  Alleluia  ! 

8  To  Thee,  who  art  with  God  the  Son 
And  God  the  Father  ever  One, 

Sing  we  Alleluia  ! 
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1b^mn  106    (240) 


Evelyn  (7776). 
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Sir  Arthur  S.  Sullivan,  Mus.  D. 
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"  The  Spirit  of  wisdom  and  understanding,  the  Spirit  of  counsel  and  might, 
the  Spirit  of  knowledge  and  of  the  fear  of  the  Lord." 


1  QPIRIT  blest,  who  art  adored 

^     With  the  Father  and  the  Word, 
One  Eternal  God  and  Lord — 
Hear  us,  Holy  Spirit. 

2  Spirit  of  the  only  Wise, 

Thou  in  whom  all  knowledge  lies, 
Reading  all  with  searching  eyes — 
Hear  us,  Holy  Spirit. 

3  Spirit  guiding  to  the  right, 
Spirit  making  darkness  light, 
Spirit  of  resistless  might — 

Hear  us,  Holy  Spirit. 

4  Spirit,  falling  like  a  dove 
From  the  opened  skies  above, 
With  the  Father's  power  and  love — 

Hear  us,  Holy  Spirit. 

5  Spirit,  by  whose  gifts  of  grace 
Jesus  blessed  our  fallen  race, 
Raising  them  from  lowly  place — 

Hear  us,  Holy  Spirit. 

6  Spirit,  showing  us  the  way, 
Warning  when  we  go  astray, 
Pleading  in  us  when  we  pray — 

Hear  us,  Holy  Spirit. 


7  Spirit,  whom  our  failings  grieve, 
Whom  the  world  will  not  receive, 
Who  dost  help  us  to  believe — 

Hear  us,  Holy  Spirit. 

8  Spirit,  guarding  us  from  ill, 
Bending  right  our  stubborn  will  ; 
Though  we  grieve  Thee,  patient  still — 

Hear  us,  Holy  Spirit. 

9  Spirit,  strength  of  all  the  weak, 
Giving  courage  to  the  meek, 
Teaching  faltering  tongues  to  speak — 

Hear  us,  Holy  Spirit. 

10  Spirit,  aiding  all  who  yearn 
More  of  truths  divine  to  learn, 
And  with  deeper  love  to  burn — 

Hear  us,  Holy  Spirit. 

1 1  Holy  Ghost,  when  sinners  fall, 
And  when  snares  their  souls  enthral, 
Leading  back  with  gentle  call — 

Hear  us,  Holy  Spirit 

12  Spirit,  bidding  terror  cease. 

When  from  sin  we  pray  release, 

Bidding  us  to  go  in  peace — 

Hear  us,  Holy  Spirit. 
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1b\>mn  107    (67) 


Moscow  (6646664) 


FIRST  TUNE. 


Felice  Giardini. 
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"And  God  said,  Let  there  be  light :  and  there  tuas  light." 


1  rriHOU  whose  almighty  word 

Chaos  and  darkness  heard, 

And  took  their  flight, 

Hear  us,  we  humbly  pray, 

And,  where  the  Gospel-day 

Sheds  not  its  glorious  ray, 

Let  there  be  light ! 

2  Thou  who  didst  come  to  bring 
On  Thy  redeeming  wing- 
Healing  and  sight, 

Health  to  the  sick  in  mind, 
Sight  to  the  inly  blind, 
O  now  to  all  mankind 
Let  there  be  light  ! 
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Spirit  of  truth  and  love, 
Life-giving,  holy  Dove, 

Speed  forth  Thy  flight ; 
Move  on  the  waters'  face, 
Spreading  the  beams  of  grace, 
And  in  earth's  darkest  place 

Let  there  be  light ! 

Blessed  and  holy  Three, 
Glorious  Trinity, 

"Wisdom,  Love,  Might  : 
Boundless  as  ocean's  tide, 
Rolling  in  fullest  pride, 
Through  the  earth  far  and  wide 

Let  there  be  light  ! 


Stobel  (664  6&64> 
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SECOND  TUNE. 
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"  And  God  said,  Let  there  be  light :  and  there  was  light. 


1  rjlHOU  whose  almighty  word 

Chaos  and  darkness  heard, 

And  took  their  flight, 

Hear  us,  we  humbly  pray, 

And,  where  the  Gospel-day 

Sheds  not  its  glorious  ray, 

Let  there  be  light ! 

2  Thou  who  didst  come  to  bring 
On  Thy  redeeming  wing- 
Healing  and  sight, 

Health  to  the  sick  in  mind, 
Sight  to  the  inly  blind, 
O  now  to  all  mankind 
Let  there  be  light ! 


3  Spirit  of  truth  and  love, 
Life-giving,  holy  Dove, 

Speed  forth  Thy  flight  ; 
Move  on  the  waters'  face, 
Spreading  the  beams  of  grace, 
And  in  earth's  darkest  place 

Let  there  be  light ! 

4  Blessed  and  holy  Three, 
Glorious  Trinity, 

Wisdom,  Love,  Might : 
Boundless  as  ocean's  tide, 
Rolling  in  fullest  pride, 
Through  the  earth  far  and  wide 

Let  there  be  light  ! 
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1bpmn  108 


(68) 


Heber  (7676  D.) 


FIRST  TUNE. 


Lowell  Mason,  Mus.  D. 


"  Come  over. 

1  Tj^ROM  Greenland's  icy  mountains, 
J-      From  India's  coral  strand, 
Where  Afric's  sunny  fountains 

Roll  down  their  golden  sand ; 
From  many  an  ancient  river, 

From  many  a  palmy  plain, 
They  call  us  to  deliver 

Their  land  from  error's  chain. 

2  What  though  the  spicy  breezes 

Blow  soft  o'er  Ceylon's  isle, 
Though  every  prospect  pleases, 

And  only  man  is  vile  ? 
In  vain  with  lavish  kindness 

The  gifts  of  God  are  strown, 
The  heathen  in  his  blindness 

Bows  down  to  wood  and  stone. 
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.and help  us." 

3  Can  we,  whose  souls  are  lighted 

With  wisdom  from  on  high, 
Can  we  to  men  benighted 

The  lamp  of  life  deny  ? 
Salvation,  O  salvation  ! 

The  joyful  sound  proclaim, 
Till  each  remotest  nation 

Has  learnt  Messiah's  name. 

4  Waft,  waft,  ye  winds,  His  story 

And  you,  ye  waters,  roll, 
Till,  like  a  sea  of  glory, 

It  spreads  from  pole  to  pole ; 
Till  o'er  our  ransomed  nature 

The  Lamb  for  sinners  slain, 
Redeemer,  King,  Creator, 

In  bliss  returns  to  reign. 


1b$mn  108    (68) 


Greenland  (7676  d.) 


SECOND  TUNE. 


Abridged  from 
Johann  Michael  Haydn. 
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"  Come  over. . 

1  T7R0M  Greenland's  icy  mountains, 
J-      From  India's  coral  strand, 
Where  Afric's  sunny  fountains 

Roll  down  their  golden  sand  ; 
From  many  an  ancient  river, 

From  many  a  palmy  plain, 
They  call  us  to  deliver 

Their  land  from  error's  chain. 

2  What  though  the  spicy  breezes 

Blow  soft  o'er  Ceylon's  isle, 
Though  every  prospect  pleases, 

And  only  man  is  vile  ? 
In  vain  with  lavish  kindness 

The  gifts  of  God  are  strown, 
The  heathen  in  his  blindness 

Bows  down  to  wood  and  stone. 


and  help  us.'' 

3  Can  we,  whose  souls  are  lighted 

With  wisdom  from  on  high, 
Can  we  to  men  benighted 

The  lamp  of  life  deny  ? 
Salvation,  O  salvation  ! 

The  joyful  sound  proclaim, 
Till  each  remotest  nation 

Has  learnt  Messiah's  name. 

4  Waft,  waft,  ye  winds,  His  story 

And  you,  ye  waters,  roll, 
Till,  like  a  sea  of  glory, 

It  spreads  from  pole  to  pole ; 
Till  o'er  our  ransomed  nature 

The  Lamb  for  sinners  slain, 
Redeemer,  King,  Creator, 

In  bliss  returns  to  reign. 
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(69) 


S.  Theodulph  (7676  D.) 


FIRST   TUNE. 
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Melchior  Teschner. 
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"  Blessed  be  His  glorious  name  for  ever:  and  let  the  -whole  earth  be  fi lied  with  His  glory. 


1  tTAIL  to  the  Lord's  Anointed, 

Great  David's  greater  Son  ! 
Hail,  in  the  time  appointed, 

His  reign  on  earth  begun  ! 
He  comes  to  break  oppression, 

To  set  the  captive  free, 
To  take  away  transgression, 

And  rule  in  equity. 

2  He  shall  come  down  like  showers 

Upon  the  fruitful  earth, 
And  love,  joy,  hope,  like  flowers, 
Spring  in  His  path  to  birth  ; 
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Before  Him,  on  the  mountains, 
Shall  peace,  the  herald,  go  ; 

And  righteousness,  in  fountains, 
From  hill  to  valley  flow. 

3  Arabia's  desert  ranger 

To  Him  shall  bow  the  knee  ; 
The  Ethiopian  stranger 

His  glory  come  to  see  : 
With  offerings  of  devotion, 

Ships  from  the  isles  shall  meet, 
To  pour  the  wealth  of  ocean 

In  tribute  at  His  feet. 
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Pearsall  (7676  D.) 


SECOND  TUNE. 
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St.  Gall Katholisches  Gesangbuch,  1S63. 
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-i   Kings  shall  fall  down  before  Him, 

And  gold  and  incense  bring  • 
All  nations  shall  adore  Him, 

His  praise  all  people  sing  ; 
For  He  shall  have  dominion 

O'er  river,  sea,  and  shore  ; 
Far  as  the  eagle's  pinion, 

Or  dove's  light  wing,  can  soar. 

5  For  Him  shall  prayer  unceasing 

And  daily  vows  ascend  ; 

His  kingdom  still  increasing, 

A  kingdom  without  end  : 


The  mountain  dews  shall  nourish 
A  seed  in  weakness  sown, 

Whose  fruit  shall  spread  and  flourish 
And  shake  like  Lebanon. 

O'er  every  foe  victorious, 

He  on  His  throne  shall  rest, 
From  age  to  age  more  glorious. 

All  blessing  and  all  blest. 
The  tide  of  time  shall  never 

His  covenant  remove  ; 
His  name  shall  stand  for  ever. 

That  name  to  us  is  Love. 
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Contemplation  (8787  d.) 
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"  60  ^Aa/Z  //ie  sprinkle  many  nations." 


1  O  AVIOUE,  sprinkle  many  nations, 

Fruitful  let  Thy  sorrows  be ; 
By  Thy  pains  and  consolations, 

Draw  the  nations  unto  Thee. 
Of  Thy  Cross  the  wondrous  story, 

Be  it  to  the  nations  told ; 
Let  them  see  Thee  in  Thy  glory 

And  Thy  mercy  manifold. 

2  Far  and  wide,  though  all  unknowing, 

Pants  for  Thee  each  mortal  breast ; 
Human  tears  for  Thee  are  flowing, 
Human  hearts  in  Thee  would  rest. 
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Thirsting  as  for  dews  of  even, 
As  the  new-mown  grass  for  rain, 

Thee  they  seek,  as  God  of  heaven, 
Thee,  as  Man  for  sinners  slain. 

3  Saviour,  lo !  the  isles  are  waiting, 

Stretched  the  hand  and  strained  the 
For  Thy  Spirit  new  creating,     [sight, 

Love's  pure  flame  and  wisdom's  light. 
Give  the  word  !  and  of  the  preacher 

Speed  the  foot  and  touch  the  tongue, 
Till  on  earth  by  every  creature 

Glory  to  the  Lamb  be  sung ! 
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Trilmph  (878787). 


H.  J.  Ganntlett,  Mus.  D. 
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"  Z'Ay  kingdom  come? 


1   fYER  those  gloomy  hills  of  darkness  '  2  Let  the  Indian,  let  the  Negro 


Look,  my  soul ;  be  still,  and  gaze: 
All  the  promises  do  travail 
With  a  glorious  day  of  grace  : 

Blessed  jubilee  ! 
Let  Thy  glorious  morning  dawn. 


Let  the  rude  barbarian  see 
That  divine  and  glorious  conquest 
Once  obtained  on  Calvary  ; 

Let  the  Gospel 
Loud  resound  from  pole  to  pole. 


3  Kingdoms  wide  that  sit  in  darkness, 
Let  them  have  the  glorious  light  ; 
And  from  eastern  coast  to  western 
May  the  morning  chase  the  night, 

And  redemption. 
Freely  purchased,  win  the  day. 


4  Fly  abroad,  eternal  Gospel, 

"Win  and  conquer,  never  cease  ; 
May  Thy  lasting  wide  dominions 
Multiply  and  still  increase  ; 

May  Thy  sceptre 
Sway  the  enlightened  world  around. 
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Deerhurst  (87  87  d.)  James  Langran,  Mus.  B. 
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Look  on  the Jields, /or  tJtey  are  white  already  to  harvest." 


1  T  ORD,  her  watch  Thy  Church  is  keeping: 
-L^     When  shall  earth  Thy  rule  obey  ? 
When  shall  end  the  night  of  weeping, 

When  shall  break  the  promised  day  ? 
See  the  whitening  harvest  languish, 

Waiting  still  the  labourers'  toil ; 
Was  it  vain,  Thy  Son's  deep  anguish  ? 

Shall  the  strong  retain  the  spoil  ? 

2  Tidings,  sent  to  every  creature, 

Millions  yet  have  never  heard  ; 
Can  they  hear  without  a  preacher  ? 
Lord  Almighty,  give  the  word, 
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Give  the  word ;  in  every  nation 
Let  the  Gospel  trumpet  sound, 

Witnessing  a  world's  salvation, 
To  the  earth's  remotest  bound. 

3  Then  the  end  :  Thy  Church  completed, 

All  Thy  chosen  gathered  in, 
With  their  King  in  glory  seated, 

Satan  bound,  and  banished  sin  : 
Gone  for  ever,  parting,  weeping, 

Hunger,  sorrow,  death,  and  pain  ; — 
Lo  !  her  watch  Thy  Church  is  keeping, 

Come,  Lord  Jesus,  come  to  reign. 


1b\>mn  113    (248) 


Tiverton  (cm.) 


'Grigg,"  in  Ri/>/>on's  Collection,  1S06. 
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The  whole  creation  groaneth  and  travaileth  in  pain  together  until  now. 

1  T  IGHT  of  the  lonely  pilgrim's  heart, 

Star  of  the  coming  day  ! 
Arise,  and,  with  Thy  morning  Learns, 
Chase  all  our  griefs  away. 

2  Come,  blessed  Lord,  bid  every  shore 

And  answering  island  sing- 
es o 

The  praises  of  Thy  royal  name, 
And  own  Thee  as  their  King. 

3  Bid  the  whole  earth,  responsive  now 

To  the  bright  world  above, 
Break  forth  in  rapturous  strains  of  joy, 
In  memory  of  Thy  love. 

4  Lord,  Lord,  Thy  fair  creation  groans, 

The  air,  the  earth,  the  sea, 

In  unison  with  all  our  hearts, 

And  calls  aloud  for  Thee. 

5  Thine  was  the  cross,  with  all  its  fruits 

Of  grace  and  peace  divine  : 
Be  Thine  the  crown  of  glory  now, 
The  palm  of  victory  Thine. 
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1b?mn  114    (70) 


Warrington  (l.m.) 


Rev.  Ralph  Harrison. 
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All  natiofis  shall  serve  Him." 


1  TESUS  shall  reign  where'er  the  sun 
*-*     Does  his  successive  journeys  run ; 
His  kingdom  stretch  from  shore  to  shore, 
Till  moons  shall  wax  and  wane  no  more. 

2  For  Him  shall  endless  prayer  be  made, 
And  praises  throng  to  crown  His  head  ; 
His  Name  like  sweet  perfume  shall  rise 
With  every  morning  sacrifice. 


3  People  and  realms  of  every  tongue 
Dwell  on  His  love  with  sweetest  song 
And  infant  voices  shall  proclaim 
Their  early  blessings  on  His  Name. 

4  Blessings  abound  where'er  He  reigns ; 
The  prisoner  leaps  to  lose  his  chains ; 
The  weary  find  eternal  rest, 

And  all  the  sons  of  want  are  blest. 
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5  Let  every  creature  rise  and  bring 
Peculiar  honours  to  our  King ; 
Angels  descend  with  songs  again, 
And  earth  repeat  the  loud  Amen. 
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Oriel  (878787) 


The  Parish  Choir,  1S51. 
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"  Pray  for  us,  that  the  ivord  of 'the  Lord  may  have  free  course,  and  be  glorified." 


1  O  PEED  Thy  servants,  Saviour,  speed 
^         them ; 

Thou  art  Lord  of  winds  and  waves ; 
They  were  bound,  but  Thou  hast  freed 
them, 
Now  they  go  to  free  the  slaves ; 

Be  thou  with  them  ! 
'Tis  Thine  arm  alone  that  saves. 

2  Friends,  and  home,  and  all  forsaking, 

Lord,  they  go  at  Thy  command, 
As  their  stay  Thy  promise  taking, 
While  they  traverse  sea  and  land ; 

O  be  with  them ! 
Lead  them  safely  by  the  hand. 


3  When  they  reach  the  land  of  strangers, 

And  the  prospect  dark  appears, 
Nothing  seen  but  toils  and  dangers, 
Nothing  felt  but  doubts  and  fears, 

Be  Thou  with  them  ! 
Hear  their  sighs,  and  count  their 
tears. 

4  Where    no    fruit    appears    to    cheer 

them, 
And  they  seem  to  toil  in  vain, 
Then  in  mercy,  Lord,  draw  near  them, 
Then  their  sinking  hopes  sustain ; 

Thus  supported, 
Let  their  zeal  revive  again. 


5  In  the  midst  of  opposition, 

Let  them  trust,  O  Lord,  in  Thee  ; 
When  success  attends  their  mission, 
Let  Thy  servants  humbler  be  : 

Never  leave  them, 
Till  Thy  face  in  heaven  they  see. 
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Gerum  (87  87  47). 


SECOND  TCNE. 


August  Geru7>i. 
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"  Pray  for  us,  that  the  word  of  the  Lord  may  Jiavefree  course,  and  be  glorified." 


1  OPEED  Thy  servants,  Saviour,  speed 
^         them ; 

Thou  art  Lord  of  winds  and  waves ; 
They  were  bound,  but  Thou  hast  freed 
them, 
Now  they  go  to  free  the  slaves ; 

Be  Thou  with  them  ! 
'Tis  Thine  arm  alone  that  saves. 

2  Friends,  and  home,  and  all  forsaking, 

Lord,  they  go  at  Thy  command, 
As  their  stay  Thy  promise  taking, 
While  they  traverse  sea  and  land ; 

O  be  with  them  ! 
Lead  them  safely  by  the  hand. 


3  When  they  reach  the  land  of  strangers, 

And  the  prospect  dark  appears, 
Nothing  seen  but  toils  and  dangers, 
Nothing  felt  but  doubts  and  fears, 

Be  Thou  with  them  ! 
Hear  their  sighs,  and  count  their 
tears. 

4  Where    no    fruit    appears    to    cheer 

them, 
And  they  seem  to  toil  in  vain, 
Then  in  mercy,  Lord,  draw  near  them, 
Then  their  sinking  hopes  sustain  ; 

Thus  supported, 
Let  their  zeal  revive  again. 
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5  In  the  midst  of  opposition, 

Let  them  trust,  O  Lord,  in  Thee; 
When  success  attends  their  mission, 
Let  Thy  servants  humbler  be  : 

Never  leave  them, 
Till  Thy  face  in  heaven  they  see. 
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Dortmund  (l.m.) 
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Wolff's  Kirchengesang,  fj6g. 
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';  Fear  not,  for  1  avi  with  thee." 

1  "VTOW  we  must  leave  our  fatherland, 

And  wander  far  o'er  ocean's  foam  ; 
Broken  is  kinship's  dearest  band, 
Forsaken  stands  our  ancient  home. 

2  But  One  will  ever  with  us  go 

Through  busiest  day  and  stillest  night 
The  heavens  above,  the  deeps  below, 
Stand  all  unveiled  before  His  sight. 

3  If  but  His  hand  still  hold  us  fast, 

His  presence  hourly  fold  us  round, 
The  anchor  of  our  souls  is  cast 
Firm  on  the  one  eternal  ground. 

4  Though  scattered  be  our  brethren  now 

O'er  land  and  ocean  far  apart, 
Yet  to  one  Master  still  they  bow, 
In  Him  they  still  are  one  in  heart. 

5  Soon  time  for  us  shall  cease  to  reign, 

The  Saviour  call  us  home  in  peace  ; 
At  last  we  all  shall  meet  again, 
And  partings  shall  for  ever  cease. 
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Stiastny  (l.m.) 


FIRST  TL'NE. 


Johann  Stiaslny. 
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Williams's  Psalmodia  Evangelica, 
SECOND  TUNE.  Charles  Burney,  Mus.  D.  (?) 
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"  77**?  Ztfrrf  /W/j  w«*zV  <for£  77/r  /w/y  at;;/*  ?«  the  eyes  of  all  the  nations/' 


1  A  EM  of  the  Lord,  awake,  awake  ! 

Put  on  Thy  strength,  the  nations 
shake  ; 
And  let  the  world,  adoring,  see 
Triumphs  of  mercy  wrought  by  Thee. 

2  Say  to  the  heathen  from  Thy  throne, 
"  I  am  Jehovah,  God  alone  ; " 

Thy  voice  their  idols  shall  confound, 
And  cast  their  altars  to  the  ground. 
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3  Let  Zion's  time  of  favour  come  : 
O  bring  the  tribes  of  Israel  home  ; 
And  let  our  wondering  eyes  behold 
Gentiles  and  Jews  in  Jesus'  fold. 

4  Almighty  God,  Thy  grace  proclaim 
In  every  clime  of  every  name  ; 

Let    adverse    powers    before    Thee 

fall, 
And  crown  the  Saviour  Lord  of  all. 
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(71) 


Bremen  (7676). 


FIRST  TUNE. 


Mclchior  Vidpius. 
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S.  Benet  (7676). 


SECOND  TUNE. 
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Ancient  Church  Melody. 
Arranged  by  Dr.  Gauntlett. 
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"  When  God  bringeth  back  the  captivity  of  His  people, 

1  Q  THAT  the  Lord's  salvation 
Were  out  of  Zion  come, 
To  heal  His  ancient  nation, 
To  lead  His  outcasts  home  ! 


2  How  long  the  holy  city- 
Shall  heathen  feet  profane  ? 
Eeturn,  0  Lord,  in  pity  ! 
Rebuild  her  walls  again. 


3  Let  fall  Thy  rod  of  terror, 
Thy  saving  grace  impart ; 
Eoll  back  the  veil  of  error, 
Release  the  fettered  heart. 


4  Let  Israel,  home  returning, 
Her  lost  Messiah  see  ; 
Give  oil  of  joy  for  mourning, 
And  bind  Thy  Church  to  Thee. 
151 


Ib^mn  119    (244) 


Sanctuary  (8787  d.) 
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77/c  harz'cst  truly  is  plenteous,  but  the  labourers  are  few." 


1  XT  ARK  !  the  voice  of  Jesus  crying, 

"  Who  will  go  and  work  to-day  ] 
Fields  are  white,  and  harvests  waiting, 

Who  will  bear  the  sheaves  away  ? " 
Loud  and  long  the  Master  calleth, 

Rich  reward  He  offers  thee ; 
Who  will  answer,  gladly  saying, 

"  Here  am  I,  send  me,  send  me  "  1 

2  If  you  cannot  cross  the  ocean, 

And  the  heathen  lands  explore, 
You  can  find  the  heathen  nearer, 
You  can  help  them  at  your  door; 
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If  you  cannot  give  your  thousands, 
You  can  give  the  widow's  mite, 

And  the  least  you  give  for  Jesus 
Will  be  precious  in  His  sight. 

Let  none  hear  you  idly  saying, 

"  There  is  nothing  I  can  do," 
While  the  souls  of  men  are  dying, 

And  the  Master  calls  for  you. 
Take  the  task  He  gives  you  gladly, 

Let  His  work  your  pleasure  be  ; 
Answer  quickly  when  He  calleth — 

"  Here  am  I,  send  me,  send  me.'' 


1b\>mn  119    (244) 


If  you  cannot  be  the  watchman 

Standing  high  on  Z ion's  wall, 
Pointing  out  the  path  to  heaven, 

Off'ring  life  and  peace  to  all, 
With  your   prayers   and   with    your 
bounties 

You  can  do  what  Heaven  demands ; 
You  can  be  like  faithful  Aaron 

Holding  up  the  prophet's  hands. 


If  among  the  older  people 

You  may  not  be  apt  to  teach, 
"  Feed  my    lambs,"    said    Christ    our 
Shepherd — 

Place  the  food  within  their  reach. 
And  it  may  be  that  the  children 

You  have  led  with  trembling  hand. 
Will  be  found  among  your  jewels 

When  you  reach  the  better  land. 


York  (cm.) 
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Scotch  Psalter,  /6/J. 
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"  The  land  Thoic  gavest  unto  our  fathers. 


1  T  ORD,   while   for  all  mankind  we 

Of  every  clime  and  coast,    [pray, 
O  hear  us  for  our  native  land, — 
The  land  we  love  the  most. 

2  Our  fathers'  sepulchres  are  here, 

And  here  our  kindred  dwell ; 
Our   children,   too; — how  should  we 
Another  land  so  well  ?  [love 


3  O  guard  our  shores  from  every  foe, 

With  peace  our  borders  bless ; 
With  prosperous  times  our  cities  crown, 
Our  fields  with  plenteousness 

4  Unite  us  in  the  sacred  love 

Of  knowledge,  truth,  and  Thee  ; 
And  let  our  hills  and  valleys  shout 
The  songs  of  liberty. 


5  Lord  of  the  nations,  thus  to  Thee 
Our  country  we  commend  ; 
Be  Thou  our  refuge  and  our  trust, 
Our  everlasting  friend 
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1b\>mn  121    (249) 


?•  evax  (66  66  88). 


Sir  John  Goss,  Mus.  D. 
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"  Lord,  Thou  hast  been  favourable  unto  Thy  land." 


1  rpo  Thee  our  God  we  fly 

For  mercy  and  for  grace  ; 
O  hear  our  lowly  cry, 

And  hide  not  Thou  Thy  face. 
O  Lord,  stretch  forth  Thy  mighty  hand, 
And  guard  and  bless  our  Fatherland. 

2  Arise,  O  Lord  of  Hosts, 

Be  jealous  for  Thy  Name, 
And  drive  from  out  our  coasts 

The  sins  that  put  to  shame. 
O  Lord,  stretch  forth  Thy  mighty  hand, 
And  guard  and  bless  our  Fatherland. 

3  Thy  best  gifts  from  on  high 

In  rich  abundance  pour, 
That  we  may  magnify 

And  praise  Thee  more  and  more. 
O  Lord,  stretch  forth  Thy  mighty  hand, 
And  guard  and  bless  our  Fatherland. 
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4  The  powers  ordained  by  Thee 

With  heavenly  wisdom  bless; 
May  they  Thy  servants  be, 

And  rule  in  righteousness. 
O  Lord,  stretch  forth  Thy  mighty  hand, 
And  guard  and  bless  our  Fatherland. 

5  The  Church  of  Thy  dear  Son 

Inflame  with  love's  pure  fire  ; 
Bind  her  once  more  in  one, 

And  life  and  truth  inspire. 
O  Lord,  stretch  forth  Thy  mighty  hand, 
And  guard  and  bless  our  Fatherland. 

6  The  pastors  of  Thy  fold 

With  grace  and  power  endue, 
That  faithful,  pure,  and  bold, 

They  may  be  pastors  true. 
O  Lord,  stretch  forth  Thy  mighty  hand, 
And  guard  and  bless  our  Fatherland. 


1b\>mn  121    (249) 


7  Give  peace,  Lord,  in  our  time  ; 

0  let  no  foe  draw  nigh, 
Nor  lawless  deed  of  crime 

Insult  Thy  Majesty. 
0  Lord,  stretch  forth  Thy  mighty  hand, 
And  guard  and  bless  our  Fatherland. 


8  Though  vile  and  worthless,  still 
Thy  people,  Lord,  are  we  ; 
And  for  our  God  we  will 
None  other  have  but  Thee. 
O  Lord,  stretch  forth  Thy  mighty  hand, 
And  guard  and  bless  our  Fatherland. 


MISSIONS     OF    BENEFICENCE. 
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S.  Sepulchre  (l.m.) 


George  Cooper. 
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"  /  7w7/  strengthen  that  which  was  sick." 


1  r"k  THOU  through  suffering  perfect 

made, 
On  whom  the  bitter  cross  was  laid  ; 
In  hours  of  sickness,  grief,  and  pain, 
No  sufferer  turns  to  Thee  in  vain. 

2  The  halt,  the  maimed,  the  sick,  the  blind, 
Sought  not  in  vain  Thy  tendance  kind  ; 
Now  in  Thy  poor  Thyself  we  see, 
And  minister  through  them  to  Thee. 


3  O  loving  Saviour,  Thou  canst  cure 
The  pains  and  woes  Thou  didst  en- 
dure : 

For  all  who  need,  Physician  great, 
Thy  healing  balm,  we  supplicate. 

4  But,  oh  !  far  more,  let  each  keen  pain 
And  hour  of  woe  be  heavenly  gain, — 
Each  stroke  of  Thy  chastising  rod 
Bring  back  the  wanderer  nearer  God. 


5  O  heal  the  bruised  heart  within  ! 
O  save  our  souls  all  sick  with  sin  ! 
Give  life  and  health  in  bounteous  store, 
That  we  may  praise  Thee  evermore. 


155 


1b?mn  123 


(25i: 


Requiem  (878777). 


Wilhelm  Schulthes. 
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' '  They  brought  unto  Him  all  sick  people  that  -were  taken  with  divers  diseases  . 
and  He  healed  them." 


1   rpHOU  to  whom  the  sick  and  dying 
Ever  came,  nor  came  in  vain, 
Still  with  healing  word  replying 
To  the  wearied  cry  of  pain, 
Hear  us,  Jesus,  as  we  meet 
Suppliants  at  Thy  mercy-seat. 


2  Still  the  weary,  sick,  and  dying, 
Need  a  brother's,  sister's  care, 
On  Thy  higher  help  relying 

May  we  now  their  burden  share, 
Bringing  all  our  offerings  meet 
Suppliants  at  Thy  mercy-seat. 
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3  May  each  child  of  Thine  be  willing, 

Willing  both  in  hand  and  heart, 
All  the  law  of  love  fulfilling, 
Ever  comfort  to  impart  ; 

Ever  bringing  offerings  meet, 
Suppliant  to  Thy  mercy-seat. 

4  So  may  sickness,  sin,  and  sadness 

To  Thy  healing  virtue  yield, 
Till  the  sick  and  sad,  in  gladness, 
Rescued,  ransomed,  cleansed,  healed, 
One  in  Thee  together  meet, 
Pardoned  at  Thy  judgment-seat. 
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S.  Matth 
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"  7V*^y  brought  unto  Him  all  that  were  diseased,  and  besought  Him  that  they  might  only  touch 
the  hem  of  His  garment ;  and  as  many  as  touched  were  made  perfectly  whole." 


1  rpHINE  arm,  0  Lord,  in  days  of  old, 
-*■      Was  strong  to  heal  and  save ; 

It  triumphed  o'er  disease  and  death, 
O'er  darkness  and  the  grave. 

To  Thee  they  went,    the   blind,  the 
The  palsied  and  the  lame,      [dumb, 

The  leper  with  his  tainted  life, 
The  sick  with  fevered  frame. 

2  And  lo  !  Thy  touch  brought  life  and 

health, 
Gave  speech,  and  strength, and  sight; 
And  youth  renewed  and  frenzy  calmed 
Owned  Thee,  the  Lord  of  light ; 


And  now,  0  Lord,  be  near  to  bless, 

Almighty  as  of  yore, 
In  crowded  street,  by  restless  couch, 

As  by  Gennesareth's  shore. 

Be  Thou  our  great  Deliverer  still, 

Thou  Lord  of  life  and  death ; 
Restore  and  quicken,  soothe  and  bless, 

With  Thine  Almighty  breath  ; 
To  hands  that  work,  and  eyes  that  see, 

Give  wisdom's  heavenly  lore, 
That  whole  and  sick,  and  weak  and 
strong, 

May  praise  Thee  evermore. 
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Old  81st  (d.c.m.) 


SECOND  TUNE. 


Daye's  Psalter,  Ij62. 
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They  brought  unto  Him  all  that  were  diseased,  and  besought  Him  that  they  might  only  touch 
the  hem  of  His  garment ;  and  as  many  as  touched  'were  made  perfectly  -whole." 


1  rTHINE  arm,  0  Lord,  in  days  of  old, 
-*-      Was  strong  to  heal  and  save  ; 

It  triumphed  o'er  disease  and  death, 
O'er  darkness  and  the  grave. 

To   Thee   they  went,  the  blind,  the 
The  palsied  and  the  lame,      [dumb, 

The  leper  with  his  tainted  life, 
The  sick  with  fevered  frame. 

2  And  lo  !  Thy  touch  brought  life  and 

health, 
Gave  speech,  and  strength,  and  sight ; 
And  youth  renewed  and  frenzy  calmed 
Owned  Thee,  the  Lord  of  light ; 
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And  now,  0  Lord,  be  near  to  bless, 

Almighty  as  of  yore, 
In  crowded  street,  by  restless  couch, 

As  by  Gennesareth's  shore. 

Be  Thou  our  great  Deliverer  still, 

Thou  Lord  of  life  and  death  ; 
Eestore  and  quicken,  soothe  and  bless, 

With  Thine  Almighty  breath  ; 
To  hands  that  work,  and  eyes  that  see, 

Give  wisdom's  heavenly  lore, 
That  whole  and  sick,  and  weak  and 
strong, 

May  praise  Thee  evermore, 
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S.  Giles  (s.m.) 


/.  Mont  gout  erie  Bell. 
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Whoso  hath  this  world's  good,  and  seeth  his  brother  have  need,  and  shutteth  up  his  boiuels  of 
compassion  from  him,  how  dwelleth  the  love  of  God  in  him  ?  " 

1  T\/"E  give  Thee  but  Thine  own, 

Whate'er  the  gift  may  be  : 
All  that  we  have  is  Thine  alone, 
A  trust,  0  Lord,  from  Thee. 

2  May  we  Thy  bounties  thus 
As  stewards  true  receive, 

And  gladly,  as  Thou  blessest  us, 
To  Thee  our  first-fruits  give. 

3  O,  hearts  are  bruised  and  dead, 
And  homes  are  bare  and  cold, 

And  lambs,  for  whom  the  Shepherd  bled, 
Are  straying  from  the  fold. 

4  To  comfort  and  to  bless, 
To  find  a  balm  for  woe, 

To  tend  the  lone  and  fatherless, 
Is  angels'  work  below. 

5  The  captive  to  release, 
To  God  the  lost  to  bring, 

To  teach  the  way  of  life  and  peace, 
It  is  a  Christ-like  thing. 

G  And  we  believe  Thy  "Word, 

Though  dim  our  faith  may  be  ; 
Whate'er  for  Thine  we  do,  O  Lord, 

We  do  it  unto  Thee. 

159 


Ib^mn  126 


(120) 


Belmont  (c 

M.) 

— X 

FIRST  TUNE. 

Pi   J 

^ 

H^H 

Samuel  IVebbe,  jun.  (.?) 

J  j    j    Ti  1 

m=A 

1 

<4 

i 

A 

—I 

-€> 

-e>- 
<^s> — 

1 

Q !©- 

1 

i 

ferd 

— 1 

r^ 

<* — F= 

H 

-& — s©- 

o 

PLJ_^ L__. r         , , 

1 

H    rf    "r 

4,    '"'     ■      ^     ■ 

y       "    r 

i-* 

rJ 

^    rd 

1         ' 

/T        ^         l 

rj       (A 

i 

rJ 

^     lO 

£>- — 1- 

o 

—<&- 

o1  J  ^ 

CJ           ° 

<y 

j  r 

-o — 

i 

! 

-&- 

r 
j 

^— 

r 

u 

.u p-*_ 

1 

** pr 

n  ' 

-&- 

(gn^— 

r3 

W- — — 

°      8- 

^T-^-4 

^ULp. 

1— 

— H 

-2 U- 

1 — 

r 

rj 

S.  Fclbert  (cm.) 


SECOND  TUNE. 


H.  J.  Gaunt  let  t,  Mus.  D. 
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:<  Inasmuch  as  ye  have  done  it  unto  one  of  the  least  of  these  My  brethren,  ye  have  done  it  unto  Me." 


1  "FOUNTAIN  of  good,  to  own  Thy  love 

Our  thankful  hearts  incline  ; 
What  can  we  render,  Lord,  to  Thee, 
When  all  the  worlds  are  Thine  1 

2  But  Thou  hast  needy  brethren  here, 

Partakers  of  Thy  grace, 
Whose  names  Thou  wilt  Thyself  confess 
Before  the  Father's  face. 
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3  And  in  their  accents  of  distress 

Thy  pleading  voice  is  heard  ; 
In  them  Thou  mayst  be  clothed,  and  fed, 
And  visited,  and  cheered. 

4  Thy  face  with  reverence  and  with  love 

We  in  Thy  poor  would  see  ; 
0  may  we  minister  to  them, 
-And  in  them,  Lord,  to  Thee. 
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Almsgiving  (88  84). 

i- 


Rev.  J.  B.  Dykes,  Mus.  D. 

4- 


^r^fi^r 


y=f 


s 


m 


& 


3 


3^i 


frPF 


&jfe^ 


ZZ 


,U 


IS. 


i=s 


-&^ 


■s± 


"  Freely  ye  have  received,  freely  give." 


1  /^  LORD  of  heaven,  and  earth,  and  sea, 

To  Thee  all  praise  and  glory  be  ; 
How  shall  we  show  our  love  to  Thee, 
Giver  of  all  1 

2  The  golden  sunshine,  vernal  air, 
Sweet    flowers    and    fruit,    Thy    love 

declare  ; 
When  harvests  ripen,  Thou  art  there, 
Giver  of  all  ! 

3  For  peaceful  homes,  and  healthful  days, 
For  all  the  blessings  earth  displays, 
We  owe  Thee  thankfulness  and  praise, 

Giver  of  all ! 


4  Thou  didst  not  spare  Thine  only  Son, 
But  gav'st  Him  for  a  world  undone, 
And  freely  with  that  Blessed  One 

Thou  givest  all. 

5  Thou  givest  the  Spirit's  blessed  dower. 
Spirit  of  life,  and  love,  and  power, 
And  dost  His  sevenfold  graces  shower 

Upon  us  all. 

6  For  souls  redeemed,  for  sins  forgiven, 
For  means    of    grace    and   hopes   of 

heaven, 
Father,  what  can  to  Thee  be  given, 


Who  givest  all  ? 


7  We  lose  what  on  ourselves  we  spend, 
We  have  as  treasure  without  end 
Whatever,  Lord,  to  Thee  we  lend, 

Who  givest  all. 

8  Whatever,  Lord,  we  lend  to  Thee, 
Repaid  a  thousandfold  will  be  ; 
Then  gladly  will  we  give  to  Thee, 

Giver  of  all ! 

9  To  Thee,  from  whom  we  all  derive 
Our  life,  our  gifts,  our  power  to  give  : 
O  may  we  ever  with  Thee  live, 

Giver  of  all  ! 

L 
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HYMNS    OF    THE    CHRISTIAN    LIFE. 


PUBLIC    WORSHIP   AND    PRAYER. 


Ib^mn  128    (73) 


Maidston'e  (77  77  D.) 


Walter  B.  Gilbert,  Mus.  D. 
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"  Hoiv  amiable  are  Thy  tabernacles,  O  Lord  of  hosts  ! " 


1  pLEASANT  are  Thy  courts  above, 
*■       In  the  land  of  light  and  love  ; 
Pleasant  are  Thy  courts  below, 

In  this  land  of  sin  and  woe. 
O,  my  spirit  longs  and  faints 
For  the  converse  of  Thy  saints, 
For  the  brightness  of  Thy  face, 
For  Thy  fulness,  God  of  grace  ! 

2  Happy  birds  that  sing  and  flv 
Round  Thy  altars,  O  Most  High  ! 
Happier  souls  that  find  a  rest 

In  a  heavenly  Father's  breast ! 
Like  the  wandering  dove,  that  found 
No  repose  on  earth  around, 
They  can  to  their  ark  repair, 
And  enjoy  it  ever  there. 
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3  Happy  souls  !  their  praises  flow 
Even  in  this  vale  of  woe  ; 
Waters  in  the  desert  rise, 
Manna  feeds  them  from  the  skies  ; 
On  they  go  from  strength  to  strength, 
Till  they  reach  Thy  throne  at  length, 
At  Thy  feet  adoring  fall, 

Who  hast  led  them  safe  through  all. 

4  Lord,  be  mine  this  prize  to  win  ; 
Guide  me  through  a  world  of  sin  : 
Keep  me  by  Thy  saving  grace  ; 
Give  me  at  Thy  side  a  place  : 
Sun  and  shield  alike  Thou  art  ; 
Guide  and  guard  my  erring  heart. 
Grace  and  glory  flow  from  Thee  ; 
Shower,  O  shower  them,  Lord,  on  me ! 
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Darwall's  148TH  (66  66  88). 
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"  Hozu  amiable  are  Thy  tabernacles,  O  Lord  of  hosts ! " 


1  T  OED  of  the  worlds  above, 

How  pleasant  and  how  fair 
The  dwellings  of  Thy  love, 
Thy  earthly  temples,  are  ! 
*  To  Thine  abode 
My  heart  aspires 
With  warm  desires 
To  see  my  God. 


2  O  happy  souls  that  pray 
Where  God  appoints  to  hear  ! 
O  happy  men  that  pay 
Their  constant  service  there  ! 
They  praise  Thee  still  ; 
And  happy  they 
That  love  the  way 
To  Sion's  hill. 


3  They  go  from  strength  to  strength 
Through  this  dark  vale  of  tears, 
Till  each  arrives  at  length, 
Till  each  in  heaven  appears  : 
O  glorious  seat, 

When  God  our  King 
Shall  thither  bring 
Our  willing  feet ! 
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Angels'  Song  (l.m.) 


FIRST  TUNE. 


Adapted  from 
Orlando  Gibbons,  Mies.  D. 
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Warrington  (l.m.) 


SECOND  TUNE. 
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"  /«  M^  midst  of  the  Church  will  I  sing  praise." 


1  OWEET  is  the  solemn  voice  that  calls 

The    Christian    to    the   house  of 
prayer  ; 
I  love  to  stand  within  its  walls, 
For  Thou,  0  Lord,  art  present  there. 

2  I  love  to  tread  the  hallowed  courts, 
Where  two  or  three  for  worship  meet ; 
For  thither  Christ  Himself  resorts, 
And  makes  the  little  band  complete. 

*1G4 


3  'Tis  sweet  to  raise  the  common  song, 
To  join  in  holy  praise  and  love, 
And  imitate  the  blessed  throng 
That  mingle  hearts  and  songs  above. 

4  Within  these  walls  may  peace  abound ; 
May  all  our  hearts  in  one  agree  ! 
Where  brethren  meet,  where  Christ  is 

found, 
May  peace  and  concord  ever  be  ! 
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b.   AUDOEN   (S.M.) 
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"  77;rf  shall  prosper  that  love  Thee." 

1  T  LOVE  Thy  kingdom,  Lord, 

The  house  of  Thine  abode, 
The  Church  our  blest  Eedeemer  saved 
With  His  own  precious  blood. 

2  I  love  Thy  Church,  O  God  : 
Her  walls  before  Thee  stand, 

Dear  as  the  apple  of  Thine  eye, 
And  graven  on  Thy  hand 

3  For  her  my  tears  shall  fall, 
For  her  my  prayers  ascend, 

To  her  my  cares  and  toils  be  given, 
Till  toils  and  cares  shall  end. 

4  Beyond  my  highest  joy 

I  prize  her  heavenly  ways, 
Her  sweet  communion,  solemn  vows, 
Her  hymns  of  love  and  praise. 

5  Jesus,  Thou  Friend  Divine, 
Our  Saviour,  and  our  King, 

Thy  hand  from  every  snare  and  foe 
Shall  great  deliverance  bring. 

6  Sure  as  Thy  truth  shall  last, 
To  Zion  shall  be  given 

The  brightest  glories  earth  can  yield, 
And  brighter  bliss  of  heaven. 
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Henry  Smart. 
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"  Worship  the  Lord  in  the  beauty  of  holiness.     Fear  before  Him,  all  the  earth. 

1  TXTOBSHIP  the  Lord  in  the  beauty  of  holiness  ; 

'  »      Bow  down  before  Him,  His  glory  proclaim  ; 
Gold  of  obedience  and  incense  of  lowliness 

Bring,  and  adore  Him  ;  the  Lord  is  His  Name. 

2  Low  at  His  feet  lay  thy  burden  of  carefulness  ; 

High  on  His  heart  He  will  bear  it  for  thee, 
Comfort  thy  sorrows,  and  answer  thy  prayerfulness  ; 
Guiding  thy  steps  as  may  best  for  thee  be. 

3  Fear  not  to  enter  His  courts,  in  the  slenderness 

Of  the  poor  wealth  thou  wouldst  reckon  as  thine  ; 
Truth  in  its  beauty,  and  love  in  its  tenderness, — 
These  are  the  offerings  to  lay  on  His  shrine. 
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4  These,  though  we  bring  them  in  trembling  and  fearfulness. 

He  will  accept  for  the  Name  that  is  dear, 
Mornings  of  joy  give  for  evenings  of  tearfulness, 
Trust  for  our  trembling,  and  hope  for  our  fear. 

5  Worship  the  Lord  in  the  beauty  of  holiness  ; 

Bow  down  before  Him,  His  glory  proclaim  ; 
Gold  of  obedience  and  incense  of  lowliness 

Bring,  and  adore  ]Jim  ;  the  Lord  is  His  Name  ! 


SwABIA   (S.M.) 
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Crugcrs  Praxis  Pietatis  Melica,  iogS. 
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Blessed  are  the  pure  in  heart :  for  they  shall  see  God. 

1  "DLEST  are  the  pure  in  heart, 
-■-'     For  they  shall  see  our  God  ; 

The  secret  of  the  Lord  is  theirs  ; 
Their  soul  is  Christ's  abode. 

2  The  Lord,  who  left  the  heavens 
Our  life  and  peace  to  bring, 

To  dwell  in  lowliness  with  men, 
Their  Pattern  and  their  King  ; 


3  He  to  the  lowly  soul 
Doth  still  Himself  impart, 

And  for  His  dwelling  and  His  throne 
Chooseth  the  pure  in  heart. 

4  Lord,  we  Thy  presence  seek, — 
May  ours  this  blessing  be ; 

Give  us  a  pure  and  lowly  heart, 
A  temple  meet  for  Thee. 
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J-J  A  J. 


3 


i=^ 


wm 


zz 


d^U 


m=^ 


HZtL 


TT 
A-J- 


^ttt 


TT 

a~a- 


?^ee 


-p   r>~ 


1 — x 


?&£ 


u 


ifc*9^ 


S 


J^tzjr] 


Qe= 


<v     P, 


i 


r 


iiuLgi 


v^ 


i 


jzl\ 


I       I       I 

-o  o  A 


T^ 


f-jp- 


^ 


'^ 


Se 


^ 


^=?E 


PPPMWPPil 


3^ 

-*^> £-<- 


m 


A_A 


AA 


A 


jd__eJ_ 


s£0- 


fZ>      fZ> 


--M^P^t 


m. 


zz 


~E\ 


¥=B 


w^ 


"  God  be  merciful  unto  us,  and  bless  us." 

1  C\  OD  of  mercy,  God  of  grace, 

^      Show  the  brightness  of  Thy  face  ; 
Shine  upon  us,  Saviour,  shine, 
Fill  Thy  Church  with  light  divine  ; 
And  Thy  saving  health  extend 
Unto  earth's  remotest  end. 


108 


2  Let  the  people  praise  Thee,  Lord 
Be  by  all  that  live  adored  ; 

Let  the  nations  shout  and  sing 
Glory  to  their  Saviour  King  ; 
At  Thy  feet  their  tribute  pay, 
And  Thy  holy  will  obey. 

3  Let  the  people  praise  Thee,  Lord 
Earth  shall  then  her  fruits  afford 
God  to  man  His  blessing  give, 
Man  to  God  devoted  live  ; 

All  below,  and  all  above, 

One  in  joy,  and  light,  and  love. 
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Old  Hundredth  (l.m.) 


HIRST  TUNE. 


Genevan  Psalter,  /jj/. 
GuiUaume  Franc  (?J 
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Mainzer  (l.m.) 


SECOND  TUNE. 
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Mainzer  s  Standard  Psalmody 
of  Scotland,  1843. 
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"  Make  a  joyful  noise  unto  the  Lord,  all  ye  lands." 


r 


1  "DEFORE  Jehovah's  awful  throne, 
■*-*     Ye   nations,    bow   with   sacred 

j°y ; 

Know  that  the  Lord  is  God  alone, 
He  can  create,  and  He  destroy. 

2  His  sovereign  power,  without  our  aid, 

Made  us  of  clay,  and  formed  us 

men  ; 
And  when  like  wandering  sheep  we 

strayed, 
He  brought  us  to  His  fold  again. 


We'll  crowd  Thy  gates  with  thankful 

songs, 

High  as  the  heavens  our  voices  raise  ; 

And    earth,    with    her    ten    thousand 

tongues,  [praise. 

Shall  fill  Thy  courts  with  sounding 

Wide  as  the  world  is  Thy  command, 

Vast  as  eternity  Thy  love  ; 
Firm  as  a  rock  Thy  truth  must  stand, 
"When   rolling   years   shall   cease   to 
move. 
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Adapted  from  Louis  Spoki 


i 


t— t 


WW^f 


$ 


A 


s 


A 


^ 


S3 


=* 


~ 


A 


m 


^ 


zz; 


A 


:& 


32T 


J 


¥ 


¥ 


-& — &- 


rm- 


ft 


"  Ask,  and  it  shall  be  given  you." 

1  A  PPEOACH,  my  soul,  the  mercy -seat, 

Where  Jesus  answers  prayer  ; 
There  humbly  fall  before  His  feet, 
For  none  can  perish  there. 

2  Thy  promise  is  my  only  plea, 

With  this  I  venture  nigh  ; 
Thou  callest  burdened  souls  to  Thee, 
And  such,  O  Lord,  am  I. 

3  Bowed  down  beneath  a  load  of  sin, 

By  Satan  sorely  prest, 
By  war  without,  and  fears  within, 
I  come  to  Thee  for  rest. 

4  Be  Thou  my  shield  and  hiding-place, 

That,  sheltered  near  Thy  side, 
I  may  my  fierce  accuser  face, 
And  tell  him  Thou  hast  died. 

5  O  wondrous  love  !  to  bleed  and  die, 

To  bear  the  cross  and  shame, 
That  guilty  sinners  such  as  I 

Might  plead  Thy  gracious  name  ! 
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LACRYMiE  (777). 


Sir  Arthur  S.  Sullivan.  Mas.  D. 
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Where  two  or  three  are  gathered  together  in  My  name.,  there  am  I  in  the  midst  oftliem. 


1  pEESENT  with  the  two  or  three, 


Deign,  most  gracious  God,  to  be, 


While  we  lift  our  souls  to  Thee. 

2  Jesus  !  by  Thy  blood  alone, 
Who  didst  for  our  sins  atone, 
Dare  we  come  before  Thy  throne. 

3  Thou  who  knowest  all  our  need, 
Grant  the  prayer  of  faith  to  plead, 
Teach  us  how  to  intercede. 

4  Thou  hast  led  us  in  the  way, 
And  hast  taught  us  how  to  say, 

"  Abba,  Father,"  when  we  pray. 


5  Holy  Spirit,  from  on  high 
Helping  our  infirmity, 
Aid  us  in  our  feeble  cry. 

6  Flesh  and  heart  would  faint  and  fail, 
But  there  stands  within  the  Veil 
One  who  ever  doth  prevail. 

7  Glory  to  the  Father,  Son, 
Holy  Spirit,  Three  in  One, 
While  the  endless  ages  run. 
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MEINAU  (77  77  77)- 


Johann  Georg  Braitn. 
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"  Behold  how  good  and  how  pleasant  it  is  for  brethren  to  dwell  together  in  unity ! " 


1  TpiS  a  pleasant  thing  to  see 

Brethren  in  the  Lord  agree, 
Children  of  a  God  of  love, 
Live  as  they  shall  live  above, 
Acting  each  a  Christian  part, 
One  in  life,  and  one  in  heart. 


2  As  the  precious  ointment  shed 
Upon  Aaron's  hallowed  head 
Downward  through  his  garments  stole, 
Spreading  odour  o'er  the  whole, 
So  from  our  High  Priest  above 
To  His  Church  flows  heavenly  love. 


3  Gently  as  the  dews  distil 
Down  on  Sion's  holy  hill, 
Dropping  gladness  where  they  fall, 
Brightening  and  refreshing  all ; 
Such  is  Christian  union,  shed 
Through  the  members  from  the  Head. 

4  Where  divine  affection  lives, 
There  the  Lord  His  blessing  gives, 
There  on  earth  His  will  is  done, 
There  His  heaven  is  half  begun ; 
Lord,  our  great  example  prove, 
Teach  us  all  like  Thee  to  love. 
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Hosanna  (88  88  1 1). 
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Justin  Heinrich  Knecht. 
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"  Blessed  is  He  that  Cometh  in  the  na>ne  of  the  Lord.'' 


TXOSANNA  to  the  living  Lord  ! 

Hosanna  to  the  incarnate  "Word  ! 
To  Christ,  Creator,  Saviour,  King, 
Let  earth,  let  heaven,  hosanna  sing. 
Hosanna,    Lord  !    Hosanna    in   the 
highest ! 

"  Hosanna  !  "  Lord,  Thine  angels  cry  ; 
"  Hosanna  !  "  Lord,  Thy  saints  reply  : 
Above,  beneath  us,  and  around, 
The  dead  and  living  swell  the  sound. 
Hosanna,    Lord  !    Hosanna    in   the 
highest  ! 


O  Saviour,  with  protecting  care 
Eeturn  to  this  Thy  house  of  prayer, 
Assembled  in  Thy  sacred  Name, 
Where  we  Thy  parting  promise  claim. 
Hosanna,   Lord  !    Hosanna   in   the 
highest  ! 

But  chiefest,  in  our  cleansed  breast, 
Eternal,  bid  Thy  Spirit  rest ; 
And  make  our  secret  soul  to  be 
A  temple  pure,  and  worthy  Thee. 
Hosanna,    Lord  !    Hosanna   in    the 
highest  ! 


5  So,  in  the  last  and  dreadful  day, 
W7hen  earth  and  heaven  shall  melt  away, 
Thy  flock,  redeemed  from  sinful  stain, 
Shall  swell  the  sound  of  praise  again. 

Hosanna,  Lord  !  Hosanna  in  the  highest  ! 
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S.  Benet  (7676). 


Ancient  Church  Melody. 
Arranged  by  Dr.  Gauntlett. 
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"  77^  C07nmandment  is  a  lamp  ;  and  the  law  is  light." 


1  A  WORD  of  God  incarnate, 

O  Wisdom  from  on  high, 
O  Truth  unchanged,  unchanging, 
O  Light  of  our  dark  sky  ; 

2  We  praise  Thee  for  the  radiance 

That,  from  the  hallowed  page, 
A  lantern  to  our  footsteps, 
Shines  on  from  age  to  age. 


3  The  Church  from  her  dear  Master 

Received  the  gift  divine, 
And  still  that  light  she  lifteth 
O'er  all  the  earth  to  shine. 

4  It  is  the  golden  casket 

Where  gems  of  truth  are  stored 
It  is  the  heaven-drawn  picture 
Of  Christ  the  living  Word, 
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5  It  floateth  like  a  banner 

Before  God's  host  unfurled  ; 
It  shineth  like  a  beacon 
Above  the  darkling  world. 

6  It  is  the  chart  and  compass 

That,  o'er  life's  surging  sea, 
'Mid  mists  and  rocks  and  quicksands. 
Still  guides,  O  Christ,  to  Thee. 

7  O  make  Thy  Church,  dear  Saviour. 

A  lamp  of  purest  gold, 
To  bear  before  the  nations 
Thy  true  light,  as  of  old  ! 

8  O  teach  Thy  wandering  pilgrims 

By  this  their  path  to  trace, 

Till,  clouds  and  darkness  ended, 

They  see  Thee  face  to  face  ! 
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Nun  Danket  (67676666). 


Johann  Cr'uger. 
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"•  Norn i  therefore,  our  God,  zvc  thank  Thee,  and  p>aise  Thy  glorious  Name.' 


1  "W"OW  thank  we  all  our  God, 

With  heart  and  hands  and  voices. 
Who  wondrous  things  hath  done, 
In  whom  His  world  rejoices  ; 
Who,  from  our  mother's  arms, 
Hath  blessed  us  on  our  way 
With  countless  gifts  of  love, 
And  still  is  ours  to-day. 

2  O  may  this  bounteous  God 
Through  all  our  life  be  near  us, 

With  ever  joyful  hearts 
And  blessed  peace  to  cheer  us, 


And  keep  us  in  His  grace, 

And  guide  us  when  perplexed, 

And  free  us  from  all  ills 
In  this  world  and  the  next. 

3  All  praise  and  thanks  to  God 
The  Father  now  be  given, 

The  Son,  and  Him  who  reigns 
With  them  in  highest  heaven, — 
The  one,  eternal  God, 

Whom  earth  and  heaven  adore 
For  thus  it  was,  is  now, 
And  shall  be  evermore. 
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S.  Gertrude  (6565  6565  6565). 


Sir  Arthur  S.  Sullivan,  Mus.  D. 
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"  Be  strong  and  of  a  good  courage. .  .  .And  the  Lord,  He  it  is  that  doth  go  before  thee." 


1  ANWARD  !  Christian  soldiers, 

Marching  as  to  war, 
With  the  Cross  of  Jesus 

Going  on  before  ; 
Christ  the  Koyal  Master 

Leads  against  the  foe  ; 
Forward  into  battle, 

See  !  His  banners  go. 

Onward!  Christian  soldiers, 
Marching  as  to  war, 

With  the  Cross  of  Jesus 
Going  on  before. 

2  At  the  sign  of  triumph 

Satan's  host  doth  flee  ; 
On  then,  Christian  soldiers, 

On  to  victory  ! 
Hell's  foundations  quiver 

At  the  shout  of  praise  ; 
Brothers,  lift  your  voices, 

Loud  your  anthems  raise  ! 

Onward!  Christian  soldiers, 
Marching  as  to  war, 

With  the  Cross  of  Jesus 
Going  on  before. 


3  Like  a  mighty  army 

Moves  the  Church  of  God  ; 
Brothers,  we  are  treading 

Where  the  saints  have  trod  ; 
We  are  not  divided, 

All  one  body  we, 
One  in  hope  and  doctrine, 

One  in  charity. 

Onward!  Christian  soldiers, 
Marching  as  to  war, 

With  the  Cross  of  Jesus 
Going  on  before. 

4  Crowns  and  thrones  may  perish, 

Kingdoms  rise  and  wane, 
But  the  Church  of  Jesus 

Constant  will  remain  ; 
Gates  of  hell  can  never 

'Gainst  that  Church  prevail ; 
We  have  Christ's  own  promise, 

And  that  cannot  fail. 

(>nward !  Christian  soldiers, 

Marching  as  to  war, 
With  the  Cross  of  Jesus 
Going  on  before. 


Onward  !  then,  ye  people, 

Join  our  happy  throng, 
Blend  with  ours  your  voices 

In  the  triumph  soug, — 
Glory,  laud,  and  honour 

Unto  Christ  the  King  ! 
This  through  countless  ages 

Men  and  angels  sing. 

Onward!  Christian  soldier. 
Marching  as  to  war, 

With  the  Cross  of  Jesus 
Going  on  before. 
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S.  Oswald  (8787), 


Rev.  J.  B.  Dykes,  Mus.  D. 
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"  £>#<?  hope  of  your  calling." 


1  ^THROUGH  the  night  of  doubt  and  i  3 

sorrow 

Onward  goes  the  pilgrim  band, 
Singing  songs  of  expectation, 

Marching  to  the  Promised  Land. 

2  Clear  before  us  through  the  darkness 

Gleams  and  burns  the  guidingLight ; 
Brother  clasps  the  hand  of  brother, 
Stepping  fearless  through  the  night. 


One  the   Light  of   God's  own    Pres- 
ence 

O'er  His  ransomed  people  shed, 
Chasing  far  the  gloom  and  terror, 

Brightening  all  the  path  we  tread  ; 

One  the  object  of  our  journey, 
One  the  faith  which  never  tires, 

One  the  earnest  looking  forward, 
One  the  hope  our  God  inspires  : 
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5  One  the  strain  that  lips  of  thousands 

Lift  as  from  the  heart  of  one  ; 
One  the  conflict,  one  the  peril, 
One  the  march  in  God  begun  : 

6  One  the  gladness  of  rejoicing 

On  the  far  eternal  shore, 
Where  the  One  Almighty  Father 
Reigns  in  love  for  evermore. 

7  Onward  therefore,  pilgrim  brothers, 

Onward  with  the  Cross  our  aid  ! 
Bear  its  shame,  and  fight  its  battle, 
Till  we  rest  beneath  its  shade. 

8  Soon  shall  come  the  great  awaking, 

Soon  the  rending  of  the  tomb  ; 

Then  the  scattering  of  all  shadows, 

And  the  end  of  toil  and  gloom. 
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S.  Andrew  (87  87). 


FIRST  TUNE. 


E.  H.  Thome. 
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GOTHA    (87  87). 


fel 


^ff 


1ES§ 


SHCII.N'D  TUNE. 
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H.R.H.  the  late  Prince  Consort. 
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//^  /?/jf  a//,  ray£  »/,  and  followed  H  im." 


1  TESUS  calls  us  :  o'er  the  tumult 
**  Of  our  life's  wild  restless  sea, 
Day  by  day  His  sweet  voice  soundeth, 

Saying,  "  Christian,  follow  Me!" 

2  As,  of  old,  Saint  Andrew  heard  it 

By  the  Galilean  lake, 
Turned  from  home  and  toil  and  kindred, 
Leaving  all  for  His  dear  sake. 

3  Jesus  calls  us  from  the  worship 

Of  the  vain  world's  golden  store, 


From  each  idol  that  would  keep  us, 
Saying,  "  Christian,  love  Me  more.' 

4  In  our  joys  and  in  our  sorrows, 

Days  of  toil  and  hours  of  ease, 
Still  He  calls,  in  cares  and  pleasures, 
"  Christian,love  Me  more  than  these.' 

5  Jesus  calls  us  :  by  Thy  mercies, 

Saviour,  may  we  hear  Thy  call, 
Give  our  hearts  to  Thy  obedience, 
Serve  and  love  Thee  best  of  all. 
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PENITENCE. 


S.  Silvester  (d.c.m.) 


1b\unn  145    (264) 


Joseph  Barnby. 
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"  JF<?  /z#w  sinned  with  our  fathers.'' 


GEE  AT  King  of  nations,  hear  our 
prayer, 

While  at  Thy  feet  we  fall, 
And  humbly  with  united  cry 

To  Thee  for  mercy  call. 
The  guilt  is  ours,  but  grace  is  Thine, 

O  turn  us  not  away  ; 
But  hear  us  from  Thy  lofty  throne, 

And  help  us  when  we  pray. 

Our  fathers'  sins  were  manifold, 

And  ours  no  less  we  own, 
Yet  wondrously  from  age  to  age 

Thy  goodness  hath  been  shown  ; 
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When  dangers,  like  a  stormy  sea, 

Beset  our  country  round, 
To   Thee    we    looked,    to  Thee  we 
cried, 

And  help  in  Thee  was  found. - 

3  With  one  consent  we  meekly  bow 

Beneath  Thy  chastening  hand, 
And,  pouring  forth  confession  meet, 

Mourn  with  our  mourning  land  : 
With  pitying  eye  behold  our  need, 

As  thus  we  lift  our  prayer  ; 
Correct  us  with  Thy  judgments,  Lord, 

Then  let  Thy  mercy  spare, 
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Rescue  (iiioiiio  and  refrain) 


W.  H.  Doane.  Jlus.  D. 
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Refrain. 


cue    the   per-ish-: 


for     the  dy    -    ing- 


'  Joy  shall  be  in  heaven  aver  one  sinner  that  repenteth.  more  than  over  ninety  and  nine  just  persons. 
which  need  no  repentance." 

1  "D  ESCUE  the  perishing,  care  for  the  dying — 
-"'     Snatch  them  in  pity  from  sin  and  the  grave  ; 
Weep  o'er  the  erring  one,  lift  up  the  fallen — 

Tell  them  of  Jesus,  the  mighty  to  save. 
Rescue  the  perishing,  care  for  the  dying — 
Jesus  is  merciful,  Jesus  will  save. 

2  Though  they  are  slighting  Him,  still  He  is  waiting — 

"Waiting  the  penitent  child  to  receive. 
Plead  with  them  earnestly,  plead  with  them  gently  : 
He  will  forgive  if  they  only  "believe. 

3  Down  in  the  human  heart,  crushed  by  the  tempter, 

Feelings  lie  buried  that  grace  can  restore  ; 
Touched  by  a  loving  heart,  wakened  by  kindness, 
Chords  that  were  broken  will  vibrate  once  more. 

4  Rescue  the  perishing — duty  demands  it  ; 

Strength  for  thy  labour  the  Lord  will  provide  ; 
Back  to  the  narrow  way  patiently  win  them  ; 
Tell  the  poor  wanderer  a  Saviour  has  died. 
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Feniton  Court  (878787). 


E.  J.  Hopkins,  Mus.  D. 
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'  //ie  is  «$&  «&£  fo  srtz>£  //*£;«  to  the  uttermost  that  come  unto  God  by  Him. " 

4  Come,  ye  weary,  heavy  ladeii, 
Bruised  and  mangled  by  the  fall 

If  you  tarry  till  you're  better, 
You  will  never  come  at  all  : 

Not  the  righteous, 
Sinners,  Jesus  came  to  call. 

5  View  Him  prostrate  in  the  garden 
On  the  ground  your  Maker  lies  ! 

On  the  bloody  tree  behold  Him  ; 
Hear  Him  cry  before  He  dies, 
"  It  is  finished  !  " 


1  plOME,  ye  sinners,  poor  and  wretched, 
^    Weak  and  wounded,  sick  and  sore, 
Jesus  ready  stands  to  save  you, 
Full  of  pity  joined  with  power  ; 

He  is  able, 
He  is  willing  :  doubt  no  more. 


•2  Come,  ye  needy,  come  and  welcome, 
God's  free  bounty  glorify  ; 
True  belief,  and  true  repentance, 
Every  grace  that  brings  us  nigh, 

Without  money, 
Come  to  Jesus  Christ  and  buy. 

3  Let  not  conscience  make  you  linger, 
Xor  of  fitness  fondly  dream  ; 
All  the  fitness  He  requireth 
Is  to  feel  your  need  of  Him  : 

This  He  gives  you, — 
:Tis  the  Spirit's  rising  beam. 


6  Lo  !  the  incarnate  God,  ascended, 
Pleads  the  merit  of  His  blood  : 
Venture  on  Him,  venture  wholly, 
Let  no  other  trust  intrude  ; 

None  but  Jesus 
Can  do  helpless  sinners  good. 
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Saints  and  angels  joiued  in  concert, 
Sing  the  praises  of  the  Lamb  ; 

While  the  blissful  seats  of  heaven 
Sweetly  echo  with  His  name  ! 

Hallelujah  ! 
Sinners  here  may  sing  the  same. 
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Crispin  (88  86). 


FIRST  TUNE 


Sir  George  J.  Elvey,  Mus.  D. 


O     Lamb 


God,     !  I 

Hitii  that  cometh  unto  Me  I  ivill  in  no  wise  cast  out." 


1  JUST  as  I  am,  without  one  plea, 

But  that  Thy  blood  was  shed  for  me, 
And  that  Thou  bidd'st  me  come  to  Thee, 
O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come ! 


2  Just  as  I  am,  and  waiting  not 
To  rid  my  soul  of  one  dark  blot, 
To  Thee,  whose  blood  can  cleanse  each 
0  Lamb  of  God,  I  come  !      [spot, 


3  Just  as  I  am,  though  tossed  about 
With  many  a  conflict,  many  a  doubt, 
Fightings  and  fears  within,  without, 

O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come ! 

4  Just  as  I  am,  poor,  wretched,  blind ; 
Sight,  riches,  healing  of  the  mind, 
Yea,  all  I  need,  in  Thee  to  find, 

O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come  ! 

5  Just  as  I  am,  Thou  wilt  receive, 

Wilt  welcome,  pardon,  cleanse,  relieve  ! 
Because  Thy  promise  I  believe, 
O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come ! 

(5  Just  as  I  am  (Thy  love  unknown 
Has  broken  every  barrier  down), 
Now  to  be  Thine,  yea,  Thine  alone, 
O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come ! 

7  Just  as  I  am,  of  that  free  love 
The  breadth,  length,  depth,  and  height  to  prove, 
Here  for  a  season,  then  above, 
O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come  ! 


183 


lb  $  mn  148    (8i) 


Elliott  (88  86). 


SECOND  TUNE. 
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Lowell  Mason,  M us.  D. 
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;1  //mw  Ma/  cometh  unto  Me  I  will  in  no  wise  cast  out.' 


1    JUST  as  I  am,  without  one  plea, 

But  that  Thy  blood  was  shed  for  me, 
And  that  Thou  bidd'st  me  come  to  Thee, 
0  Lamb  of  God,  I  come ! 


Just  as  I  am,  and  waiting  not 
To  rid  my  soul  of  one  dark  blot, 
To  Thee,  whose  blood  can  cleanse  each 
O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come  !      [spot, 
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3  Just  as  I  am,  though  tossed  about 
With  many  a  conflict,  many  a  doubt, 
Fightings  and  fears  within,  without, 

O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come ! 

4  Just  as  I  am,  poor,  wretched,  blind ; 
Sight,  riches,  healing  of  the  mind, 
Yea,  all  I  need,  in  Thee  to  find, 

0  Lamb  of  God,  I  come ! 

5  Just  as  I  am,  Thou  wilt  receive, 

Wilt  welcome,  pardon,  cleanse,  relieve  ! 
Because  Thy  promise  I  believe, 
O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come ! 

6  Just  as  I  am  (Thy  love  unknown 
Has  broken  every  barrier  down), 
Now  to  be  Thine,  yea,  Thine  alone, 

O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come ! 

7  Just  as  I  am,  of  that  free  love 

The  breadth,  length,  depth,  and  height  to  prove, 
Here  for  a  season,  then  above, 
O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come ! 
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Petra  (77  77  77). 


FIRST  TUNE. 


Richard  Redhead. 
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"  77m  ^  7?^c/t  7e'«5  Christ." 


"D  OCK  of  Ages,  cleft  for  me, 

Let  me  hide  myself  in  Thee ; 
Let  the  water  and  the  blood, 
From  Thy  riven  side  which  flowed, 
Be  of  sin  the  double  cure, 
Cleanse  me  from  its  guilt  and  power. 


2  Not  the  labours  of  my  hands 
Can  fulfil  Thy  law's  demands  ; 
Could  my  zeal  no  respite  know, 
Could  my  tears  for  ever  flow, 
All  for  sin  could  not  atone ; 
Thou  must  save,  and  Thou  alone. 


3  Nothing  in  my  hand  I  bring, 
Simply  to  Thy  cross  I  cling : 


Helpless,  look  to  Thee  for  grace  ; 
Foul,  I  to  the  fountain  fly — 
Wash  me,  Saviour,  or  I  die. 

While  I  draw  this  fleeting  breath, 
When  my  eyelids  close  in  death, 
When  I  soar  through  tracts  unknown, 
See  Thee  on  Thy  judgment-throne, 
Rock  of  Ages,  cleft  for  me, 
Let  me  hide  myself  in  Thee. 
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Rock  of  Ages  (77  77  77). 

45 


SECOND  TUNE. 


Rev.  J.  B.  Dykes,  A/us.  D. 
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77z«^  /?£?t-l'  w^j  Christ. 


"D  OCK  of  Ages,  cleft  for  me, 

Let  me  hide  myself  in  Thee ; 
Let  the  water  and  the  blood, 
From  Thy  riven  side  which  flowed, 
Be  of  sin  the  double  cure, 
Cleanse  me  from  its  guilt  and  power. 


Not  the  labours  of  my  hands 
Can  fulfil  Thy  law's  demands ; 
Could  my  zeal  no  respite  know, 
Could  my  tears  for  ever  flow, 
All  for  sin  could  not  atone ; 
Thou  must  save,  and  Thou  alone. 


Nothing  in  my  hand  I  bring, 
Simply  to  Thy  cross  I  cling : 
Naked,  come  to  Thee  for  dress  ; 
Helpless,  look  to  Thee  for  grace  ; 
Foul,  I  to  the  fountain  fly — 
Wash  me,  Saviour,  or  I  die. 


While  I  draw  this  fleeting  breath, 
When  my  eyelids  close  in  death, 
When  I  soar  through  tracts  unknown, 
See  Thee  on  Thy  judgment-throne, 
Rock  of  Ages,  cleft  for  me, 
Let  me  hide  myself  in  Thee. 
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S.  Sebastian'  (777777). 


Samuel  Sebastian  Wesley,  .If us.  D. 
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2V<?i  k»1<;  us,  O  Lord,  not  unto  us,  but  unto  Thy  name  give  glory.' 


"VTOT  iii  anything  we  do, 

Thought  that's  pure,  or  word  that's 
Saviour,  would  we  put  our  trust :  [true, 
Frail  as  vapour,  vile  as  dust, 
All  that  flatters  we  disown  : 
Righteousness  is  Thine  alone. 


Though  we  underwent  for  Thee 
Perils  of  the  land  and  sea, 
Though  we  cast  our  lives  away, 
Dying  for  Thee  day  by  day, 
Boast  we  never  of  our  own, 
Grace  and  strength  are  Thine  alone. 


3  Native  cumberers  of  the  ground, 
All  our  fruit  from  Thee  is  found  : 
Grafted  in  Thine  olive,  Lord, 
New-begotten  by  Thy  word, 

All  we  have  is  Thine  alone  : 
Life  and  power  are  not  our  own. 

4  And  when  Thy  returning  voice 
Calls  Thy  faithful  to  rejoice — 
When  the  countless  throng  to  Thee 
Cast  their  crown  of  victory, 

We  will  sing  before  the  throne, 
"  Thine  the  glory,  not  our  own  ! " 
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Moravia  (cm.) 


FIRST  TUNE 
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^*  '  Altered  J  ro-ni 

Greifswald  Hymn  Book,  ijQ2. 
Aicolaus  Hermann  (?) 
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Peterborough  (cm.) 


SECOND  TUNE. 


Harrisons  Sac  zed  Harmony.  Ijgr. 
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"  /«  ///«/  rt'rty  there  shall  be  a  fountain  opened  to  the  house  of  David,  and  to  the  inhabitants 
of  Jerusalem,  for  sin  and  for  uncleanness." 


1  rjlHERE  is  a  fountain  filled  with  blood 

Drawn  from  Emmanuel's  veins  ; 

And   sinners,   plunged   beneath   that 

Lose  all  their  guilty  stains,     [flood, 

2  The  dying  thief  rejoiced  to  see 

That  fountain  in  his  day  ; 

And  there  have  I,  as  vile  as  he, 

Washed  all  my  sins  away. 
188 


3  Dear  dying  Lamb !  Thy  precious  blood 

Shall  never  lose  its  power, 
Till  all  the  ransomed  Church  of  God 
Be  saved,  to  sin  no  more. 

4  E'er  since,  by  faith,  I  saw  the  stream 

Thy  flowing  wounds  supply, 
Redeeming  love  has  been  my  theme, 
And  shall  be  till  I  die. 


1b^mn  151 


(84) 


5  Then,  in  a  nobler,  sweeter  song, 

I'll  sing  Thy  power  to  save, 
When  this  poor  lisping,  stammering 
Lies  silent  in  the  grave.        [tongue 

6  Lord,  I  believe  Thou  hast  prepared, 

Unworthy  though  I  be, 


For  me  a  blood-bought  free  reward, 
A  golden  harp  for  me  ; 

'Tis  strung,  and  tuned  for  endless  year; 

And  formed  by  power  divine, 
To  sound  in  God  the  Father's  ears 

No  other  name  but  Thine. 


Potsdam  (s.m.) 
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Adapted  from 
Johann  Sebastian  Bach. 
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"  i?y  //i!s  ozvn  blood  He  entered  in  once  into  the  holy  place. 


1  ]V"OT  all  the  blood  of  beasts, 

On  Jewish  altars  slain, 
Could  give  the  guilty  conscience  peace, 
Or  wash  away  the  stain. 

2  But  Christ,  the  heavenly  Lamb, 
Takes  all  our  sins  away, 

A  sacrifice  of  nobler  name 
And  richer  blood  than  they. 


3  My  faith  would  lay  her  hand 
On  that  dear  Head  of  Thine, 

While  like  a  penitent  I  stand, 
And  there  confess  my  sin. 

4  My  soul  looks  back  to  see 
The  burdens  Thou  didst  bear, 

When  hanging  on  the  cursed  tree, 
And  hopes  her  guilt  was  there. 


5  Believing,  we  rejoice 

To  see  the  curse  remove  ; 
We  bless  the  Lamb  with  cheerful  voi( 

And  sing  His  dying  love. 
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S.  Ethelreda  (cm.) 


FIRST  TUNE. 


Bishop  Turton. 
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S.  .Mary  (cm.) 


SECOND   TUNE. 


Prys's  Welsh  Psalter,  1621. 
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"  £tf<f  fo  merciful  unto  us,  a?id  bless  us 

1  f\  LORD,  turn  not  Thy  face  away 
^     From  them  that  lowly  lie, 
Lamenting  sore  their  sinful  life 

With  tears  and  bitter  cry  ; 

2  Thy  mercy-gates  are  open  wride 

To  them  that  mourn  their  sin  ; 
O  shut  them  not  against  us,  Lord, 
But  let  us  enter  in. 

3  We  need  not  to  confess  our  fault, 

For  surely  Thou  canst  tell ; 
What  we  have  done,  and  what  we  are, 
Thou  knowest  very  well  ; 
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and  cause  His  face  to  shine  upon  us.'' 

4  Wherefore,  to  beg  and  to  entreat, 

With  tears  we  come  to  Thee, 
As  children  that  have  done  amiss 
Fall  at  their  father's  knee. 

5  And  need  we  then,  O  Lord,  repeat 

The  blessing  which  we  crave, 
When  Thou  dost  know,  before  we  speak. 
The  thing  that  we  would  have  1 

6  Mercy,  O  Lord,  mercy  we  ask, 

This  is  the  total  sum  ; 
For  mercy,  Lord,  is  all  our  prayer  ; 
O  let  Thy  mercy  come  ! 
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S.  Nicolas  (8787). 


Richard  Redhead. 
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Create  in  me  a  clean  heart,  O  God,  and  renew  a  right  spirit  within  me. 

1  T  ORD,  Thy  mercy  now  entreating, 

Low  before  Thy  throne  we  fall, 
Our  misdeeds  to  Thee  confessing, 
On  Thy  Name  we  humbly  call. 

2  Sinful  thoughts,  and  words  unloving, 

Rise  against  us  one  by  one  ; 
Acts  unworthy,  deeds  unthinking, 
Good  that  we  have  left  undone. 

3  Hearts  that  far  from  Thee  were  straying, 

While  in  prayer  we  bowed  the  knee  ; 
Lips  that,  while  Thy  praises  sounding, 
Lifted  not  the  soul  to  Thee  : 

4  Precious  moments  idly  wasted, 

Precious  hours  in  folly  spent ; 
Christian  vow  and  fight  unheeded, 
Scarce  a  thought  to  wisdom  lent. 


5  Lord,  Thy  mercy  still  entreating, 

We  with  shame  our  sins  would  own 
From  henceforth,  the  time  redeeming, 
May  we  live  to  Thee  alone. 

6  Heavenly  Father,  bless  Thy  children  ; 

Hearken  from  Thy  throne  on  high  ; 
Loving  Saviour,  Holy  Spirit, 
Hear  and  heed  our  humble  cry. 
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Stettin  (87  87  887). 


FIRST  TUNE. 


Melody  0/ old  Latin  "  Gloria. 
By  Xicolaus  Decius. 
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"  0#/  of  tJic  depths  have  I  cried  unto  Thee,  O  Lord. 


1  T^ROM  depths  of  woe  I  raise  to  Thee 

The  voice  of  lamentation  ; 
Lord,  turn  a  gracious  ear  to  me, 

And  hear  my  supplication  : 
If  Thou  shouldst  be  extreme  to  mark 
Each  secret  sin  and  misdeed  dark, 

Oh  !  who  could  stand  before  Thee  I 

2  To  wash  away  the  crimson  stain, 

Grace,  grace  alone  availeth  ; 
Our  works,  alas  !  are  all  in  vain, 
In  much  the  best  life  faileth  : 
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No  man  can  glory  in  Thy  sight, 
All  must  alike  confess  Thy  might, 
And  live  alone  by  mercy. 

Therefore  my  trust  is  in  the  Lord, 
And  not  in  mine  own  merit ; 

On    Him    my   soul   shall   rest,    His 
word 
Upholds  my  faintiug  spirit. 

His  promised  mercy  is  my  fort, 

My  comfort  and  my  sweet  support — 
I  wait  for  it  with  patience. 


Luther's  Hymn  (8787887). 
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SECOND  TUNE. 
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4  What  though  I  wait  the  livelong  night, 
And  till  the  dawn  appeareth  ? 
My  heart  still  trusteth  in  His  might, 

It  doubteth  not,  nor  feareth  : 
So  let  the  Israelite  in  heart, 
Born  of  the  Spirit,  do  his  part, 
And  wait  till  God  appeareth. 


5  Although  our  sin  is  great  indeed, 
God's  mercies  far  exceed  it  : 
His  hand  can  give  the  help  we  need, 

However  much  we  need  it  : 
He  is  the  shepherd  of  the  sheep, 
Who  Israel  doth  guard  and  keep, 
And  shall  from  sin  redeem  him. 
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Franconia  (s.m.) 


FIRST  TUNE. 
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Mailer's  Ckoralbuch,  /7J4. 
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Bethlehem  (s.m.) 
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SECOND  TUNE. 


Samuel  Wesley. 
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/  «;«  oppressed  1  undertake  for  me." 


1  OPPRESSED  with  sin  and  woe, 
^J     A  burdened  heart  I  bear ; 

Opposed  by  many  a  mighty  foe, 
But  I  will  not  despair. 

2  With  this  polluted  heart 
I  dare  to  come  to  Thee, 

Holy  and  mighty  as  Thou  art, 
For  Thou  wilt  pardon  me. 

3  I  feel  that  I  am  weak, 
And  prone  to  every  sin  ; 

But  Thou,  who  giv'st  to  those  who  seek, 
Wilt  give  me  strength  within, 
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4  Far  as  this  earth  may  be 
From  yonder  starry  skies, 

Remoter  still  am  I  from  Thee, 
Yet  Thou  wilt  not  despise. 

5  I  need  not  fear  my  foes, 
I  need  not  yield  to  care, 

I  need  not  sink  beneath  my  woes, 
For  Thou  wilt  answer  prayer. 

6  In  my  Redeemer's  name 
I  give  myself  to  Thee  ; 

And,  all  unworthy  as  I  am, 
My  God  will  cherish  me. 
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Newland  (s.m.) 


FIRST  TUNE. 
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SEGOND  TUNE. 
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Turn  yc,  turn  ye ;  why  will  ye  die  ? ' 


1  "D  ETURN,  and  come  to  God  ; 

Cast  all  your  sins  away ; 
Seek  ye  the  Saviour's  cleansing  blood  ; 
Repent,  believe,  obey ! 

2  Say  not  ye  cannot  come  ; 
For  Jesus  bled  and  died, 

That  none  who  ask  in  humble  faith 
Should  ever  be  denied. 


3  Say  not  ye  will  not  come ; 
'Tis  God  vouchsafes  to  call ; 

4-ud  fearful  will  their  end  be  found, 
On  whom  His  wrath  shall  fall. 

4  Come,  then,  whoever  will  ; 
Come,  while  'tis  called  to-day ; 

Seek  ye  the  Saviour's  cleansing  blood 

Repent,  believe,  obey ! 

1D5 


1b?mn  158    oo) 


Invitation  (86864). 


FIRST  TUNE. 


Thomas  Hastings,  Mus.  D. 


1 


*£ 


3 


& 


5 


3 


^S 


zz 


r 


a 


S 


s 


!TP 


"-gr 


5 


^ 


n  1 


r 
a 


Z2 


a 


sz: 


^ 


« 


22: 


f: 


zz 


?2-L<S> 


r 


«i 


3 


zz 


y 


3E2 


:cr 


zs: 


§^f 


3 


S 
J 


H 


€> 


W 


A 


A 


P. 


:g: 


£ 


& 


t 


o 


p?-p- 


S 


^ 


^^^ 


k 


plf^fbfHf^S 


fc*: 


^ 


3 


ZZ 


5 


zz: 


KS 


r 


^ 


zs: 


f: 


zz 


"  .Z,^  hint  return  unto  the  Lord,  and  He  will  have  mercy  upon  hint. 

1  "D  ETURN,  0  wanderer,  to  thy  home, 
"^     Thy  Father  calls  for  thee  ; 

No  longer  now  an  exile  roam 
In  guilt  and  misery  ; 
Return,  return. 

2  Return,  O  wanderer,  to  thy  home, 

Tis  Jesus  calls  for  thee  : 
The  Spirit  and  the  Bride  say,  Come  ; 
O  now  for  refuge  flee  ; 
Return,  return. 

3  Return,  O  wanderer,  to  thy  home, 

'Tis  madness  to  delay  : 
There  are  no  pardons  in  the  tomb. 
And  brief  is  mercy's  day. 
Return,  return. 
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Penitence  (86864). 


SECOND  TUNE. 


IV.  H.  Monk,  Mus.  D. 
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Z.c ^  /*/;«  return  unto  the  Lord,  and  He  will  < 


mercy  upon  him." 


1  T>  ETURN,  0  wanderer,  to  thy  home, 
•^     Thy  Father  calls  for  thee  ; 

No  longer  now  an  exile  roam 
In  guilt  and  misery  ; 
Return,  return. 

2  Return,  0  wanderer,  to  thy  home, 

Tis  Jesus  calls  for  thee  : 
The  Spirit  and  the  Bride  say,  Come  ; 
O  now  for  refuge  flee  ; 
Return,  return. 

3  Return,  O  wanderer,  to  thy  home, 

'Tis  madness  to  delay  : 
There  are  no  pardons  in  the  tomb, 
And  brief  is  mercy's  day. 
Return,  return. 
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Freiburg  (87  87  d.) 
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Tochter  Zion,  1741. 
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"  /  «/«  z7*£  good  Shepherd,  and  know  My  sheep,  and  am  known  of  Mine." 

1   GOULS  of  men  !  why  will  ye  scatter    3  It  is  God  :  His  love  looks  mighty, 
Like  a  crowd  of  frightened  sheep  ?  But  'tis  mightier  than  it  seems  : 


sheep 

Foolish  hearts  !  why  will  ye  wander 
From  a  love  so  true  and  deep  ? 

2  Was  there  ever  kindest  Shepherd 
Half  so  gentle,  half  so  sweet, 
As  the  Saviour  who  would  have  us 
Come  and  gather  at  His  feet  1 
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'Tis  our  Father,  and  His  fondness 
Goes  out  far  beyond  our  dreams. 

4  There's  a  wideness  in  God's  mercy 
Like  the  wideness  of  the  sea  ; 
There's  a  kindness  in  His  justice, 
Which  is  more  than  liberty. 
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5  There  is  no  place  where  earth's  sorrows 

Are  more  felt  than  up  in  heaven  ; 

There  is  no  place  where  earth's  failings 

Have  such  kindly  judgment  given. 

6  There  is  grace  enough  for  thousands 

Of  new  worlds  as  great  as  this  ; 
There  is  room  for  fresh  creations 
In  that  upper  home  of  bliss. 

7  There  is  welcome  for  the  sinner, 

And  more  graces  for  the  good  ; 
There  is  mercy  with  the  Saviour  ; 
There  is  healing  in  His  blood. 

8  For  the  love  of  God  is  broader 

Than  the  measures  of  man's  mind  ; 
And  the  heart  of  the  Eternal 
Is  most  wonderfully  kind. 

9  But  we  make  His  love  too  narrow 

By  false  limits  of  our  own  ; 
And  wTe  magnify  His  strictness 
With  a  zeal  He  will  not  own. 

10  There  is  plentiful  redemption 

In  the  blood  that  has  been  shed, 
There  is  joy  for  all  the  members 
In  the  sorrows  of  the  Head. 

11  Pining  souls  !  come  nearer  Jesus, 

And  O  come  not  doubting  thus, 
But  with  faith  that  trusts  more  bravely 
His  huge  tenderness  for  us. 


12  If  our  love  were  but  more  simple 


We  should  take  Him  at  His  word, 
And  our  lives  would  be  all  sunshine 
In  the  sweetness  of  our  Lord. 
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S.  Peter  (cm.) 


A.  R.  Reinagle. 
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/  it/*'//  ta/fe  Mtf  .yfowj'  heart  out  of  their  flesh,  and  will  give  than  an  heart  of  flesh." 

1  f\  FOR  a  heart  to  praise  my  God, 

A  heart  from  sin  set  free  ! 
A  heart  that  always  feels  Thy  blood, 
So  freely  shed  for  me  ! 

2  A  heart  resigned,  submissive,  meek, 

My  great  Redeemer's  throne  ; 
"Where  only  Christ  is  heard  to  speak, 
Where  Jesus  reigns  alone. 

3  A  humble,  lowly,  contrite  heart, 

Believing,  true,  and  clean  ; 
Which  neither  death  nor  life  can  part 
From  Him  that  dwells  within  : 


4  A  heart  in  every  thought  renewed, 

And  full  of  love  divine  ; 
Perfect,  and  right,  and  pure,  and  good, 
A  copy,  Lord,  of  Thine  ! 

5  Thy  nature,  gracious  Lord,  impart ; 

Come  quickly  from  above  ; 
Write  Thy  new  name  upon  my  heart, 
Thy  new,  best  name  of  love. 
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Gibbons  (77  77). 


?IRST  TUNE. 


Orlando  Gibbons,  Mus.  D. 
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S.  Bees  (77  77). 
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SECOND  TUNE. 
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Lovest  thou  Me  ?  " 


1  TJAEK,  my  soul  !  it  is  the  Lord  ; 
-!"■-    'Tis  thy  Saviour,  hear  His  word  ; 
Jesus  speaks,  and  speaks  to  thee  : 

"  Say,  poor  sinner.  loVst  thou  Me  % 

2  "  I  delivered  thee  when  bound, 
And,  when  bleeding,  healed  thy  wound ; 
Sought  thee  wandering,  set  thee  right, 
Turned  thy  darkness  into  light. 

3  "  Can  a  woman's  tender  care 
Cease  towards  the  child  she  bare  1 
Yes,  she  may  forgetful  be, 

Yet  will  I  remember  thee. 


4  "  Mine  is  an  unchanging  love, 
Higher  than  the  heights  above  ; 
Deeper  than  the  depths  beneath, 
Free  and  faithful,  strong  as  death. 

5  "Thou  shalt  see  My  glory  soon, 
"When  the  work  of  grace  is  done  ; 
Partner  of  My  throne  shalt  be  : 
Say,  poor  sinner,  lov'st  thou  Me  1 " 

6  Lord,  it  is  my  chief  complaint 
That  my  love  is  cold  and  faint  ; 
Yet  I  love  Thee  and  adore, 

O  for  grace  to  love  Thee  more  ! 
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Dortmund  (l.m.) 


FIRST  TUNE. 


Wolff's  Kirchengesang,  156Q. 
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SECOND  TUNE. 


Samuel  Sebastian  Wesley,  Mus.  D. 
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The  fire  shall  ever  be  burning  upon  the  altar:  it  shall  never  go  out.' 


1  f\  THOU,  who  earnest  from  above, 
^     The  pure  celestial  fire  to  impart, 
Kindle  a  flame  of  sacred  love 

On  the  mean  altar  of  my  heart. 

2  There  let  it  for  Thy  glory  burn 

With  inextinguishable  blaze, 
And,  trembling,  to  its  source  return 
In  humble  prayer  and  fervent  praise. 
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3  Jesus  !  confirm  my  heart's  desire 

To  work,  and  speak,  and  think  for 
Still  let  me  guard  the  holy  fire,  [Thee; 
And  still  stir  up  Thy  gift  in  me  ; 

4  Ready  for  all  Thy  perfect  will, 

My  acts  of  faith  and  love  repeat, 

Till  death  Thy  endless  mercies  seal, 

And  make  my  sacrifice  complete. 
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Stephanos  (85  83). 


FIRST  TUNE. 


Rev.  Sir  Henry  Baker,  Bart. 
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S.  Helen's  (85  83). 


second  tune. 


Sir  Robert  P.  Stewart,  Mus.  D. 


^g 


3 


5 


r 


* 


1 — r 


iJ. 


J 


fei 


i^^=pfF^pzgip 


-o— <s»- 


2 


«- 


r 


2=p: 


Z.^5 1 ^ 

rr^-^+i 

h 

-0 — g> — 0 — ©- 

0    — «=y 
^    0 

P-^r-N 

-1 U— ! i— 

© ^_ 

<-? © — 

"  CV;w  z*;^  Me,  all  ye  that  labour  and  are  heavy  laden." 


1     A  RT  thou  weary,  art  thou  languid, 
A     Art  thou  sore  distrest  ? 


"  Come  to  Me,"  saith  One, 
Be  at  rest." 


and  coming 


2  Hath  He  marks  to  lead  me  to  Him, 

If  He  be  my  guide  ? 
"In  His  feet  and  hands  are  wound-prints, 
And  His  side." 

3  Is  there  diadem,  as  monarch, 

That  His  brow  adorns  ? 
"Yea,  a  crown,  in  very  surety, 
But  of  thorns  !  " 

4  If  ITfind  Him,  if  I  follow, 

What  His  guerdon  here  ? 


' "'  Many  a  sorrow,  many  a  labour, 
Many  a  tear." 

5  If  I  still  hold  closely  to  Him, 

What  hath  He  at  last  ? 
"Sorrow  vanquished,  labour  ended, 
Jordan  past  ! " 

6  If  I  ask  Him  to  receive  me, 

Will  He  say  me  nay  ? 
"Not  till  earth,  and  not  till  heaven, 
Pass  away  ! " 

7  Finding,  following,  keeping,  struggling, 

Is  He  sure  to  bless  ? 
"Angels,  martyrs,  saints,  and  prophets, 
Answer,  Yes ! " 
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"  Return  unto  Me,  and  I  will  return  unto  you." 


lI^EAKYof  wandering  from  my  God, 
And  now  made  willing  to  return, 
I  hear  and  bow  me  to  the  rod ; 

For  Thee,  not  without  hope,  I 
I  have  an  Advocate  above,  [mourn  ; 
A  Friend  before  the  throne  of  love. 


2  0  Jesus,  full  of  pardoning  grace, 
More  full  of  grace  than  I  of  sin, 
Yet  once  again  I  seek  Thy  face ; 

Open  Thine  arms  and  take  me  in, 
And  freely  my  backslidings  heal, 
And  love  the  faithless  sinner  still. 


3  Thou  knowest  the  way  to  bring  me  back, 
My  fallen  spirit  to  restore ; 
O  for  Thy  truth  and  mercy's  sake 

Forgive,  and  bid  me  sin  no  more ; 
The  ruins  of  my  soul  repair, 
And  make  my  heart  a  house  of  prayer. 


4  Ah,  give  me,  Lord,  the  tender  heart, 
That  trembles  at  the  approach  of  sin ; 
A  godly  fear  of  sin  impart, 

Implant  and  root  it  deep  within, 
That  I  may  dread  Thy  gracious  power, 
And  never  dare  offend  Thee  more. 
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Even  me  (8787  and  ref.) 


1b?mn  165    (270) 


IV.  B.  Bradbm 
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Let     some  drops    de-scend     on    me. 


"  There  shall  be  showers  of  blessing" 


1  T  ORD,  I  hear  of  showers  of  blessing 

Thou  art  scattering,  full  and  free, — 
Showers  the  thirsty  land  refreshing ; 
Let  some  drops  descend  on  me, 
Even  me. 

2  Pass  me  not,  0  gracious  Father ! 

Sinful  though  my  heart  may  be ; 
Thou  mightst  spurn  me,  but  the  rather 
Let  Thy  mercy  light  on  me, 
Even  me. 

3  Pass  me  not,  O  tender  Saviour ! 

Let  me  love  and  cling  to  Thee  ; 
I  am  longing  for  Thy  favour, 
When  Thou  comest  call  for  me, 
Even  me. 


4  Pass  me  not,  O  mighty  Spirit ! 

Thou  canst  make  the  blind  to  see  ; 
Witnesser  of  Jesus'  merit, 

Speak  the  word  of  power  to  me, 
Even  me. 

5  Have  I  long  in  sin  been  sleeping, 

Long  been  slighting,  grieving  Thee  ? 
Has  the  world  my  heart  been  keeping  ? 
O  forgive  and  rescue  me, 

Even  me. 

6  Love  of  God,  so  pure  and  changeless, 

Blood  of  Christ,  so  rich  and  free, 
Grace  of  God,  so  strong  and  bound- 
Magnify  them  all  in  me,        [less, — 
Even  me. 
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Miserere  (7777  d.) 


FIRST  TUNE. 


W.  H.  Monk,  Mus.  D. 
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'  Jesus,  Master,  have  mercy  upon  us  I " 


1  O  AVIOUE,  when  in  dust  to  Thee 

Low  we  bend  the  adoring  knee 
When  repentant  to  the  skies 
Scarce  we  lift  our  weeping  eyes  ; 
O,  by  all  the  pains  and  woe 
Suffered  once  for  man  below, 
Bending  from  Thy  throne  on  high, 
Hear  our  solemn  litany  ! 

2  By  Thy  helpless  infant  years  ; 
By  Thy  life  of  want  and  tears  ; 
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By  Thy  days  of  sore  distress 
In  the  savage  wilderness  ; 
By  the  dread  mysterious  hour 
Of  the  insulting  tempter's  power  ; 
Turn,  O  turn  a  favouring  eye  ! 
Hear  our  solemn  litany  ! 

3  By  the  sacred  griefs  that  wept 
O'er  the  grave  where  Lazarus  slept 
By  the  boding  tears  that  flowed 
Over  Salem's  loved  abode  ; 


Ib^mn  166    (95) 


Weimar  (77  77  d.) 


SECOND  TUNE. 


Melchior  Vulpius. 
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By  the  anguished  sigh  that  told 
Treachery  lurked  within  Thy  fold  ; 
From  Thy  seat  above  the  sky, 
Hear  our  solemn  litany  ! 

4  By  Thine  hour  of  dire  despair  ; 
By  Thine  agony  of  prayer  ; 
By  the  cross,  the  nail,  the  thorn, 
Piercing  spear  and  torturing  scorn, 
By  the  gloom  that  veiled  the  skies 
O'er  the  dreadful  sacrifice  ; 


Listen  to  our  humble  cry, 
Hear  our  solemn  litany  ! 

5  By  Thy  deep  expiring  groan  ; 
By  the  sad  sepulchral  stone  ; 
By  the  vault,  whose  dark  abode 
Held  in  vain  the  rising  God  ; 
O,  from  earth  to  heaven  restored, 
Mighty  reascended  Lord, 
Listen,  listen  to  the  cry 
Of  our  solemn  litany  ! 
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Litany  No 
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(77  76)- 


FIRST  TUNE. 


(271) 

Anonymous. 
Harmonized  by  Sir  Arthur  S.  Sullivan. 
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"  Zte  merciful  unto  me,  O  God,  be  merciful  unto  me,  for  my  soul  trusteth  in  Thee." 


1  TESUS,  we  are  far  away 

From  the  light  of  heavenly  day, 
Lost  in  paths  of  sin  we  stray  : 

Lord,  in  mercy  hear  us. 

2  Deeper  has  the  darkness  grown  ; 
Saviour,  come  to  seek  Thine  own, 
Leave,  0  leave  us  not  alone  : 

Lord,  in  mercy  hear  us. 


3  Help  us  to  bewail  our  sin, 
And,  in  heavenly  strength,  begin 
Daily  victories  to  win  : 

Lord,  in  mercy  hear  us. 

4  Keep  us  lowly,  that  we  may, 
Ever  watchful,  turn  away 

From  the  snares  our  tempters  lay  : 

Lord,  in  mercy  hear  us. 
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5  On  our  darkness  shed  Thy  light, 
Lead  our  wills  to  what  is  right, 
Wash  our  evil  nature  white  : 

Lord,  in  mercy  hear  us. 

6  May  Thy  wisdom  be  our  guide, 
Comfort,  rest,  and  peace  provide 
Near  to  Thy  protecting  side  : 

Lord,  in  mercy  hear  us, 

7  May  the  world  seem  only  dross, 
May  we  welcome  shame  and  loss, 
Willingly  endure  the  cross  : 

Lord,  in  mercy  hear  us. 

8  When  oppressed  with  trouble  sore, 
Teach  our  hearts  to  feel  the  more 
For  the  pangs  our  Saviour  bore  : 

Lord,  in  mercy  hear  us. 


Litany  No.  2  (77  76). 

Voices  in  unison. 
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SECOND  TUNE. 


(271) 

Sir  Arthur  S.  Sullivan,  Mus.  D. 
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May  we  true  devotion  feel 
To  our  God,  and  holy  zeal 
For  our  fellow-creatures'  weal  : 

Lord,  in  mercy  hear  us. 


10  May  we  selfishness  deny, 
And  the  body  mortify, 
Doing  deeds  of  charity  : 

Lord,  in  mercy  hear  us. 


1 1  Make  us  earnest  when  we  pray, 
Diligent  from  day  to  day, 
Meaning,  doing,  what  we  say  : 

Lord,  in  mercy  hear  us. 

12  Fix  our  hearts  on  things  on  high, 
Let  no  evil  thoughts  come  nigh, 
Purge  from  sin  our  memory  : 

Lord,  in  mercy  hear  us. 

13  May  Thy  grace  within  the  soul 
Nature's  waywardness  control, 
Guiding  towards  the  heavenly  goal : 

Lord,  in  mercy  hear  us. 

14  So  at  last,  from  sin  set  free, 
What  we  long  for,  may  we  see, 
And  for  ever  blessed  be  : 

Lord,  in  mercy  hear  us. 
o 
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FAITH    A  N  D     L  O  V  E. 


Ibymn  168 


(272) 


Dalkeith  (ioioioio). 


FIRST  TUNE. 


Thomas  Hewlett,  Mus.  B, 
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/«  7vho7>i  zue  have  redc7nption  through  His  blood,  the forgiveness  of  sins.'' 

1  "\17"EARY  of  earth  and  laden  with  my  sin, 

™       I  look  at  heaven  and  long  to  enter  in ; 
But  there  no  evil  thing  may  find  a  home, 
And  yet  I  hear  a  voice  that  bids  me  "  Come." 

2  So  vile  I  am,  how  dare  I  hope  to  stand 
In  the  pure  glory  of  that  holy  land  ? 
Before  the  whiteness  of  that  throne  appear? 

Yet  there  are  hands  stretched  out  to  draw  me  near. 

3  The  while  I  fain  would  tread  the  heavenly  way, 
Evil  is  ever  with  me  day  by  day ; 


Penitentia  (io  io  io  io). 


1b?mn  168 


SECOND  TUNE. 


(272) 


Edward  Dearie,  ATns.  D. 


Yet  on  mine  ears  the  gracious  tidings  fall, 

"  Repent,  confess,  thou  shalt  be  loosed  from  all." 

4  It  is  the  voice  of  Jesus  that  I  hear, 

His  are  the  hands  stretched  out  to  draw  me  near, 
And  His  the  blood  that  can  for  all  atone, 
And  set  me  faultless  there  before  the  throne. 

5  'Twas  He  who  found  me  on  the  deathly  wild, 
And  made  me  heir  of  heaven,  the  Father's  child, 
And  day  by  day,  whereby  my  soul  may  live, 
Gives  me  His  grace  of  pardon,  and  will  give. 

6  O  great  Absolver,  grant  my  soul  may  wear 
The  lowliest  garb  of  penitence  and  prayer, 
That  in  the  Father's  courts  my  glorious  dress 
May  be  the  garment  of  Thy  righteousness. 

7  Yea,  Thou  wilt  answer  for  me,  righteous  Lord  ; 
Thine  all  the  merits,  mine  the  great  reward ; 
Thine  the  sharp  thorns,  and  mine  the  golden  crown 
Mine  the  life  won,  and  Thine  the  life  laid  down. 

8  Nought  can  I  bring,  dear  Lord,  for  all  I  owe, 
Yet  let  my  full  heart  what  it  can  bestow  ; 
Like  Mary's  gift  let  my  devotion  prove, 
Forgiven  greatly,  how  I  greatly  love. 
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FIRST  TUNE. 
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IV.  H.  Monk,  Mus.  D. 


3 


S 


_^ 


^ 


^ 


zg: 


Z2 


gZZ3 


bL 


^2. 


A 


^AA 


H 


zz 


C2_ 


zz 


p 


3=1 


ZZ: 


zz 


22: 


1 


4-4 


_£2_ 


I     I 


J. 


A 


-G>- 


r 

1 


22: 


Mr 


-^z-^ 


2^a: 


fcpc 


22: 


zz 


"  A/y  soulfleeth  tcnto  the  Lord.'' 


1  T  ORD,  in  this  Thy  mercy's  day, 

Ere  it  pass  for  aye  away, 
On  our  knees  we  fall  and  pray. 

2  Holy  Jesus,  grant  us  tears, 

Fill  us  with  heart-searching  fears, 
Ere  that  awful  doom  appears. 

3  Lord,  on  us  Thy  Spirit  pour, 
Kneeling  lowly  at  the  door, 
Ere  it  close  for  evermore. 
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4  By  Thy  night  of  agony, 
By  Thy  supplicating  cry, 
By  Thy  willingness  to  die, 

5  By  Thy  tears  of  bitter  woe 
For  Jerusalem  below, 

Let  us  not  Thy  love  forego. 

6  Grant  us  'neath  Thy  wings  a  place, 
Lest  we  lose  this  day  of  grace 
Ere  we  shall  behold  Thy  face. 


1b\>mn  170    (280) 


S.  Agnes,  Durham  (cm.) 


Rev.  J.  B.  Dykes,  Mus.  D. 
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"  Z/iy  Name  is  as  ointment  poured  forth." 
PART    I. 

1  JESUS,  the  very  thought  of  Thee 

With  sweetness  fills  my  breast ; 
But  sweeter  far  Thy  face  to  see, 
And  in  Thy  presence  rest. 

2  Nor  voice  can  sing,  nor  heart  can  frame, 

Nor  can  the  memory  find 
A  sweeter  sound  than  Thy  blest  name, 
O  Saviour  of  mankind  ! 

3  O  Hope  of  every  contrite  heart, 

O  Joy  of  all  the  meek, 
To  those  who  fall  how  kind  Thou  art  ! 
How  good  to  those  who  seek  ! 


4  But  what  to  those  who  find  ?     A  h 

Nor  tongue  nor  pen  can  show  ; 
The  love  of  Jesus,  what  it  is 
None  but  His  loved  ones  know. 

5  Jesus,  our  only  joy  be  Thou, 

As  Thou  our  prize  wilt  be  ; 
Jesus,  be  Thou  our  glory  now, 
And  through  eternity. 


this 
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Metzler's  Redhead,  No.  66  (cm.) 


Richard  Redhead. 
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"  J!&y  Name  is  as  ointment  poured  fortlu" 
PART  II. 

6  A  JESUS,  King  most  wonderful  ! 

Thou  Conqueror  renowned  i 
Thou  Sweetness  most  ineffable, 
In  whom  all  joys  are  found  ! 

7  When  once  thou  visitest  the  heart, 

Then  truth  begins  to  shine, 
Then  earthly  vanities  depart, 
Then  kindles  love  divine. 

8  O  Jesus,  Light  of  all  below  ! 

Thou  Fount  of  life  and  fire  ! 
Surpassing  all  the  joys  we  know, 
And  all  we  can  desire, — 

9  May  every  heart  confess  Thy  name, 

And  ever  Thee  adore, 
And,  seeking  Thee,  itself  inflame, 
To  seek  Thee  more  and  more. 

10  Thee  may  our  tongues  for  ever  bless, 
Thee  may  we  love  alone, 
And  ever  in  our  lives  express 
The  image  of  Thine  own. 
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Gkange  (s.m.) 


FIRST  TUNE. 


J.  Montgomerie  Bell. 
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SECOND  TUNE. 


(9/f/  German. 
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"  77z£  Lord  God giveth  them  light." 


1  T  IGHT  of  the  anxious  heart, 
Jesus,  Thou  dost  appear, 
To  bid  the  gloom  of  guilt  depart, 
And  shed  Thv  sweetness  here. 


2  Joyous  is  he  with  whom, 

God's  Word,  Thou  dost  abide  ; 
Sweet  Light  of  our  eternal  home, 
To  fleshly  sense  denied. 


3  Brightness  of  God  above, 
Unfathomable  grace, 

Thy  presence  is  a  fount  of  love 
Within  Thy  chosen  place. 
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Milton  (7676). 


FIRST  TUNE. 


Scholinus. 
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S.  Benet  (7676). 


SECOND  TUNE. 


Ancient  Church  Melody. 
Arranged  by  Dr.  Gauntlett. 
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/  7t'///  refine  them  as  silver  is  refined,  and  will  try  them  as  gold  is  tried. .  ..And  they  shall  say, 
The  Lord  is  my  God." 


rFHERE  is  a  fire  in  Zion 

"Whose  flame  is  Jesus'  love 
Its  smoke  is  ever  rising 
In  incense-clouds  above. 


2  O  try  us,  blest  Refiner, 
As  silver  must  be  tried  ; 
From  all  our  dross  and  evil 
Let  us  be  purified. 


3  So  shall  Thy  holy  image 

Be  formed  in  every  heart, 

Till,  like  Thee,  at  Thy  coming, 

We  see  Thee  as  Thou  art. 
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Vienna  or  Ravenna  (7777) 
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FIRST   TUNE. 


Justin  Heinrich  Kneckt. 
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Theodora  (7777). 
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SECOND  TUNE. 


^-i  dapted from  Handel. 
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"  JFzVA  77*£<?  is  the  fountain  of  life." 


1   Q  EJECT  of  my  first  desire, 
Jesus  crucified  for  me ; 
All  to  happiness  aspire, 
Only  to  be  found  in  Thee. 


2  Thee  to  please  and  Thee  to  know,  4  Source  and  giver  of  repose 


3  Lord,  it  is  not  life  to  live, 
If  Thy  Presence  Thou  deny  : 
Lord,  if  Thou  Thy  Presence  give, 
Tis  no  longer  death  to  die  ! 


Constitute  our  bliss  below ; 
Thee  to  see  and  Thee  to  love, 
Constitute  our  bliss  above. 


Singly  from  Thy  smile  it  flows ; 
Peace  and  happiness  are  Thine, 
Mine  they  are  if  Thou  art  mine. 
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(273) 


Evangel  (7676  d.  and  refrain). 


W.  H.  Doane,  Mus.  D. 
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Tell      me  the  old,      old       sto 
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Tell      me  the  old,     old      sto 


Ib^mn  174    (273) 
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Tell     me  the  old,      old       sto 


ry     Of       Je   -    sus       and       His      love. 


"  The  love  of  Christ,  which  posset h  knowledge." 


rpELL  me  the  old,  old  story, 
Of  unseen  things  above, 
Of  Jesus  and  His  glory, 

Of  Jesus  and  His  love. 
Tell  me  the  story  simply, 

As  to  a  little  child, 
For  I  am  weak  and  weary, 
And  helpless  and  denied. 

Tell  me  the  old,  old  story 
Of  Jesus  and  His  love. 


2  Tell  me  the  story  slowly, 
That  I  may  take  it  in  ; 
That  wonderful  redemption 

God's  remedy  for  sin. 
Tell  me  the  story  often, 
For.  I  forget  so  soon  ; 
The  early  dew  of  morning 
Has  passed  away  at  noon. 
Tell  me  the  old,  old  story 
Of  Jesus  and  His  love, 


3  Tell  me  the  story  softly, 

With  earnest  tones  and  grave  ; 
Remember,  I'm  the  sinner 

Whom  Jesus  came  to  save. 
Tell  me  that  story  always, 
If  you  would  really  be, 
In  any  time  of  trouble, 
A  comforter  to  me. 

Tell  me  the  old,  old  story 
Of  Jesus  and  His  love. 


4  Tell  me  the  same  old  story, 

When  you  have  cause  to  fear 
That  this  world's  empty  glory 

Is  costing  me  too  dear. 
Yes,  and  when  that  world's  glory 

Is  dawning  on  my  soul, 
Tell  me  the  old,  old  story  : 

"  Christ  Jesus  makes  thee  whole." 
Tell  me  the  old,  old  story 
Of  Jesus  and  His  love. 
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S.  Petersburg 


Dimitri  Bortnianski. 
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"  ^4M?  fo  comprehend  with  all  saints  what  is  the  breadth,  and  length,  and  depth,  and  height ; 
and  to  know  the  love  of  Christ,  which  passeth  knowledge." 


1  rpHOU  hidden  love  of  God,  whose 

height, 
Whose  depth  unfathomed  no  man 
knows, 
I  see  from  far  Thy  beauteous  light, 

Inly  I  sigh  for  Thy  repose  : 
My  heart  is  pained,  nor  can  it  be 
At  rest,  till  it  finds  rest  in  Thee. 

2  Thy  secret  voice  invites  me  still 

The  sweetness  of  Thy  yoke  to  prove ; 
And  fain  I  would  ;    but  though  my 
will 
Seems  fixed,  yet  wide  my  passions 
rove  ; 
Yet  hindrances  strew  all  the  way : 
I  aim  at  Thee,  yet  from  Thee  stray. 
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3  'Tis    mercy    all,  —  that    Thou    hast 

brought 
My    mind    to   seek    her    peace    in 
Thee: 
Yet  while  I  seek,  but  find  Thee  not, 
No  peace  my  wandering  soul  shall 
see : 
O,  when  shall  all  my  wanderings  end, 
And  all  my  steps  to  Thee-ward  tend? 

4  O  Lord,  Thy  sovereign  aid  impart, 

To  save  me  from  low-thoughted  care ; 
Chase  this  self-will   through  all  my 
heart, 

Through  all  its  latent  mazes  there ; 
Make  me  Thy  duteous  child,  that  I 
Ceaseless  may  "  Abba,  Father  "  cry. 
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S.  .Margaret 
Sloiv. 


A.  L.  Peace,  Mus.  D. 
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"  If  any  man  be  in  Christ,  he  is  a  new  creature." 

f\  LOVE  that  wilt  not  let  me  go,  2  0  Light  that  followest  all  my  way 

I  rest  my  weary  soul  in  Thee ;  I  yield  my  flickering  torch  to  Tl 


my  weary 
I  give  Thee  back  the  life  I  owe, 
That  in  Thine  ocean  depths  its  flow 
May  richer,  fuller  be. 


yield  my  flickering  torch  to  Thee; 
My  heart  restores  its  borrowed  ray, 
That  in  Thy  sunshine's  blaze  its  day 

May  brighter,  fairer  be. 


3  O  Joy  that  seekest  me  through  pain, 
I  cannot  close  my  heart  to  Thee ; 
I  trace  the  rainbow  through  the  rain, 
And  feel  the  promise  is  not  vain 
That  morn  shall  tearless  be. 


0  Cross  that  liftest  up  my  head, 

I  dare  not  ask  to  fly  from  Thee ; 

1  lay  in  dust  life's  glory  dead, 

And  from  the  ground  there  blossoms  red 
Life  that  shall  endless  be. 
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Ib^mn  177 


(279) 


Patmos  (77  77). 


Rev.  W.  H.  Havergal,  M.A. 
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"  Fervent  in  spirit,  serving  the  Lord." 

1  rpAKE  my  life,  and  let  it  be 

Consecrated,  Lord,  to  Thee. 
Take  my  moments  and  my  days, 
Let  them  flow  in  ceaseless  praise. 

2  Take  my  hands,  and  let  them  move 
At  the  impulse  of  Thy  love. 

Take  my  feet,  and  let  them  be 
Swift  and  beautiful  for  Thee. 


3  Take  my  voice,  and  let  me  sing, 
Always,  only,  for  my  King. 
Take  my  lips,  and  let  them  be 
Filled  with  messages  from  Thee. 

4  Take  my  silver  and  my  gold  ; 
Not  a  mite  would  I  withhold. 
Take  my  intellect,  and  use 
Every  power  as  Thou  dost  choose. 

5  Take  my  will,  and  make  it  Thine ; 
It  shall  be  no  longer  mine. 

Take  my  heart,  it  is  Thine  own  ; 
It  shall  be  Thy  royal  throne. 

6  Take  my  love  ;  my  Lord,  I  pour 
At  Thy  feet  its  treasure-store. 
Take  myself,  and  I  will  be 
Ever,  only,  all  for  Thee  ! 
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HfcATHLANDS  (77  77  77). 


Henry  Smart. 
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"  Whose  I  am,  and  •whom  I  serve." 
PART  I. 

1  TESUS,  Master,  whose  I  am, 

Purchased  Thine  alone  to  be 
By  Thy  blood,  0  spotless  Lamb, 

Shed  so  willingly  for  me, 
Let  my  heart  be  all  Thine  own, 
Let  me  live  to  Thee  alone. 

2  Other  lords  have  long  held  sway; 

Now,  Thy  name  alone  to  bear, 
Thy  dear  voice  alone  obey, 

Is  my  daily,  hourly  prayer : 
Whom  have  I  in  heaven  but  Thee  ? 
Nothing  else  my  joy  can  be. 

3  Jesus,  Master,  I  am  Thine : 

Keep  me  faithful,  keep  me  near ; 
Let  Thy  presence  in  me  shine, 

All  my  homeward  way  to  cheer. 
Jesus,  at  Thy  feet  I  fall, 
O  be  Thou  my  all  in  all. 
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(281) 


Rock  of  Ages  (77  77  77). 


Rev.  J.  B.  Dykes,  Mus.  D. 
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"  Whose  I  am.  and  whom  I  serve." 
PART    II. 

JESUS,  Master,  whom  I  serve, 
Though  so  feebly  and  so  ill, 
Strengthen  hand  and  heart  and  nerve 

All  Thy  bidding  to  fulfil ; 
Open  Thou  mine  eyes  to  see 
All  the  work  Thou  hast  for  me. 

Lord,  Thou  needest  not,  I  know, 
Service  such  as  I  can  bring ; 

Yet  I  long  to  prove  and  show 
Full  allegiance  to  my  King. 

Thou  an  honour  art  to  me ; 

Let  me  be  a  praise  to  Thee. 

Jesus,  Master,  wilt  Thou  use 

One  who  owes  Thee  more  than  all  ? 

As  Thou  wilt !  I  would  not  choose ; 
Only  let  me  hear  Thy  call. 

Jesus,  let  me  always  be, 

In  Thy  service,  glad  and  free. 
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Kent  (l.m.) 


FIRST    TUNE. 


Johann  Friedrich  Lampc. 
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S.  Bernard  (l.m.) 


SECOND  TUNE. 
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1  "INTERNAL.  Beam  of  Light  Divine, 
J-^     Fountain  of  unexhausted  love, 
In  whom  the  Father's  glories  shine 

Through  earth  beneath  and  heaven  above 

2  Jesus  !  the  weary  wanderer's  Rest ! 

Give  me  Thy  easy  yoke  to  bear ; 
With  steadfast  patience  arm  my  breast, 
With  spotless  love  and  lowly  fear. 

3  Thankful  I  take  the  cup  from  Thee, 

Prepared  and  mingled  by  Thy  skill : 
j, Though  bitter  to  the  taste  it  be, 

Powerful  the  wounded  soul  to  heal. 


The  Lord  is  become  my  salvation.' 

!  4  Be  Thou,  O  Rock  of  Ages,  nigh 


So  shall  each  murmuring  thought  be  gone: 
And  grief,  and  fear,  and  care  shall  fly 
As  clouds  before  the  mid-day  sun. 

I  5  Speak  to  my  warring  passions  peace ; 
Say  to  my  trembling  heart,  Be  still : 
Thy  power  my  strength  and  fortress  is, 
For  all  things  serve  Thy  sovereign  will. 

6  0  Death,  where  is  thy  sting  ?  where  now 
Thy  boasted  victory,  O  Grave  ? 
Who  shall  contend  with  God,  or  who 
Can  hurt  whom  God  delights  to  save  ? 
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Fight  of   Faith  (d.l.m.) 


A.  L.  Peace,  Mus.  D. 
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"  Fight  the  good  fight  of  faith.'" 


1   rpHE  Son  of  God  goes  forth  to  war. 
■*-      A  kingly  crown  to  gain, 
His  blood-red  banner  streams  afar  ; 

Who  follows  in  His  train  ? 
"Who  best  can  drink  His  cup  of  woe, 

Triumphant  over  pain — 
Who   patient  bears   His  cross    be- 
low,— 
He  follows  in  His  train. 


2  The  martyr  first,  whose  eagle  eye 
Could  pierce  beyond  the  grave, 
Who  saw  his  Master  in  the  sky, 
And  called  on  Him  to  save. 


Like  Him,  with  pardon  on  his  tongue, 

In  midst  of  mortal  "pain, 
He  prayed  for  them  that  did  the  wrong; 

"Who  follows  in  his  train  ? 

3  A  glorious  band,  the  chosen  few 
( >n  whom  the  Spirit  came, 
Twelve  valiant  saints,  their  hope  they 
knew. 
And  mocked  the  cross  and  flame. 
They  met  the  tyrant's  brandished  steel, 

The  lion's  gory  mane, 
They  bowed  their  necks  the  death  to 
Who  follows  in  their  train  ?     [feel  ; 
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4  A  noble  army,  men  and  boys. 
The  matron  and  the  maid, 
Around  the  Saviour's  throne  rejoice, 
In  robes  of  light  arrayed. 


They  climbed  the  steep  ascent  of  heaven, 
Through  peril,  toil,  and  pain ; 

O  God,  to  us  may  grace  be  given 
To  follow  in  their  train. 


Ib^mn  181    (283) 


S.  Ethelwald  (s.m.) 


fci 


l=d=±=M 


IV.  H.  Monk,  Mus.  D. 


A 


W*, 


pfcjg 


iA 


A 


■pt 


3 


& 


■#i 


i 


m 


3E 


A 


¥ 


i 


r 


m$Eg- 


afc 


e 


£ 


-<ss>- 


8S 


pz 


p 


e; 


J*=t^ 


i© — (©- 


f=^ 


J=t 


W- 


Gh-i 


"  /^  on  the  whole  armour  o/God." 

1   SOLDIERS  of  Christ !  arise, 
^     And  put  your  armour  on, 

Strong  in  the  strength  which  God  supplies 
Through  His  eternal  Son. 


2  Strong  in  the  Lord  of  hosts, 
And  in  His  mighty  power ; 

Who  in  the  strength  of  Jesus  trusts 
Is  more  than  conqueror. 

3  Stand  then  in  His  great  might, 
"With  all  His  strength  endued  ; 

And  take,  to  arm  you  for  the  tight, 
The  panoply  of  God. 

4  From  strength  to  strength  go  on  ; 
Wrestle,  and  fight,  and  pray  ; 

Tread  all  the  powers  of  darkness  down, 
And  win  the  well-fought  day  ; 

5  That,  having  all  things  done, 
And  all  your  conflicts  past, 

Ye  may  o'ercome  through  Christ  alone, 
And  stand  complete  at  last. 
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Ein'  feste  Burg  (878766667). 


Martin  Luther. 
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1b?mn  182    (284) 

"  God  is  our  refuge  and  strength." 

1  A    SUEE  stronghold  our  God  is  He, 

A  trusty  shield  and  weapon  ; 
Our  help  He'll  be,  and  set  us  free 
From  every  ill  can  happen. 
That  old  malicious  foe 
Intends  us  deadly  woe ; 
Armed  with  the  strength  of  hell, 
And  deepest  craft  as  well, 
On  earth  is  not  his  fellow. 

2  Through  our  own  force  we  nothing  can, 

Straight  were  we  lost  for  ever ; 
But  for  us  fights  the  proper  Man, 
By  God  sent  to  deliver. 

Ask  ye  who  this  may  be  % 

Christ  Jesus  named  is  He, 

Of  Sabaoth  the  Lord  ; 

Sole  God  to  be  adored  ; 
'Tis  He  must  win  the  battle. 

3  And  were  the  world  with  devils  filled, 

All  eager  to  devour  us, 
Our  souls  to  fear  should  little  yield, 
They  cannot  overpower  us. 

Their  dreaded  Prince  no  more 

Can  harm  us  as  of  yore ; 

Look  grim  as  e'er  he  may, 

Doomed  is  his  ancient  sway ; 
A  word  can  overthrow  him. 

4  Still  shall  they  leave  that  Word  His  might, 

And  yet  no  thanks  shall  merit ; 
Still  is  He  with  us  in  the  fight, 
By  His  good  gifts  and  Spirit. 

E'en  should  they  take  our  life. 

Goods,  honour,  children,  wife — 

Though  all  of  these  be  gone, 

Yet  nothing  have  they  won, 

God's  kingdom  ours  abideth ! 

229 


1b\>mn  183    (282) 


VlGILATE  (77  73). 


//'.  //.  Monk,  Mus.  D. 
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"  Watch  and  pray." 

1  CHRISTIAN  !  seek  not  yet  repose ; 


Hear  thy  guardian  angel  say, 


Thou  art  in  the  midst  of  foes : 
Watch  and  pray. 

2  Principalities  and  powers, 

Mustering  their  unseen  array, 
Wait  for  thy  unguarded  hours : 
Watch  and  pray. 

3  Gird  thy  heavenly  armour  on ; 

Wear  it  ever,  night  and  day ; 
Ambushed  lies  the  evil  one : 
Watch  and  pray. 

4  Hear  the  victors  who  o'ercame  ; 

Still  they  mark  each  warrior's  way : 
All  with  one  sweet  voice  exclaim, 
"  Watch  and  pray." 

5  Hear,  above  all,  hear  thy  Lord, 

Him  thou  lovest  to  obey ; 
Hide  within  thy  heart  His  word, — 
"Watch  and  pray." 

6  Watch  as  if  on  that  alone 

Hung  the  issue  of  the  day ; 
Pray  that  help  may  be  sent  down  : 
Watch  and  pray. 
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Clan  tier's  Psaltnodia  Xma,  fOjo. 
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'  If  any  wan  will  come  after  Me,  let  him  deny  himself  and  take  up  his  cross,  and  follow  Me. 

1  npAKE  up  thy  cross,  the  Saviour  said, 

If  thou  woulclst  My  disciple  be ; 
Deny  thyself,  the  world  forsake, 
And  humbly  follow  after  Me. 

2  Take  up  thy  cross  ;  let  not  its  weight 
Fill  thy  weak  spirit  with  alarm ; 
His  strength  shall  bear  thy  spirit  up, 
And  brace  thy  heart,  and  nerve  thine  arm. 

3  Take  up  thy  cross,  nor  heed  the  shame, 
Nor  let  thy  foolish  pride  rebel ; 

Thy  Lord  for  thee  the  cross  endured, 
To  save  thy  soul  from  death  and  hell. 

4  Take  up  thy  cross  then  in  His  strength, 
And  calmly  every  danger  brave ; 
'Twill  guide  thee  to  a  better  home, 
And  lead  to  victory  o'er  the  grave. 

o  Take  up  thy  cross,  and  follow  Christ, 
Nor  think  till  death  to  lay  it  down ; 
For  only  he  who  bears  the  cross 
May  hope  to  wear  the  glorious  crown. 
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Batty  or  Tirnal'  (8787). 


Gnadauer  Choratbuch,  /73J. 
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"  /  am  crucified  with  Christ.1 


1  TESUS,  I  my  cross  have  taken, 
^      All  to  leave  and  follow  Thee  ; 
Destitute,  despised,  forsaken, 

Thou  from  hence  my  all  shalt'be  : 

2  Go,  then,  earthly  fame  and  treasure  ! 

Come  disaster,  scorn,  and  pain  ! 
In  Thy  service,  pain  is  pleasure ; 
With  Thy  favour,  loss  is  gain. 


3  Man  may  trouble  and  distress  me, 

'Twill  but  drive  me  to  Thy  breast ; 
Life  with  trials  hard  may  press  me, 
Heaven  will  bring  me  sweeter  rest. 

4  O  'tis  not  in  grief  to  harm  me, 

While  Thy  love  is  left  to  me ! 
O  'twere  not  in  joy  to  charm  me, 
Were  that  joy  unmixed  with  Thee  ! 
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5  Take,  my  soul,  thy  full  salvation ; 

Rise  o'er  sin,  and  fear,  and  care ; 
Joy  to  find,  in  every  station, 
Something  still  to  do  or  bear : 

6  Think  what  Spirit  dwells  within  thee  I 

What  a  Father's  smile  is  thine  ! 
What  a  Saviour  died  to  win  thee  ! 

Child  of  heaven,  shouldst  thou  repine  \ 

7  Haste,  then,  on  from  grace  to  glory, 

Armed  by  faith  and  winged  by  prayer 
Heaven's  eternal  day's  before  thee, 

God's  own  hand  shall  guide  thee  there. 

8  Soon  shall  close  thy  earthly  mission, 

Swift  shall  pass  thy  pilgrim  days ; 
Hope  soon  change  to  glad  fruition, 
Faith  to  sight,  and  prayer  to  praise. 
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S.  Peter  (cm.) 


A.  R.  Rcinagle. 
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"  77y  Name  is  as  ointment  poured  forth." 

1  TXOW  sweet  the  Name  of  Jesus  sounds 

In  a  believer's  ear  ! 
It  soothes  his  sorrows,  heals  his  wounds, 
And  drives  away  his  fear. 

2  It  makes  the  wounded  spirit  whole, 

And  calms  the  troubled  breast ; 
"lis  manna  to  the  hungry  soul, 
And  to  the  weary  rest. 

3  Dear  Name !  the  rock  on  which  I  build, 

My  shield  and  hiding-place ; 
My  never-failing  treasury,  filled 
With  boundless  stores  of  grace. 

4  Jesus,  my  Shepherd,  Husband,  Friend, 

My  Prophet,  Priest,  and  King, 
My  Lord,  my  Life,  my  Way,  my  End, 
Accept  the  praise  I  bring. 

5  Weak  is  the  effort  of  my  heart. 

And  cold  my  warmest  thought ; 
But  when  I  see  Thee  as  Thou  art, 
I'll  praise  Thee  as  I  ought. 

6  Till  then  I  would  Thy  love  proclaim 

With  every  fleeting  breath  ; 
And  may  the  music  of  Thy  Name 
Refresh  my  soul  in  death  3 
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GODESBERG   (87  87  77). 


Heinrich  Albert. 
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^4  Friend  that  stickcth  closer  than  a  brother." 


1  /^NE  there  is,  above  all  others, 

"Well  deserves  the  name  of  Friend : 
His  is  love  beyond  a  brother's, 

Costly,  free,  and  knows  no  end. 
They  who  once  His  kindness  prove, 
Find  it  everlasting  love. 

2  Which  of  all  our  friends,  to  save  us, 

Could  or  would  have  shed  their  blood? 
But  our  Jesus  died  to  have  us 

Reconciled  in  Him  to  God. 
This  was  boundless  love  indeed  ; 
Jesus  is  a  Friend  in  need. 


When  He  lived  on  earth  abased, 
Friend  of  sinners  was  His  name ; 

Now,  above  all  glory  raised, 
He  rejoices  in  the  same  : 

Still  He  calls  them  brethren,  friends, 

And  to  all  their  wants  attends. 

Could  we  bear  from  one  another 
What  He  daily  bears  from  us? 

Yet  this  glorious  Friend  and  Brother 
Loves  us  though  we  treat  Him  thus. 

Though  for  good  we  render  ill, 

He  accounts  us  brethren  still. 


O  for  grace  our  hearts  to  soften ! 

Teach  us,  Lord,  at  length  to  love : 
We,  alas !  forget  too  often 

What  a  Friend  we  have  above : 
But  when  home  our  souls  are  brought, 
We  will  love  Thee  as  we  ought. 
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FIRST  TUNE. 

Alfred  King,  Mus.  D. 
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SECOND  TUNE. 
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"  Ztfftf  zV  the  fulfilling  of  tJie  commandment." 


1  "DLEST  be  Thy  love,  dear  Lord, 

That  taught  us  this  sweet  way, 
Only  to  love  Thee  for  Thyself, 
And  for  that  love  obey. 

2  0  Thou,  our  soul's  chief  hope  ! 
We  to  Thy  mercy  fly  ; 

Where'er  we  are,  Thou  canst  protect — 
Whate'er  we  need,  supply. 


3  Whether  we  sleep  or  wake, 
To  Thee  we  both  resign  ; 

By  night  we  see  as  well  as  day, 
If  Thy  light  on  us  shine. 

4  Whether  we  live  or  die, 
Both  we  submit  to  Thee  ; 

In  death  we  live  as  well  as  life, 
If  Thine  in  death  we  be. 
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Tallis's  Ordinal  (cm.) 


Ibpmn  189   (104) 


A 


Thomas  Tallis. 
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Thus  saith  the  high  and  lofty  One  that  inhabiteth  eternity,  whose  name  is  Holy ;  I  dwell  in 
the  high  and  holy  place,  with  him  also  that  is  of  a  co?itrite  and  humble  spirit." 


1   ]VTY  God,  how  wonderful  Thou  art, 
Thy  majesty  how  bright  ! 
How  beautiful  Thy  mercy -seat, 
In  depths  of  burning  light  ! 


2  How  dread  are  Thine  eternal  years, 
O  everlasting  Lord  ! 
By  prostrate  spirits  day  and  night 
Incessantly  adored. 
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3  How  wonderful,  how  beautiful, 

The  sight  of  Thee  must  be, 
Thine  endless  wisdom,  boundless  power, 
And  awful  purity  ! 

4  O  how  I  fear  Thee,  living  God, 

With  deepest,  tenderest  fears  ! 
And  worship  Thee  with  trembling  hope, 
And  penitential  tears. 

5  Yet  I  may  love  Thee  too,  O  Lord, 

Almighty  as  Thou  art, 
For  Thou  hast  stooped  to  ask  of  me 
The  love  of  my  poor  heart. 

6  No  earthly  father  loves  like  Thee, 

No  mother,  e'er  so  mild, 
Bears  and  forbears  as  Thou  hast  done 
With  me  Thy  sinful  child. 

7  Father  of  Jesus,  love's  reward, 

What  rapture  will  it  be, 
Prostrate  before  Thy  throne  to  lie, 
And  ever  gaze  on  Thee  ! 
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S.  Gregory  (l.m.) 


SECOND  TUNE. 


Darmstadt  Gesangbuch,  idgS. 


"  Whosoever  drinketh  of  this  water  shall  thirst  again  :  but  whosoever  drinketh  of  the  water 
that  I  shall  give  hint  shall  never  thirst." 


1  TESUS,  Thou  joy  of  loving  hearts  ! 
°    Thou  fount  of  life  !  Thou  light  of 

men  ! 
From  the  best  bliss  that  earth  imparts, 
We  turn  unfilled  to  Thee  again. 

2  Thy  truth  unchanged  hath  ever  stood ; 

Thou  savest  those  that  on  Thee  call : 

To  them  that  seek  Thee,  Thou  art  good, 

To  them  that  find  Thee,  All  in  all  ! 

3  We  taste  Thee,  O  Thou  living  Bread, 

And  long  to  feast  upon  Thee  still  ! 


We  drink  of  Thee,  the  fountain-head, 
And  thirst  our  souls  from  Thee  to  fill. 

4  Our  restless  spirits  yearn  for  Thee, 

Where'er  our  changeful  lot  is  cast ; 
Glad  when  Thy  gracious  smile  we  see, 
Blest  when  our  faith  can  hold  Thee  fast. 

5  O  Jesus,  ever  with  us  stay ! 

Make   all  our  moments  calm   and 
bright ; 
Chase  the  dark  night  of  sin  away, 
Shed  o'er  the  world  Thy  holy  light. 
'  237" 
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Haydn's  Hymn  (8787  d.)  Franz  Joseph  Haydn. 
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God  coiiiiucndctli  His  love  toward  7<s." 


1  T  OVE  Divine,  all  loves  excelling, 
J-J  Joy  of  heaven,  to  earth  come  down ! 
Fix  in  us  Thy  humble  dwelling, 

All  Thy  faithful  mercies  crown. 
Jesus  !  Thou  art  all  compassion, 

Pure,  unbounded  love  Thou  art ; 
Visit  us  with  Thy  salvation, 

Enter  every  trembling  heart. 

2  Come,  Almighty  to  deliver ! 

Let  us  all  Thy  grace  receive ; 
Suddenly  return,  and  never, 

Never  more  Thy  temples  leave : 


Thee  would  we  be  always  blessing, 
Serve  Thee  as  Thy  hosts  above, 

Pray,  and  praise  Thee  without  ceasing, 
Glory  in  Thy  perfect  love. 

3  Finish,  then,  Thy  new  creation ! 

Pure  and  spotless  let  us  be : 
Let  us  see  Thy  great  salvation, 

Perfectly  restored  in  Thee ! 
Changed  from  glory  into  glory, 

Till  in  heaven  we  take  our  place, 
Till  we  cast  our  crowns  before  Thee, 

Lost  in  wonder,  love,  and  praise. 
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Hollingside  (7777  D.)  Rev.  J.  B.  Dykes,  Mus.  D. 
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.4«rf  rt  man  shall  be  as  an  hiding-place  froin  the  wind,  and  a  covert  front  the  tent  pest. 


1  TESUS,  Lover  of  my  soul, 
t)      Let  me  to  Thy  bosom  fly, 
"While  the  nearer  waters  roll, 

While  the  tempest  still  is  high  ! 
Hide  me,  0  my  Saviour,  hide, 

Till  the  storm  of  life  is  past, 
Safe  into  the  haven  guide ; 

0  receive  my  soul  at  last ! 

2  Other  refuge  have  I  none ; 

Hangs  my  helpless  soul  on  Thee  ! 
Leave,  ah !  leave  me  not  alone ; 

Still  support  and  comfort  me  ! 
All  my  trust  on  Thee  is  stayed, 

All  my  help  from  Thee  I  bring : 
Cover  my  defenceless  head 

With  the  shadow  of  Thy  wing! 


3  Thou,  0  Christ,  art  all  I  want; 

More  than  all  in  Thee  I  find : 
Raise  the  fallen,  cheer  the  faint. 

Heal  the  sick,  and  lead  the  blind 
Just  and  holy  is  Thy  name ; 

I  am  all  unrighteousness ; 
False  and  full  of  sin  I  am, 

Thou  art  full  of  truth  and  grace. 

4  Plenteous  grace  with  Thee  is  found, 

Grace  to  cover  all  my  sin ; 
Let  the  healing  streams  abound ; 

Make  and  keep  me  pure  within  ! 
Thou  of  life  the  fountain  art, 

Freely  let  me  take  of  Thee  ; 
Spring  Thou  up  within  my  heart, 

Hise  to  all  eternity  ! 
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Old  German  Volkslied. 
By  Heinrich  Isaak. 
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"  /r/^  /^r</  me,  and  gave  Himself  for  we.' 

f\  LOVE  divine,  how  sweet  Thou  art!  !  2  Stronger  His  love  than  death  or  hell ; 
^  When  shall  I  find  my  willing  heart        Its  riches  are  unsearchable : 

All  taken  up  by  Thee  ?  The  first-born  sons  of  light 

I  thirst,  I  faint,  I  die  to  prove  Desire  in  vain  its  depths  to  see ; 

The  greatness  of  redeeming  love,  They  cannot  reach  the  mystery, 

The  love  of  Christ  to  me  !  The  length,  and  breadth,  and  height. 


3  God  only  knows  the  love  of  God  : 
O  that  it  now  were  shed  abroad 

In  this  poor  stony  heart ! 
For  love  I  sigh,  for  love  I  pine : 
This  only  portion,  Lord,  be  mine, 

Be  mine  this  better  part. 

4  O  that  I  could  for  ever  sit 
With  Mary  at  the  Master's  feet ; 

Be  this  my  happy  choice : 
My  only  care,  delight,  and  bliss, 
My  joy,  my  heaven  on  earth,  be  this, 

To  hear  the  Bridegroom's  voice. 
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S.  Francis  Xavier  (cm.) 


HIRST  TUNE. 


Sir  John  Stainer,  M.A.,  Mus.  D. 
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SECOND  TUNE. 


/c/w  Richardson. 


>E3 


S 


1 


fe3 


a 


z± 


«=5* 


J: 


HHi 


r 


~^- 


£2=p! 


.oL 


J 


£ 


^=m 


lHH; 


jr^j 


^ 


i 


13 


3 


S 


5 


J 


I      I 


Z± 


n    I 


^ 


j  J-  j^j 


e 


e 


f- 


e 


t 


S 


:££ 


r=r- 


"  fFi?  /<?w  //■?';«,  because  He  first  loved  us." 


1  IVf  Y  God,  I  love  Thee ;  not  because 
-L'J-     I  hope  for  heaven  thereby, 
Nor  yet  because  who  love  Thee  not 

Are  lost  eternally. 

2  Thou,  O  my  Jesus,  Thou  didst  me 

Upon  the  cross  embrace ; 
For  me  didst  bear  the  nails,  and  spear, 
And  manifold  disgrace, 

3  And  griefs  and  torments  numberless, 

And  sweat  of  agony, — 
Yea,  death  itself ;  and  all  for  me, 
Who  was  Thine  enemy. 


4  Then  why,  O  blessed  Jesus  Christ, 

Should  I  not  love  Thee  well? 
Not  for  the  sake  of  winning  heaven, 
Nor  of  escaping  hell ; 

5  Not  from  the  hope  of  gaining  aught, 

Not  seeking  a  reward  ; 
But  as  Thyself  hast  loved  me, 
O  ever-loving  Lord ! 

6  So  would  I  love  Thee,  dearest  Lord, 

And  in  Thy  praise  will  sing ; 
Solely  because  Thou  art  my  God, 
And  my  most  loving  King. 
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The  Lord,  which  is  my  refuge." 


1  T\EAR  Eefnge  of  my  weary  soul, 
On  Thee,  when  sorrows  rise, 
On  Thee,  when  waves  of  trouble  roll, 
My  fainting  hope  relies. 


2  To  Thee  I  tell  each  rising  grief, 
For  Thou  alone  canst  heal ; 
Thy  word  can  bring  a  sweet  relief 
For  every  pain  I  feel. 


3  But  oh  !  when  gloomy  doubts  prevail, 

I  fear  to  call  Thee  mine : 
The  springs  of  comfort  seem  to  fail, 
And  all  my  hopes  decline. 

4  Yet,  gracious  God,  where  shall  I  flee? 

Thou  art  my  only  trust ; 
And  still  my  soul  will  cleave  to  Thee, 
Though  prostrate  in  the  dust. 

5  Hast  Thou  not  bid  me  seek  Thy  face  ? 

And  shall  I  seek  in  vain  ? 
And  can  the  ear  of  sovereign  grace 
Be  deaf  when  I  complain  ? 

6  No !  still  the  ear  of  sovereign  grace 

Attends  the  mourner's  prayer ; 
O  may  I  ever  find  access, 

To  breathe  mv  sorrows  there ! 


7  Thy  mercy-seat  is  open  still, 
Here  let  my  soul  retreat ; 
With  humble  hope  attend  Thy  will, 
And  wait  beneath  Thy  feet. 
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"  0  6W,  Thou  ar-t  my  God ;  early  ?uill  I  seek  Thee." 

1  C\  GOD  !  Thou  art  ray  God  alone  : 

Early  to  Thee  my  soul  shall  cry ; 
A  pilgrim  in  a  land  unknown, 

A  thirsty  land  whose  springs  are  dry. 

2  O  that  it  were  as  it  hath  been, 

When,  praying  in  the  holy  place, 
Thy  power  and  glory  I  have  seen, 

And  marked  the  footsteps  of  Thy  grace  ! 

3  Yet  through  this  rough  and  thorny  maze, 

I  follow  hard  on  Thee,  my  God  ! 
Thy  hand  unseen  upholds  my  ways  : 
I  safely  tread  where  Thou  hast  trod. 

4  Thee,  in  the  watches  of  the  night, 

When  I  remember  on  my  bed, 
Thy  presence  makes  the  darkness  light ; 
Thy  guardian  wings  are  round  my  head. 

5  Better  than  life  itself  Thy  love, 

Dearer  than  all  beside  to  me ; 
For  whom  have  1  in  heaven  above, 

Or  what  on  earth,  compared  with  Thee  ? 

6  Praise  with  my  heart,  my  mind,  my  voice, 

For  all  Thy  mercy  I  will  give. 
My  soul  shall  still  in  God  rejoice  : 

My  tongue  shall  bless  Thee  while  I  live. 
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"  Come  unto  Me,  all  ye  that  labour  and  are  heavy  laden,  and  I  will  give  you  rest." 


1  T  HEAED  the  voice  of  Jesus  say, 
*-     "  Come  unto  Me  and  rest ; 

Lay  down,  thou  weary  one,  lay  down 
Thy  head  upon  My  breast ! " 

I  came  to  Jesus  as  I  was, 
Weary,  and  worn,  and  sad; 

I  found  in  Him  a  resting-place, 
And  He  has  made  me  glad. 

2  I  heard  the  voice  of  Jesus  say, 

"  Behold,  I  freely  give 
The  living  water ;  thirsty  one, 

Stoop  down,  and  drink,  and  live  ! " 
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I  came  to  Jesus,  and  I  drank 
Of  that  life-giving  stream  ; 

My  thirst  was  quenched,  my  soul  re- 
And  now  I  live  in  Him.         [vived, 

3  I  heard  the  voice  of  Jesus  say, 

"  I  am  this  dark  world's  light ; 
Look  unto  Me,  thy  morn  shall  rise, 

And  all  thy  day  be  bright." 
I  looked  to  Jesus,  and  I  found 

In  Him  my  star,  my  sun ; 
And  in  that  light  of  life  I'll  walk, 

Till  travelling  days  are  done. 
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Samuel  Sebastian  Wesley,  Mus.  D. 
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"  Cas/  thy  burden  upon  the  Lord,  and  He  shall  sustain  thee.'' 


1  T  LAY  niy  sins  on  Jesus, 

-*-     The  spotless  Lamb  of  God ; 
He  bears  them  all,  and  frees  us 

From  the  accursed  load. 
I  bring  my  guilt  to  Jesus, 

To  wash  my  crimson  stains 
White  in  His  blood  most  precious, 

Till  not  a  spot  remains. 

2  I  lay  my  wants  on  Jesus, 

All  fulness  dwells  in  Him ; 
He  healeth  my  diseases, 

He  doth  my  soul  redeem. 
I  lay  my  griefs  on  Jesus, 

My  burdens  and  my  cares ; 
He  from  them  all  releases, 

He  all  my  sorrows  shares. 


3  I  rest  my  soul  on  Jesus, 

This  weary  soul  of  mine ; 
His  right  hand  me  embraces, 

I  on  His  breast  recline. 
I  love  the  name  of  Jesus, 

Immanuel,  Christ,  the  Lord  ; 
Like  fragrance  on  the  breezes, 

His  name  abroad  is  poured. 

4  I  long  to  be  like  Jesus, 

Meek,  loving,  lowly,  mild; 
I  long  to  be  like  Jesus, 

The  Father's  Holy  Child ; 
I  long  to  be  with  Jesus, 
Amid  the  heavenly  throng ; 
>  To  sing  with  saints  His  praises, 
To  learn  the  angels'  song. 
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"  7V/*?  Desire  of all  nations" 

1  pOME,  Thou  long-expected  Jesus, 
Born  to  set  Thy  people  free ; 
From  our  fears  and  sins  release  us, 
Let  us  find  our  rest  in  Thee. 


2  Israel's  strength  and  consolation, 

Hope  of  all  the  saints  Thou  art ; 
Dear  desire  of  every  nation, 
Joy  of  every  longing  heart. 

3  Born  Thy  people  to  deliver ; 

Born  a  child,  and  yet  a  King ; 
Born  to  reign  in  us  for  ever ; 

Now  Thy  gracious  kingdom  bring. 

4  By  Thine  own  Eternal  Spirit 

Eule  in  all  our  hearts  alone : 
By  Thine  all-sufficient  merit 
Kaise  us  to  Thy  glorious  throne. 
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( lid  German. 
Freylinghausen's  Choralbitch,  1704. 
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7V>  «£  fo  //w  z!s  Christ,  and  to  die  is  gain." 


1   /CHRIST,  of  all  my  hopes  the  ground, 
Christ,  the  spring  of  all  my  joy, 
Still  in  Thee  may  I  be  found, 
Still  for  Thee  my  powers  employ. 


2  When  new  triumphs  of  Thy  name 
Swell  the  raptured  songs  above, 
May  I  feel  the  kindred  flame, 
Full  of  zeal  and  full  of  love. 


3  Fountain  of  o'erflowing  grace, 
Freely  from  Thy  fulness  give ; 
Till  I  close  my  earthly  race, 
May  I  prove  it  Christ  to  live. 

4  Firmly  trusting  in  Thy  blood, 
Nothing  shall  my  heart  confound  ; 
Safely  I  shall  pass  the  flood, 
Safely  reach  Emmanuel's  ground. 

5  When  I  touch  the  blessed  shore, 
Back  the  closing  waves  shall  roll ; 
Death's  dark  stream  shall  never  mon 
Part  from  Thee  my  ravished  soul. 

6  Thus,  O  thus,  an  entrance  give 
To  the  land  of  cloudless  sky  ! 
Having  known  it  Christ  to  live, 
Let  me  know  it  gain  to  die. 

7  Gain  to  part  from  all  my  grief, 
Gain  to  bid  my  sins  farewell, 
Gain  of  all  my  gains  the  chief, 
Ever  with  the  Lord  to  dwell. 
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SECOND  TUNE. 


Johann  Georg  Freeh. 
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'■  /  «;«  the  Way,  the  Truth,  and  the  Life." 


1  HpHOU  art  the  Way ;  by  Thee  alone 

From  sin  and  death  we  flee ; 
And  he  who  would  the  Father  seek, 
Must  seek  Him,  Lord,  by  Thee. 

2  Thou  art  the  Truth ;  Thy  word  alone 

Sound  wisdom  can  impart : 
Thou  only  canst  inform  the  mind, 
And  purify  the  heart. 
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3  Thou  art  the  Life  ;  the  rending  tomb 

Proclaims  Thy  conquering  arm  ; 
And  those  who  put  their  trust  in  Thee, 
Nor  death  nor  hell  shall  harm. 

4  Thou  art  the  Way,  the  Truth,  the  Life : 

Grant  us  that  Way  to  know, 
That  Truth  to  keep,  that  Life  to  win, 
Whose  joys  eternal  flow. 


Waterstock  (66  66  88). 
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Sir  John  Goss,  Mus.  D. 
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"'  In  whom  are  hid  all  the  treasures  of  wisdom  and  knowledge 


1    TOIN  all  the  glorious  names 

Of  wisdom,  love,  and  power, 

That  ever  mortals  knew, 

That  angels  ever  bore ; 
Al]  are  too  mean  to  speak  His  worth, 
Too  mean  to  set  my  Saviour  forth. 


2  Great  Prophet  of  my  God, 

My  tongue  would  bless  Thy  Name ; 
By  Thee  the  joyful  news 
Of  our  salvation  came ; 
The  joyful  news  of  sins  forgiven, 
Of  hell  subdued,  and  peace  with  Heavezi. 


3  Jesus,  my  great  High  Priest, 
Offered  His  blood  and  died ; 
My  guilty  conscience  seeks 
No  sacrifice  beside  : 

His  powerful  blood  did  once  atone, 
And  now  it  pleads  before  the  throne. 

4  My  dear  Almighty  Lord, 
My  Conqueror  and  my  King, 
Thy  sceptre  and  Thy  sword, 
Thy  reigning  grace,  I  sing : 

Thine  is  the  power :  behold  I  sit 
In  willing  bonds  before  Thy  feet. 
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Este's  Psalter,  1392. 
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"  il/y  sa*//  doth  magnify  the  Lord." 

1  C\  FOR  a  thousand  tongues  to  sing 

My  great  Redeemer's  praise, 
The  glories  of  my  God  and  King, 
The  triumphs  of  His  grace  ! 

2  My  gracious  Master  and  my  God, 

Assist  me  to  proclaim, 
To  spread,  through  all  the  earth  abroad, 
The  honours  of  Thy  Name. 


That  bids  our  sorrows  cease ; 
'Tis  music  in  the  sinner's  ears, 
'Tis  life,  and  health,  and  peace ! 

4  He  speakg,  and,  listening  to  His  voice, 

New  life  the  dead  receive  ; 
The  mournful,  broken  hearts  rejoice, 
The  humble  poor  believe. 

5  Hear  Him,  ye  deaf  ;  His  praise,  ye  dumb, 

Your  loosened  tongues  employ ; 
Ye  blind,  behold  your  Saviour  come, 
And  leap,  ye  lame,  for  joy ! 


S.  John  (66  66  88). 
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Congregational  Church  Music,  1S53. 
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In  the  year  of  this  jubilee  ye  shall  return  every  wan  unto  his  possession." 


1  "DLOW  ye  the  trumpet,  blow 
The  gladly  solemn  sound  : 
Let  all  the  nations  know, 
To  earth's  remotest  bound, 
The  year  of  Jubilee  is  come ; 
Return,  ye  ransomed  sinners,  home. 


Hath  full  atonement  made  : 
Ye  weary  spirits,  rest; 

Ye  mournful  souls,  be  glad  ; 
The  year  of  Jubilee  is  come ; 
Return,  ye  ransomed  sinners,  home. 

3  Extol  the  Lamb  of  God, 
The  all-atoning  Lamb ; 
Redemption  in  His  blood 

Throughout  the  world  proclaim 

The  year  of  Jubilee  is  come ; 

Return,  ye  ransomed  sinners,  home. 


4  Ye  slaves  of  sin  and  hell, 

Your  liberty  receive ; 
And  safe  in  Jesus  dwell, 

And  blest  in  Jesus  live  : 
The  year  of  Jubilee  is  come ; 
Return,  ye  ransomed  sinners,  home. 

5  Ye  who  have  sold  for  nought 

Your  heritage  above, 
Receive  it  back  unbought, 

The  gift  of  Jesus'  love  : 
The  year  of  Jubilee  is  come ; 
Return,  ye  ransomed  sinners,  home. 

6  The  gospel  trumpet  hear, 

The  news  of  heavenly  grace ; 
And,  saved  from  earth,  appear 
Before  your  Saviour's  face  : 
The  year  of  Jubilee  is  come ; 
Return,  ye  ransomed  sinners,  home. 
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"  7Vz£  Lord  reigneth,  let  the  earth  rejoice.' 


1  rpHE  Lord  is  King !  lift  up  thy  voice, 
O  earth,  and  all  ye  heavens,  rejoice  ! 
From  world  to  world  the  joy  shall  ring, 
The  Lord  Omnipotent  is  King, 


2  The  Lord  is  King !  who  then  shall  dare 
Resist  His  will,  distrust  His  care, 
Or  murmur  at  His  wise  decrees, 
Or  doubt  His  royal  promises  ? 


3  The  Lord  is  King  !  Child  of  the  dust, 
The  Judge  of  all  the  earth  is  just : 
Holy  and  true  are  all  His  ways  : 
Let  every  creature  speak  His  praise. 

4  He  reigns  !  ye  saints,  exalt  your  strains  ; 
Your  God  is  King,  your  Father  reigns  ; 
And  He  is  at  the  Father's  side, 

The  Man  of  love,  the  Crucified. 

5  Come,  make  your  wants,  your  burdens  known, 
He  will  present  them  at  the  throne  ; 

And  angel-bands  are  waiting  there, 
His  messages  of  love  to  bear. 

6  Alike  pervaded  by  His  eye, 
All  parts  of  His  dominion  lie  ; 

This  world  of  ours,  and  worlds  unseen  ; 
And  thin  the  boundary  between. 

7  One  Lord,  one  empire,  all  secures  ; 

He  reigns,  and  life  and  death  are  yours  : 
Through  earth  and  heaven  one  song  shall  ring, 
The  Lord  Omnipotent  is  King. 
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"  ite  kindly  affectioncd  one  to  another  with  brotherly  love." 


1  "DLEST  be  the  tie  that  binds 
±J     Our  hearts  in  Christian  love ; 

The  fellowship  of  kindred  minds 
Is  Uke  to  that  above. 

2  Before  our  Father's  throne 
We  pour  our  ardent  prayers: 

Our  fears,  our  hopes,  our  aims  are  one, 
Our  comforts  and  our  cares. 

3  We  share  our  mutual  woes, 
Our  mutual  burdens  bear ; 

And  often  for  each  other  flows 
The  sympathizing  tear. 


4  When  we  asunder  part, 
It  gives  us  inward  pain ; 

But  we  shall  still  be  joined  in  heart, 
And  hope  to  meet  again. 

5  This  glorious  hope  revives 
Our  courage  by  the  way ; 

While  each  in  expectation  lives, 
And  longs  to  see  the  day. 

6  From  sorrow,  toil,  and  pain, 
And  sin  we  shall  be  free : 

And  perfect  love  and  friendship  reign 
Through  all  eternity. 
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FIRST  TUNE. 


Este's  Psalter,  ijgs. 
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French  (cm.) 
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SECOND  TUNE. 


Scotch  Psalter,  1615. 
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Rising  up  a  great  while  before  day.  He  went  out  and  departed  into  a  solitary  place, 
and  there  prayed." 


1  TpAB,  from  the  world,  O  Lord,  I  flee, 
■*-      From  strife  and  tumult  far ; 
From  scenes  where  Satan  wages  still 

His  most  successful  war. 

2  The  calm  retreat,  the  silent  shade, 

With  prayer  and  praise  agree, 
And  seem  by  Thy  sweet  bounty  made 
For  those  who  follow  Thee. 

3  There,  if  Thy  Spirit  touch  the  soul, 

And  grace  her  mean  abode, 
254 


O  with  what  peace,  and  joy,  and  love, 
She  communes  with  her  God ! 

4  Author  and  Guardian  of  my  life ; 

Sweet  source  of  light  divine ; 

And,  all  harmonious  names  in  one, 

My  Saviour  !  Thou  art  mine  ! 

5  What  thanks  I  owe  Thee,  and  what 

A  boundless,  endless  store,       [love, 
Shall  echo  through  the  realms  above 
When  time  shall  be  no  more ! 


RE  SI  G  N  A  TI  O  N. 
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S.  John  Baptist  (6565). 


Rev.  O.  M.  Feildcn. 
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"  .<4s  sorrmvful,  yet  ahvay  rejoicing." 

1  /^i  LET  him  whose  sorrow 
^     No  relief  can  find, 
Trust  in  God,  and  borrow 

Ease  for  heart  and  mind. 

Where  the  mourner,  weeping, 
Sheds  the  secret  tear, 

God  His  watch  is  keeping, 
Though  none  else  be  near. 

2  God  will  never  leave  thee ; 

All  thy  wants  He  knows ; 
Feels  the  pains  that  grieve  thee, 
Sees  thy  cares  and  woes : 

If  in  grief  thou  languish, 

He  will  dry  the  tear, 
Who  His  children's  anguish 

Soothes  with  succour  near, 

3  All  thy  woe  and  sadness, 

In  this  world  below, 
Balance  not  the  gladness 
Thou  in  heaven  shalt  know, 

When  thy  gracious  Saviour, 

In  the  realms  above, 
Crowns  thee  with  His  favour, 

Fills  thee  with  His  love. 
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Georg  Neumark. 
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"I  waited  patiently  for  the  Lord." 

1  TF  thou  but  suffer  God  to  guide  thee, 

And  hope  in  Him  through  all  thy  ways, 
He'll  give  thee  strength,  whate'er  betide  thee, 

And  bear  thee  through  the  evil  days. 
Who  trusts  in  God's  unchanging  love 
Builds  on  the  rock  that  nought  can  move. 

2  What  can  these  anxious  cares  avail  thee — 

These  never-ceasing  moans  and  sighs  1 
What  can  it  help  if  thou  bewail  thee 

O'er  each  dark  moment  as  it  flies  ? 
Our  cross  and  trials  do  but  press 
The  heavier  for  our  bitterness. 

3  Only  be  still,  and  wait  His  leisure 

In  cheerful  hope,  with  heart  content 
To  take  whate'er  thy  Father's  pleasure 

And  all-discerning  love  hath  sent. 
Nor  doubt  our  inmost  wants  are  known 
To  Him  who  chose  us  for  His  own, 
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4  All  are  alike  before  the  Highest; 

Tis  easy  for  our  God,  we  know, 
To  raise  thee  up  though  low  thou  liest, 

To  make  the  rich  man  poor  and  low ; 
True  wonders  still  by  Him  are  wrought 
Who  setteth  up  and  brings  to  nought. 

5  Sing,  pray,  and  keep  His  ways  unswerving, 

So  do  thine  own  part  faithfully, 
And  trust  His  word, — though  undeserving, 

Thou  yet  shalt  find  it  true  for  thee ; 
God  never  yet  forsook  at  need 
The  soul  that  trusted  Him  indeed. 


S.  Leonard  (cm.) 
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Henry  Smart. 


"  And  the  apostles  said  unto  the  Lord,  Increase  our  faith 

1  A  FOR  a  faith  that  will  not  shrink, 


Though  pressed  by  many  a  foe ; 
That  will  not  tremble  on  the  brink 
Of  poverty  or  woe ; 

2  That  will  not  murmur  nor  complain 

Beneath  the  chastening  rod, 
But  in  the  hour  of  grief  or  pain 
Can  lean  upon  its  God ; 

3  A  faith  that  shines  more  bright  and  clear 

When  tempests  rage  without ; — 


That  when  in  danger  knows  no  fear, 
In  darkness  feels  no  doubt ; 


A  faith  that  keeps  the  narrow  way 
Till  life's  last  spark  is  fled, 

And  with  a  pure  and  heavenly  ray 
Lights  up  the  dying  bed. 

Lord,  give  me  such  a  faith  as  this, 
And  then,  whate'er  may  come, 

I  taste  e'en  now  the  hallowed  bliss 
Of  an  eternal  home. 
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Blessed  are  those  semants  whom  the  Lord  when  He  covieth  shall  find  watching-,' 

1  TTE  servants  of  the  Lord, 

Each  in  his  office,  wait, 
Observant  of  His  heavenly  word, 
And  watchful  at  His  gate. 

2  Let  all  your  lamps  be  bright, 
And  trim  the  golden  flame  ; 

Gird  up  your  loins  as  in  His  sight, 
For  awful  is  His  Name. 

3  Watch  !  'tis  your  Lord's  command, 
And  while  we  speak  He's  near  ; 

Mark  the  first  signal  of  His  hand, 
And  ready  all  appear. 

4.  O  happy  servant  he, 

In  such  a  posture  found  ! 
He  shall  his  Lord  with  rapture  see, 

And  be  with  honour  crowned. 

5  Christ  shall  the  banquet  spread 

With  His  own  royal  hand, 
And  raise  that  faithful  servant's  head 

Amid  the  angelic  band. 
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Blessed  are  those  servants  iv)iom  the  Lord  when  He  cometh  shall  find  watching 

1  TTE  servants  of  the  Lord, 

Each  in  his  office,  wait, 
Observant  of  His  heavenly  word, 
And  watchful  at  His  gate. 

2  Let  all  your  lamps  be  bright, 
And  trim  the  golden  flame  ; 

Gird  up  your  loins  as  in  His  sight, 
For  awful  is  His  Name. 

3  Watch  !  'tis  your  Lord's  command, 
And  while  we  speak  He's  near  ; 

Mark  the  first  signal  of  His  hand, 
And  ready  all  appear. 

4  O  happy  servant  he, 

In  such  a  posture  found  ! 
He  shall  his  Lord  with  rapture  see, 
And  be  with  honour  crowned. 


5  Clirist  shall  the  banquet  spread 
With  His  own  royal  hand, 

And  raise  that  faithful  servant's  head 
Amid  the  angelic  band. 
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Return  unto  thy  rest,  0  my  soul,  for  the  Lord  hath  dealt  bountifully  with  thee. 

1  ~DE  still,  my  soul ;  the  Lord  is  on  thy  side ; 

Bear  patiently  thy  cross  of  grief  and  pain ; 
Leave  to  thy  God  to  order  and  provide ; 

In  every  change  He  faithful  will  remain. 
Be  still,  my  soul ;  thy  best,  thy  heavenly  Friend 
Through  thorny  ways  leads  to  a  joyful  end. 

2  Be  still,  my  soul ;  thy  God  doth  undertake 

To  guide  the  future  as  He  has  the  past. 
Thy  hope,  thy  confidence,  let  nothing  shake ; 

All  now  mysterious  shall  be  bright  at  last. 
Be  still,  my  soul ;  the  waves  and  winds  shall  know 
His  voice  who  ruled  them  while  He  dwelt  below. 

3  Be  still,  my  soul ;  when  dearest  friends  depart, 

And  all  is  darkened  in  the  vale  of  tears, 
Then  thou  shalt  better  know  His  love,  His  heart, 

"Who  comes  to  soothe  thy  sorrow  and  thy  fears. 
Be  still,  my  soul ;  thy  Jesus  can  repay 
From  His  own  fulness  all  He  takes  away. 

4  Be  still,  my  soul ;  the  hour  is  hastening  on 

When  we  shall  be  for  ever  with  the  Lord ; 
When  disappointment,  grief,  and  fear  are  gone, 

Sorrow  forgot,  love's  purest  joys  restored. 
Be  still,  my  soul ;  when  change  and  tears  are  past, 
All  safe  and  blessed  we  shall  meet  at  last. 


201 


1b\>mn  213    (125) 


S.  Frances  (cm.) 


G.  A.  Lokr. 


Z± 


3 


rN?-ol 


3 


3 


r 
j 


:-^:: 


V 


at 


J. 


^3 


ff, 


rr 


^F 


P 


P 


3 


f=f 


"  To  me  to  live  is  Christ,  and  to  die  is  gain." 


1  T  ORD,  it  belongs  not  to  my  care 
Whether  I  die  or  live ; 
To  love  and  serve  Thee  is  my  share, 
And  this  Thy  grace  must  give. 


2  If  life  be  long,  I  will  be  glad, 
That  I  may  long  obey ; 
If  short,  yet  why  should  I  be  sad 
To  soar  to  endless  day  % 


3  Would  I  long  bear  my  heavy  load, 

And  keep  my  sorrows  long  ? 
Would  I  long  sin  against  my  God, 
And  His  dear  mercy  wrong  ? 

4  Christ  leads  me  through  no  darker  rooms 

Than  He  went  through  before  ; 
He  that  unto  God's  kingdom  comes 
Must  enter  by  this  door. 

5  Come,  Lord,  when  grace  hath  made  me  meet 

Thy  blessed  face  to  see ; 
For,  if  Thy  work  on  earth  be  sweet, 
What  will  Thy  glory  be  ? 

6  Then  I  shall  end  my  sad  complaints, 

And  weary  sinful  days, 
And  join  with  the  triumphant  saints 
That  sing  Jehovah's  praise. 

7  My  knowledge  of  that  life  is  small, 

The  eye  of  faith  is  dim  ; 
But  'tis  enough  that  Christ  knows  all, 
And  I  shall  be  with  Him. 
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"  I  pray  not  that  Thou  shouldest  take  them  out  oftJie  world,  but  that  Thou  shouldest  keep 
them  from  the  evil." 

1  T  DO  not  ask,  O  Lord,  that  life  may  be 

A  pleasant  road ; 
I  do  not  ask  that  Thou  wouldst  take  from  me 
Aught  of  its  load. 

2  I  do  not  ask  that  flowers  should  always  spring 

Beneath  my  feet ; 
I  know  too  well  the  poison  and  the  sting 
Of  things  too  sweet. 

3  For  one  thing  only,  Lord,  dear  Lord,  I  plead  : 

Lead  me  aright, 
Though  strength  should  falter  and  though  heart  should  bleed, 
Through  peace  to  light, 

4  I  do  not  ask,  O  Lord,  that  Thou  shouldst  shed 

Full  radiance  here ; 
Give  but  a  ray  of  peace,  that  I  may  tread 
Without  a  fear. 

5  I  do  not  ask  my  cross  to  understand, 

My  way  to  see  ; 
Better  in  darkness  just  to  feel  Thy  hand, 
And  follow  Tnee. 

6  Joy  is  like  restless  day ;  but  peace  divine 

Like  quiet  night. 
Lead  me,  O  Lord,  till  perfect  day  shall  shine, 
Through  peace  to  light, 
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"  I  p7-ay  not  that  Thou  shouldest  take  them  out  of  the  world,  but  that  Thou  shouldest  keep 
them  from  the  evil." 

1  T  DO  not  ask,  O  Lord,  that  life  may  be 

A  pleasant  road  ; 
I  do  not  ask  that  Thou  wouldst  take  from  me 
Aught  of  its  load. 

2  I  do  not  ask  that  flowers  should  always  spring 

Beneath  my  feet ; 
I  know  too  well  the  poison  and  the  sting 
Of  things  too  sweet. 

3  For  one  thing  only,  Lord,  dear  Lord,  I  plead  : 

Lead  me  aright, 
Though  strength  should  falter  and  though  heart  should  bleed, 
Through  peace  to  light. 

4  I  do  not  ask,  O  Lord,  that  Thou  shouldst  shed 

Full  radiance  here  ; 
Give  but  a  ray  of  peace,  that  I  may  tread 
"Without  a  fear. 

5  I  do  not  ask  my  cross  to  understand, 

My  way  to  see  ; 
Better  in  darkness  just  to  feel  Thy  hand, 
And  follow  Thee. 

6  Joy  is  like  restless  day  ;  but  peace  divine 

Like  quiet  night. 
Lead  me,  O  Lord,  till  perfect  day  shall  shine, 
Through  peace  to  light. 
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'"  .1/)'  ti)iics  are  in  Thy  hand.  " 


1  TpATHER,  I  know  that  all  my  life 
J-       Is  portioned  out  for  me  ; 

And  the  changes  that  are  sure  to  come 

I  do  not  fear  to  see ; 
But  I  ask  Thee  for  a  present  mind, 

Intent  on  pleasing  Thee. 

2  I  ask  Thee  for  a  thoughtful  love, 

Through  constant  watching  wise, 
To  meet  the  glad  with  joyful  smiles, 

And  wipe  the  weeping  eyes, 
And  a  heart  at  leisure  from  itself, 

To  soothe  and  sympathize. 

3  I  would  not  have  the  restless  will 

That  hurries  to  and  fro  ; 
Seeking  for  some  great  thing  to  do, 

Or  secret  thing  to  know  : 
I  would  be  treated  as  a  child, 

And  guided  where  I  go. 

4  Wherever  in  the  world  I  am, 

In  whatsoe'er  estate, 
I  have  a  fellowship  with  hearts 

To  keep  and  cultivate, 
And  a  work  of  lowly  love  to  do, 

For  the  Lord  on  whom  I  wait. 


5  So  I  ask  Thee  for  the  daily  strength, 

To  none  that  ask  denied  ; 
And  a  mind  to  blend  with  outward  life, 

While  keeping  at  Thy  side  ; 
Content  to  fill  a  little  space, 

If  Thou  be  glorified. 

G  And  if  some  things  I  do  not  ask 

In  my  cup  of  blessing  be, 
I  would  have  my  spirit  filled  the  more 

With  grateful  love  to  Thee  ; 
More  careful  not  to  serve  Thee  much, 

But  to  please  Thee  perfectly. 

7  There  are  briers  besetting  every  path, 

That  call  for  patient  care  ; 
There  is  a  cross  in  every  lot, 

And  an  earnest  need  for  prayer  ; 
But  a  lowly  heart,  that  leans  on  Thee, 

Is  happy  anywhere. 

8  In  a  service  which  Thy  will  appoints 

There  are  no  bonds  for  me  ; 
For  my  inmost  heart  is  taught  the  Truth 

That  makes  Thy  children  free ; 
And  a  life  of  self-renouncing  love 

Is  a  life  of  liberty. 
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/*  u  ^W  /Aatf  a  man  should  both  hope  and  quietly  wait  for  the  salvation  of  the  Lord" 


1  WHATE'ER  my  God  ordains  is 

right, 
Holy  His  will  abideth ; 
I  will  be  still  whate'er  He  doth, 
And  follow  where  He  guideth. 
He  is  my  God, 
Though  dark  my  road  ; 
He  holds  me  that  I  shall  not  fall, 
Wherefore  to  Him  I  leave  it  all. 

2  "Whate'er  my  God  ordains  is  right, 

He  never  will  deceive  me ; 
He  leads  me  by  the  proper  path, 
I  know  He  will  not  leave  me, 
And  take  content 
What  He  hath  sent  : 
His  hand  can  turn  my  grief  away, 
And  patiently  I  wait  His  day. 
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Whate'er  my  God  ordains  is  right ; 
Though  now  this  cup  in  drinking 
May  bitter  seem  to  my  faint  heart, 
I  take  it  all  unshrinking  : 
Tears  pass  away 
With  dawn  of  day  : 
Sweet  comfort  yet  shall  fill  my  heart, 
And  pain  and  sorrow  shall  depart. 


Whate'er  my  God  ordains  is  right, 

Here  shall  my  stand  be  taken  : 
Though   sorrow,   need,    or    death 
mine, 
Yet  am  I  not  forsaken  : 
My  Father's  care 
Is  round  me  there  : 
He  holds  me  that  I  shall  not  fall, 
And  so  to  Him  I  leave  it  all. 
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second  tune.      Williams's  Psalmody  in  Miniature,  1770. 
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The  Lord  will  provide." 


1  TXOW  gentle  God's  commands, 

How  kind  His  precepts  are  ! 
Come,  cast  your  burdens  on  the  Lord, 
And  trust  His  constant  care. 

2  While  Providence  supports, 
Let  saints  securely  dwell  : 

That  Hand,  which  bears  all  nature  up, 
Shall  guide  His  children  well. 


3  Why  should  this  anxious  load 
Press  down  your  weary  mind  ? 

Haste  to  your  heavenly  Father's  throne 
And  sweet  refreshment  find. 

4  His  goodness  stands  approved 
Down  to  the  present  day  : 

I'll  drop  my  burden  at  His  feet, 
And  bear  a  song  away. 
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"  Lord,  help  me:" 


1  r\  HELP  us,  Lord  !  each  hour  of  need. 

Thy  heavenly  succour  give ; 
Help  us  in  thought,  and  word,  and  deed, 
Each  hour  on  earth  we  live  ! 

2  O  help  us  when  our  spirits  bleed 

With  contrite  anguish  sore  ; 
And  when  our  hearts  are  cold  and  dead, 
O  help  us,  Lord,  the  more  ! 

3  O  help  us,  through  the  prayer  of  faith, 

More  firmly  to  believe  ; 
For  still,  the  more  the  servant  hath, 
The  more  shall  he  receive. 

4  If  strangers  to  Thy  fold  we  call, 

Imploring  at  Thy  feet 
The  crumbs  that  from  Thy  table  fall, 
'Tis  all  we  dare  entreat. 

5  But  be  it,  Lord  of  mercy,  all, 

So  Thou  wilt  grant  but  this : 
The  crumbs  that  from  Thy  table  fall 
Are  light,  and  life,  and  bliss. 

6  O  help  us,  Jesus,  from  on  high  ! 

We  know  no  help  but  Thee : 
O  help  us  so  to  live  and  die, 
As  Thine  in  heaven  to  be  ! 
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' '  Remember  me. 


1  /^  THOU,  from  whom  all  goodness 
^  I  lift  my  heart  to  Thee  ;  [flows  ! 
In  all  my  sorrows,  conflicts,  woes, 

Good  Lord  !  remember  me. 

2  AVhen  on  my  aching,  burdened  heart 

My  sins  lie  heavily, 
My  pardon  speak,  new  peace  impart ; 
In  love  remember  me. 

3  Temptations  sore  obstruct  my  way, 

And  ills  I  cannot  flee ; 
O  give  me  strength,  Lord,  as  my  day  : 
For  good  remember  me. 


4  Distressed    with    pain,   disease,    and 

This  feeble  body  see ;  [grief, 

Grant  patience,  rest,  and  kind  relief : 
Hear  and  remember  me. 

5  If  on  my  face,  for  Thy  dear  name, 

Shame  and  reproaches  be, 
All  hail  reproach,  and  welcome  shame, 
If  Thou  remember  me. 

6  The  hour  is  near ;  consigned  to  death, 

I  own  the  just  decree ; 
Saviour,  with  my  last  parting  breath 
I'll  cry,  Remember  me  ! 
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' '  Zt^  ^6'  /£««■  of  God  rule  in  your  hearts." 

1  T\/"HEN  I  survey  life's  varied  scene 

Amid  the  darkest  hours, 
Sweet  rays  of  comfort  shine  between, 
And  thorns  are  mixed  with  flowers. 

2  Lord,  teach  me  to  adore  Thy  hand, 

From  whence  my  comforts  flow, 
And  let  me  in  this  desert  land 
A  glimpse  of  Canaan  know. 

3  And  0,  whate'er  of  earthly  bliss 

Thy  sovereign  will  denies, 
Accepted  at  Thy  throne  of  grace 
Let  this  petition  rise  : 

4  Give  me  a  calm,  a  thankful  heart, 

From  every  murmur  free ; 
The  blessings  of  Thy  grace  impart, 
And  let  me  live  to  Thee. 

5  Let  the  sweet  hope  that  Thou  art  mine 

My  life  and  death  attend ; 
Thy  presence  through  my  journey  shine, 
And  bless  its  happy  end. 
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"  .YiV  ;;y/  will,  but  Thiyie,  be  done" 


1  IVrY  God  and  Father,  while  I  stray 
^         Far    from   my   home    on   life's 

rough  way, 
O  teach  me  from  my  heart  to  say, 
"Thy  will  be  done." 

2  Though  dark  my  path  and  sad  my  lot, 
Let  me  "be  still  and  murmur  not ; 
But  breathe  the  prayer  divinely  taught, 

"  Thy  will  be  done." 


3  If  Thou  shouldst  call  me  to  resign 
What   most   I    prize — it   ne'er   was 

mine; 
I  only  yield  Thee  what  is  Thine ; 
"Thy  will  be  done." 

4  What  though  in  lonely  grief  I  sigh 
For  friends  beloved  no  longer  nigh  \ 
Submissive  would  I  still  reply, 

"  Thy  will  be  done." 


5  Should  pining  sickness  waste  away 
My  life  in  premature  decay  : 

My  Father,  still  I'd  strive  to  say, 
"  Thy  will  be  done." 

6  If  but  my  fainting  heart  be  blest 
With  Thy  free  Spirit  for  its  guest , 
My  God,  to  Thee  I  leave  the  rest,— 

"Thy  will  be  done." 

7  Renew  my  will  from  day  to  day; 
Blend  it  with  Thine,  and  take  away 
All  that  now  makes  it  hard  to  say, 

"  Thy  will  be  done." 

8  Then,  when  on  earth  I  breathe  no  more 
The  prayer,  oft  mixed  with  tears  before, 
I'll  sing  upon  a  happier  shore, 

"Thy  will  be  done." 
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1   IV/TY  God  and  Father,  while  I  stray 
Far   from    my   home    on    life's 
rough  way, 
O  teach  me  from  my  heart  to  say, 
"  Thy  will  be  done." 


Thy  will    '  be   done.   Thy   will     be    done. 

"  Not  my  will,  but  Thine,  be  done." 

3  If  Thou  shouldst  call  me  to  resign 
What   most    I    prize — it    ne'er   was 

mine; 
I  only  yield  Thee  what  is  Thine ; 
"  Thy  will  be  done." 


2  Though  dark  my  path  and  sad  my  lot, 
Let  me  be  still  and  murmur  not ; 
But  breathe  the  prayer  divinely  taught, 
"Thy  will  be  done." 


What  though  in  lonely  grief  I  sigh 
For  friends  beloved  no  longer  nigh  ? 
Submissive  would  I  still  reply, 
"  Thy  will  be  done." 
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5  Should  pining  sickness  waste  away 
My  life  in  premature  decay : 

My  Father,  still  I'd  strive  to  say, 
"  Thy  will  be  done." 

6  If  but  my  fainting  heart  be  blest 
With  Thy  free  Spirit  for  its  guest ; 
My  God,  to  Thee  I  leave  the  rest, — 

"Thy  will  be  done." 

7  Renew  my  will  from  day  to  day ; 
Blend  it  with  Thine,  and  take  away 
All  that  now  makes  it  hard  to  say, 

"  Thy  will  be  done." 

8  Then,  when  on  earth  I  breathe  no  more 
The  prayer,  oft  mixed  with  tears  before, 
I'll  sing  upon  a  happier  shore, 

"  Thy  will  be  done." 
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S.  Cecilia  (66  66). 
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SECOND   TUNE. 


Rev.  L.  G.  Hayne,  Mus.  D. 
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"  Commit  thy  way  unto  the  Lord; 

1  rPHY  way,  not  mine,  0  Lord, 
JL     However  dark  it  be ; 
Lead  me  by  Thine  own  hand, 

Choose  out  the  path  for  me. 

2  Smooth  let  it  be  or  rough, 

It  will  be  still  the  best ; 
Winding  or  straight,  it  leads 
Right  onward  to  Thy  rest. 

3  I  dare  not  choose  my  lot ; 

I  would  not  if  I  might : 
Choose  Thou  for  me,  my  God ; 
So  shall  I  walk  aright. 

4  The  kingdom  that  I  seek 

Is  Thine ;  so  let  the  wa  y 


trust  also  in  Him,  and  He  shall  bring  it  to  pass." 

That  leads  to  it  be  Thine, 
Else  I  must  surely  stray. 

5  Take  Thou  my  cup,  and  it 
With  joy  or  sorrow  fill, 
As  best  to  Thee  may  seem ; 
Choose  Thou  my  good  and  ill ; 

(5  Choose  Thou  for  me  my  friends, 
My  sickness  or  my  health ; 
Choose  Thou  my  cares  for  me, 
My  poverty  or  wealth. 

7  Not  mine,  not  mine  the  choice 
In  things  or  great  or  small ; 
Be  Thou  my  guide,  my  strength, 
My  wisdom,  and  my  all. 
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(134) 


Vienna  or  Ravenna  (7777). 
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Justin  Heinrich  Knecht. 
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"  71/)/  times  are  in  Thy  hand.' 


1   SOVEREIGN  Ruler  of  the  skies, 
Ever  gracious,  ever  wise, 
All  my  times  are  in  Thy  hand, 
All  events  at  Thy  command. 


2  He  that  formed  me  in  the  womb, 
He  shall  guide  me  to  the  tomb ; 
All  my  times  shall  ever  be 
Ordered  by  His  wise  decree. 
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3  Times  of  sickness,  times  of  health, 
Times  of  penury  and  wealth, 
Times  of  trial  and  of  grief, 
Times  of  triumph  and  relief, 

4  Times  the  tempter's  power  to  prove, 
Times  to  taste  a  Saviour's  love ; 

All  must  come,  and  last,  and  end, 
As  shall  please  my  heavenly  Friend. 

5  Plagues  and  deaths  around  me  fly ; 
Till  He  bids,  I  cannot  die : 

Not  a  single  shaft  can  hit 
Till  the  God  of  love  sees  fit. 

6  O  Thou  gracious,  wise,  and  just ! 
In  Thy  hands  my  life  I  trust : 
Have  I  something  dearer  still  ? 

I  resign  it  to  Thy  will. 

7  Thee  at  all  times  will  I  bless; 
Having  Thee,  I  all  possess ; 
How  can  I  bereaved  be, 
Since  I  cannot  part  with  Thee  ? 
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Sunshine  (6565D.) 


P.  P.  Bliss. 
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"  77*£y  shall  obtain  joy  and  gladness,  and  sorrow  and  sighing  shall  flee  away." 

\  C\0  bury  thy  sorrow,  the  world  has  its  share, 
^"     Go  bury  it  deeply,  go  hide  it  with  care. 
Go  think  of  it  calmly,  when  curtained  by  night; 
Go  tell  it  to  Jesus,  and  all  will  be  right. 

2  Go  tell  it  to  Jesus,  He  knoweth  thy  grief ; 
Go  tell  it  to  Jesus,  He'll  send  thee  relief; 

Go  gather  the  sunshine  He  sheds  on  the  way ; 
He'll  lighten  thy  burden — go,  weary  one,  pray. 

3  Hearts  growing  a-weary  with  heavier  woe, 

Now  droop  'mid  the  darkness — go,  comfort  them,  go  ! 

Go  bury  thy  sorrows,  let  others  be  blest : 

Go  give  them  the  sunshine,  tell  Jesus  the  rest. 
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Ib^mn  225    (292) 

S.  Aelred  (8883).  Rev.  /.  B.  Dykes,  Mus.  D. 
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"  .#£  am^r  and  rebuked  the  -ivind,  and  said  unto  ike  sea,  Peace,  be  still. 


1  T^IERCE  raged  the  tempest  o'er  the 

deep, 
"Watch  did  Thine  anxious  servants  keep, 
But  Thou  wast  wrapt  in  guileless  sleep, 
Calm  and  still. 

2  "  Save,  Lord,  we  perish ! "  was   their 

cry, 
"  O  save  us  in  our  agony  ! " 
Thy  word  above  the  storm  rose  high, — 
"  Peace,  be  still." 
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3  The   wild    winds   hushed,    the    angry- 

deep 
Sank,  like  a  little  child,  to  sleep ; 
The  sullen  billows  ceased  to  leap, 
At  Thy  will. 

4  So,  when  our  life  is  clouded  o'er, 
And   storm-winds   drift   us  from  the 

shore, 
Say,  lest  we  sink  to  rise  no  more, 

"  Peace,  be  still." 
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Ccena  Domini  (10  10). 


FIRST  TUNE. 


Sir  Arthur  S.  Sullivan,  Mus.  D. 
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Pax  Tecum  (io  io). 
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SECOND  TUNE. 


G.  T.  Caldbcck. 
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Thou  wilt  keep  him  in  perfect  peace  whose  wind  is  stayed  on  Thee. 

1  T)EACE,  perfect  peace,  in  this  dark  world  of  sin? 
X      The  blood  of  Jesus  whispers  peace  within. 

2  Peace,  perfect  peace,  by  thronging  duties  pressed? 
To  do  the  will  of  Jesus,  this  is  rest. 

3  Peace,  perfect  peace,  with  sorrows  surging  round  ? 
On  Jesus'  bosom  nought  but  calm  is  found. 

4  Peace,  perfect  peace,  with  loved  ones  far  away? 
In  Jesus'  keeping  we  are  safe  and  they. 

5  Peace,  perfect  peace,  our  future  all  unknown? 
Jesus  we  know,  and  He  is  on  the  throne. 

G  Peace,  perfect  peace,  death  shadowing  us  and  ours  ? 

Jesus  has  vanquished  death  and  all  its  powers. 
7  It  is  enough :  earth's  struggles  soon  shall  cease, 

And  Jesus  call  us  to  heaven's  perfect  peace. 
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FAITH   AND    HOPE. 


Ib^mn  227 


(135) 


Bra  UN  (6646664). 


FIRST  TUNE. 


Johann  Georg  Braun. 
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1  1VTY  faith  looks  up  to  Thee, 
Thou  Lamb  of  Calvary 
Saviour  divine  : 
Now  hear  me  while  I  pray  ; 
Take  all  my  guilt  away  ; 
O  let  me  from  this  day 
Be  wholly  Thine  ! 


'  Be  not  afraid,  only  believe." 

3  While  life's  dark  maze  I  tread, 
And  griefs  around  me  spread, 

Be  Thou  my  guide  ; 
Bid  darkness  turn  to  day, 
Wipe  sorrow's  tears  away, 
Nor  let  me  ever  stray 

From  Thee  aside. 


2  May  Thy  rich  grace  impart 
Strength  to  my  fainting  heart, 

My  zeal  inspire  ; 
As  Thou  hast  died  for  me, 
O  may  my  love  to  Thee 
Pure,  warm,  and  changeless  be, 
A  living  fire. 
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4  When  ends  life's  transient  dream, 
When  death's  cold  sullen  stream 

Shall  o'er  me  roll, 
Blest  Saviour,  then  in  love, 
Fear  and  distrust  remove  ; 
O  bear  me  safe  above, 

A  ransomed  soul. 


1b?mn  227 


(135) 


Olivet  (664  66  64). 


SECOND  TUNE. 


Lowell  Mason,  Mus.  D. 
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1VTY  faith  looks  up  to  Thee, 
Thou  Lamb  of  Calvary, 

Saviour  divine  : 
Now  hear  me  while  I  pray  ; 
Take  all  my  guilt  away  ; 
O  let  me  from  this  day 

Be  wholly  Thine  ! 


11  Be  not  a/raid,  only  believe." 

3  While  life's  dark  maze  I  tread, 
And  griefs  around  me  spread, 

Be  Thou  my  guide  ; 
Bid  darkness  turn  to  day, 
Wipe  sorrow's  tears  away, 
Nor  let  me  ever  stray 

From  Thee  aside. 


2  May  Thy  rich  grace  impart 
Strength  to  my  fainting  heart, 

My  zeal  inspire  ; 
As  Thou  hast  died  for  me, 
O  may  my  love  to  Thee 
Pure,  warm,  and  changeless  be, 

A  living  fire. 


When  ends  life's  transient  dream, 
When  death's  cold  sullen  stream 

Shall  o'er  me  roll, 
Blest  Saviour,  then  in  love, 
Fear  and  distrust  remove  ; 
O  bear  me  safe  above, 

A  rausomed  soul. 


270 


Ibpmn  228 


(296) 


Lyte  (s.m.) 


John  B.  Wilkes,  A.R.A.M. 
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:  i¥y  s^/  thirstethfor  God,  for  the  living  God:  when  shall  I  come  and  appear  before  God ! 

1  T^AR  from  my  heavenly  home, 

Far  from  my  Father's  breast, 
Fainting  I  cry,  "  Blest  Spirit,  come, 
And  speed  me  to  my  rest." 

2  Upon  the  willows  long 
My  harp  has  silent  hung ; 

How  should  I  sing  a  cheerful  song 
Till  Thou  inspire  my  tongue  ? 

3  My  spirit  homeward  turns, 
And  fain  would  thither  flee ; 

My  heart,  O  Zion,  droops  and  yearns, 
When  I  remember  Thee. 

4  To  Thee,  to  Thee  I  press, 
A  dark  and  toilsome  road ; 

When  shall  I  pass  the  wilderness, 
And  reach  the  saints'  abode  ? 

5  God  of  my  life,  be  near ; 
On  Thee  my  hopes  I  cast ; 

O  guide  me  through  the  desert  here, 
And  bring  me  home  at  last. 
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Ib^mn  229 


(136) 


Mannheim  (878787). 


FIRST  TUNE. 


Friedrich  Filitz,  Ph.  D. 
Vierstimmiges  Choralbuch,  1S47. 
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Thou  leddest  them  in  the  day  by  a  cloudy  pillar;  and  in  the  night  by  a  pillar  of  fire. 

1   p  UIDE  me,  O  Thou  great  Jehovah  ! 
Pilgrim  through  this  barren  land  ; 
I  am  weak,  but  Thou  art  mighty ; 

Hold  me  with  Thy  powerful  hand. 
Bread  of  heaven  !  bread  of  heaven  ! 
Feed  me  now  and  evermore  ! 


2  Open  now  the  crystal  fountain, 

Whence  the  healing  streams  do  flow  •, 
Let  the  fiery  cloudy  pillar 

Lead  me  all  my  journey  through. 
Strong  Deliverer  !  strong  Deliverer  ! 

Be  Thou  still  my  strength  and  shield  ! 

3  When  I  tread  the  verge  of  Jordan, 

Bid  my  anxious  fears  subside ; 
Death  of  death,  and  hell's  destruction, 

Land  me  safe  on  Canaan's  side. 
Songs  of  praises,  songs  of  praises, 

I  will  ever  give  to  Thee  ! 
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LUSATIA   (87  87  87). 


Ibpmn  229 


SECOND  TUNE. 


(136) 


Melchior  Vulpius. 
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Thou  leddest  them  in  the  day  by  a  cloudy  pillar  ;  and  in  the  night  by  a  pillar  o/Jire" 

1  n  UIDE  me,  O  Thou  great  Jehovah ! 
^     Pilgrim  through  this  barren  land ; 
I  am  weak,  but  Thou  art  mighty ; 

Hold  me  with  Thy  powerful  hand. 
Bread  of  heaven !  bread  of  heaven  ! 
Feed  me  now  and  evermore  ! 

2  Open  now  the  crystal  fountain, 

Whence  the  healing  streams  do  flow ; 
Let  the  fiery  cloudy  pillar 

Lead  me  all  my  journey  through. 
Strong  Deliverer !  strong  Deliverer  ! 

Be  Thou  still  my  strength  and  shield ! 

3  When  I  tread  the  verge  of  Jordan, 

Bid  my  anxious  fears  subside  ; 
Death  of  death,  and  hell's  destruction, 

Land  me  safe  on  Canaan's  side. 
Songs  of  praises,  songs  of  praises, 

I  will  ever  give  to  Thee  ! 
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Stockton  (cm.) 


Thomas  Wright. 
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"And  there  shall  be  no  night  there. 


T^AR  from  these  narrow  scenes  of 
Unbounded  glories  rise,      [night 
And  realms  of  infinite  delight 
Unknown  to  mortal  eyes. 


2  There  pain  and  sickness  never  come, 
And  grief  no  more  complains ; 
Health  triumphs  in  immortal  bloom, 
And  endless  pleasure  reigns. 


3  No  cloud  those  blissful  regions  know, 

For  ever  bright  and  fair ; 
For  sin,  the  source  of  mortal  woe, 
Can  never  enter  there. 

4  There  no  alternate  night  is  known, 

Nor  sun's  faint  sickly  ray ; 
But  glory  from  the  sacred  throne 
Spreads  everlasting  day. 

5  The  glorious  Monarch  there  displays 

His  beams  of  wondrous  grace ; 
His  happy  subjects  sing  His  praise, 
And  bow  before  His  face. 

6  O  may  the  heavenly  prospect  fire 

Our  hearts  with  ardent  love, 
Till  wings  of  faith  and  strong  desire 
Bear  every  thought  above  ! 

7  Prepare  us,  Lord,  by  grace  divine, 

For  Thy  bright  courts  on  high ; 
Then  bid  bur  spirits  rise,  and  join 
The  chorus  of  the  sky. 
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Ib^mn  231 


(138) 


Farrant  (cm.) 
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Adapted  froni  Richard  Farrant. 
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"  GVj  /A«/  /  •zt/tfr*?  as  in  months  past,  as  in  the  days  wlien  God  preserved  me,  when  His  candle 
shined  upon  viy  head,  and  when,  by  His  light,  I  walked  through  darkness." 

1  f\  FOR  a  closer  walk  with  God ! 

A  calm  and  heavenly  frame ; 
A  light  to  shine  upon  the  road 
That  leads  me  to  the  Lamb ! 

2  Where  is  the  blessedness  I  knew 

When  first  I  saw  the  Lord  1 
Where  is  the  soul-refreshing  view 
Of  Jesus  and  His  word  ? 

3  What  peaceful  hours  I  once  enjoyed ! 

How  sweet  their  memory  still ! 
But  they  have  left  an  aching  void 
The  world  can  never  fill. 


4  Return,  O  holy  Dove,  return  ! 

Sweet  messenger  of  rest ; 
I  hate  the  sins  that  made  Thee  mourn, 
And  drove  Thee  from  my  breast : 

5  The  dearest  idol  I  have  known, 

Whate'er  that  idol  be, 
Help  me  to  tear  it  from  Thy  throne, 
And  worship  only  Thee. 

6  So  shall  my  walk  be  close  with  God, 

Calm  and  serene  my  frame ; 
So  purer  light  shall  mark  the  road 
That  leads  me  to  the  Lamb. 
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1b^mn  232    (139) 

University  College  (77  77).  first  tune.  H.  J.  Gauntlett,  Mus.  D. 
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Innocents  (7777). 


SECOND  TUNE. 


77^  Parish  Choir,  185 1. 
Old  Litany  (?) 
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Fight  the  good 'fight  of  faith." 


1  1VTUCH  in  sorrow,  oft  in  woe, 

-L'-L    Onward,  Christians,  onward  go  ! 
Fight  the  fight,  maintain  the  strife, 
Strengthened  with  the  bread  of  life. 

2  Onward,  Christians,  onward  go  ! 
Join  the  war  and  face  the  foe  ; 
Faint  not — much  doth  yet  remain ; 
Dreary  is  the  long  campaign. 

3  Shrink  not,  Christians !  will  ye  yield  ? 
Will  ye  quit  the  painful  field  ? 

Will  ye  flee  in  danger's  hour  \ 
Know  ye  not  your  Captain's  power  ? 


4  Let  your  drooping  hearts  be  glad ; 
March  in  heavenly  armour  clad  : 
Fight,  nor  think  the  battle  long, 
Victory  soon  shall  tune  your  song. 

5  Let  not  sorrow  dim  your  eye, 
Soon  shall  every  tear  be  dry ; 
Let  not  woe  your  course  impede, 
Great  your  strength,  if  great  your  need. 

6  Onward  then  to  battle  move, 

More  than  conquerors  ye  shall  prove : 
Though  opposed  by  many  a  foe, 
Christian  soldiers,  onward  go  ! 
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Watch  ye,  standfast  in  the  faith,  quit  you  like  men,  be  strong." 


1   pOUR  AGE,  brother  !  do  not  stumble, 
Though  thy  path  be  dark  as  night ; 
There's  a  star  to  guide  the  humble ; — 
Trust  in  God,  and  do  the  right. 


2  Let  the  road  be  rough  and  dreary, 
And  its  end  far  out  of  sight, 
Foot  it  bravely !  strong  or  weary, 
Trust  in  God,  and  do  the  right. 


3  Perish  policy  and  cunning, 

Perish  all  that  fears  the  light ! 

Whether  losing,  whether  winning, 

Trust  in  God,  and  do  the  right. 

4  Trust  no  party,  sect,  or  faction ; 

Trust  no  leaders  in  the  fight ; 
But  in  every  word  and  action 
Trust  in  God,  and  do  the  right. 

5  Trust  no  lovely  forms  of  passion, — 

Fiends  may  look  like  angels  bright ; 
Trust  no  custom,  school,  or  fashion — 
Trust  in  God,  and  do  the  right. 

6  Simple  rule,  and  safest  guiding, 

Inward  peace,  and  inward  might, 
Star  upon  our  path  abiding, — 
Trust  in  God,  and  do  the  right. 

7  Some  will  hate  thee,  some  will  love  thee, 

Some  will  natter,  some  will  slight : 
Cease  from  man,  and  look  above  thee, — 
Trust  in  God,  and  do  the  right. 
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Cclbach  (7777). 
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Sche filer  s  Geistliche  Hirtenlieder,  1668. 
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1  nHILDEEN  of  the  heavenly  King, 

As  ye  journey  sweetly  sing  : 
Sing  your  Saviour's  worthy  praise, 
Glorious  in  His  works  and  ways  ! 

2  We  are  travelling  home  to  God, 
In  the  way  the  fathers  trod  : 
They  are  happy  now,  and  we 
Soon  their  happiness  shall  see. 

3  Lift  your  eyes,  ye  sons  of  light, 
Z  ion's  city  is  in  sight : 


The  children  of  God." 

There  our  endless  home  shall  be  ; 
There  our  Lord  we  soon  shall  see. 


4  Fear  not,  brethren  ;  joyful  stand 
On  the  borders  of  your  land — 
Jesus  Christ,  your  Father's  Son, 
Bids  you  undismayed  go  on. 

5  Lord,  obediently  we  go, 
Gladly  leaving  all  below  : 
Only  Thou  our  leader  be, 
And  we  still  will  follow  Thee. 
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"  77«'s  25  ilfy  name /or  ever,  and  this  is  My  memorial  unto  all  generations." 


1  rTlHE  God  of  Abraham  praise, 
J.     Who  reigns  enthroned  above ; 

Ancient  of  everlasting  days, 
And  God  of  love. 
Jehovah,  Great  I  AM, 
By  earth  and  heaven  confessed, 

1  bow  and  bless  Thy  sacred  name 

Fer  ever  blessed. 

2  The  God  of  Abraham  praise, 
At  whose  supreme  command, 

From  earth  I  rise  and  seek  the  joys 
At  His  right  hand : 
I  all  on  earth  forsake, 
Its  wisdom,  fame,  and  power; 
And  Him  my  only  portion  make, 
My  shield  and  tower. 
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3  The  God  of  Abraham  praise, 
Whose  all-sufficient  grace 

Shall  guide  me  all  my  happy  days 
In  all  His  ways : 
He  calls  a  worm  His  friend, 
He  calls  Himself  my  God  ! 
And  He  shall  save  me  to  the  end, 
Through  Jesus'  blood. 

4  He  by  Himself  hath  sworn, 
I  on  His  oath  depend ; 

I  shall,  on  eagle's  wings  upborne, 
To  heaven  ascend : 
I  shall  behold  His  face, 
I  shall  His  power  adore, 
And  sing  the  wonders  of  His  grace 
For  evermore. 


Abraham  (6684  d.) 
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John  Hill. 
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77/75  M  3/y  name  for  ever,  and  this  is  My  memorial  unto  all  generations 


PART  II. 


5  rpHOUGH  nature's  strength  decay 
A     And  earth  and  hell  withstand, 

To  Canaan's  bounds  I  urge  my  way 
At  His  command : 
The  watery  deep  I  pass 
With  Jesus  in  my  view, 
And  through  the  howling  wilderness 
My  way  pursue. 

6  The  goodly  land  I  see, 
With  peace  and  plenty  blest : 

A  land  of  sacred  liberty, 

And  endless  rest : 

There  milk  and  honey  flow, 

And  oil  and  wine  abound, 

And  trees  of  life  for  ever  grow, 

\Yith  mercy  crowned. 


7  There  dwells  the  Lord  our  King, 
The  Lord  our  righteousness  ! 

Triumphant  o'er  the  world  and  sin. 
The  Prince  of  Peace, 
On  Sion's  sacred  height, 
His  kingdom  still  maintains : 
And  glorious  with  His  saints  in  light, 
For  ever  reigns  ! 

8  The  whole  triumphant  host 
Give  thanks  to  God  on  high, 

"  Hail  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost ! 
They  ever  cry  : 
Hail  Abraham's  God,  and  mine  ! 
I  join  the  heavenly  lays; 
All  might  and  majesty  are  Thine, 
And  endless  praise. 
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"  Looking  unto  Jesus,  the  Author  and  Finisher  of  our  faith.  ' 


[  TESUS,  still  lead  on, 

*J      Till  our  rest  be  won, 
And,  although  the  way  be  cheerless, 
We  will  follow,  calm  and  fearless ; 
Guide  us  by  Thy  hand 
To  our  Fatherland. 

I         If  the  way  be  drear, 

If  the  foe  be  near, 
Let  not  faithless  fears  o'ertake  us, 
Let  not  faith  and  hope  forsake  us, 

For,  through  many  a  foe, 

To  our  home  we  go. 
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3  When  we  seek  relief 
From  a  long-felt  grief, 

When  oppressed  by  new  temptations, 
Lord,  increase  and  perfect  patience ; 
Show  us  that  bright  shore 
Where  we  weep  no  more. 

4  Jesus,  still  lead  on, 
Till  our  rest  be  won ; 

Heavenly  Leader,  still  direct  us, 
Still  support,  console,  protect  us, 

Till  we  safely  stand 

In  our  Fatherland. 
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Justin  Heinrich  Knecht. 
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"  Thefellcnuship  0/ His  sufferings." 


1  C\  HAPPY  band  of  pilgrims, 

If  onward  ye  will  tread, 
With  Jesus  as  your  fellow, 
To  Jesus  as  your  head  ! 

2  O  happy,  if  ye  labour 

As  Jesus  did  for  men ; 
O  happy,  if  ye  hunger 
As  Jesus  hungered  then  ! 


3  The  cross  that  Jesus  carried, 

He  carried  as  your  due ; 
The  crown  that  Jesus  weareth, 
He  weareth  it  for  you. 

4  The  faith  by  which  ye  see  Him, 

The  hope  in  which  ye  yearn, 
The  love  that  through  all  troubles 
To  Him  alone  will  turn, — 


5  What  are  they  but  the  heralds 
To  lead  you  to  His  sight? 
"What  are  they  save  the  effluence 
Of  uncreated  light  ? 

G  The  trials  that  beset  you, 
The  sorrows  ye  endure, 
The  manifold  temptations 
That  death  alone  can  cure, — 


"7  What  are  they  but  His  jewels 
Of  right  celestial  worth  ? 
What  are  they  but  the  ladder 
Set  up  to  heaven  on  earth  ? 

8  O  happy  band  of  pilgrims, 
Look  upward  to  the  skies, 
Where  such  a  light  affliction 
Shall  win  so  great  a  prize. 
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"  Speak  unto  the  children  of  Israel,  that  they  go  forward." 

1  Tj^ORWAKD !  be  our  watchword,  steps  and  voices  joined 

Seek  the  things  before  us,  not  a  look  behind ; 
Burns  the  hery  pillar  at  our  army's  head ; 
Who  shall  dream  of  shrinking,  by  Jehovah  led  ] 
Forward  through  the  desert,  through  the  toil  and  fight ; 
Jordan  flows  before  us,  Zion  beams  with  light. 

2  Forward,  flock  of  Jesus,  salt  of  all  the  earth, 

Till  each  yearning  purpose  spring  to  glorious  birth  : 
Sick,  they  ask  for  healing;  blind,  they  grope  for  day: 
Pour  upon  the  nations  wisdom's  loving  ray. 
Forward,  out  of  error;  leave  behind  the  night ; 
Forward  through  the  darkness,  forward  into  light. 

3  Glories  upon  glories  hath  our  God  prepared, 

By  the  souls  that  love  Him  one  day  to  be  shared : 
Eye  hath  not  beheld  them,  ear  hath  never  heard  ; 
Nor  of  these  hath  uttered  thought  or  speech  a  word  : 
Forward,  marching  eastward,  where  the  heaven  is  bright, 
Till  the  veil  be  lifted,  till  our  faith  be  sight. 

4  Far  o'er  yon  horizon  rise  the  city  towers, 
Where  our  God  abideth ;  that  fair  home  is  ours : 
Flash  the  streets  with  jasper,  shine  the  gates  with  gold : 
Flows  the  gladdening  river,  sheddiDg  joys  untold. 
Thither,  onward  thither,  in  Jehovah's  might : 
Pilgrims  to  your  country,  forward  into  light. 

5  To  the  Father's  glory  loudest  anthems  raise ; 
To  the  Son  and  Spirit  echo  songs  of  praise ; 
To  the  Lord  Jehovah,  blessed  Three  in  One, 
Be  by  men  and  angels  endless  honour  done. 
Weak  are  earthly  praises,  dull  the  songs  of  night ; 
Forward  into  triumph,  forward  into  light. 
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Dayc's  Psalter,  1362. 
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/  reckon  that  the  sufferings  of  this  present  time  are  not  to  be  compared  with  the  glory 
which  shall  be  revealed  in  us." 

1  C\  WHAT,  if  we  are  Christ's, 

Is  earthly  shame  or  loss  ] 
Bright  shall  the  crown  of  glory  be' 
When  we  have  borne  the  cross. 

2  Keen  was  the  trial  once, 
Bitter  the  cup  of  woe, 

When  martyred  saints,  baptized  in  blood, 
Christ's  sufferings  shared  below. 

3  Bright  is  their  glory  now, 
Boundless  their  joy  above, 

Where,  on  the  bosom  of  their  God, 
They  rest  in  perfect  love. 

4  Lord,  may  that  grace  be  ours, 
Like  them  in  faith  to  bear 

All  that  of  sorrow,  grief,  or  pain 
May  be  our  portion  here  : 

5  Enough,  if  Thou  at  last 
The  word  of  blessing  give, 

And  let  us  rest  beneath  Thy  feet, 
Where  saints  and  angels  live. 
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Weeping  may  endure  for  a  nig/it,  but  joy  cometh  in  the  morning." 


1  SOMETIMES  a  light  surprises 
^J  The  Christian  while  he  sings 
It  is  the  Lord  who  rises 

With  healing  in  His  wings : 
When  comforts  are  declining, 

He  grants  the  soul  again 
A  season  of  clear  shining, 

To  cheer  it  after  rain. 

2  In  holy  contemplation, 

We  sweetly  then  pursue 
The  theme  of  God's  salvation, 

And  find  it  ever  new. 
Set  free  from  present  sorrow, 

We  cheerfully  can  say, 
Even  let  the  unknown  to-morrow 

Bring  with  it  what  it  may : 


3  It  can  bring  with  it  nothing 

But  He  will  bear  us  through ; 
Who  gives  the  lilies  clothing 

Will  clothe  His  people  too. 
Beneath  the  spreading  heavens, 

No  creature  but  is  fed ; 
And  He  who  feeds  the  ravens 

Will  give  His  children  bread. 

4  Though  vine  nor  fig-tree  neither 

Their  wonted  fruit  shall  bear ; 
Though  all  the  field  should  wither, 

Nor  flocks  nor  herds  be  there : 
Yet,  God  the  same  abiding, 

His  praise  shall  tune  my  voice ; 
For,  while  in  Him  confiding, 

I  cannot  but  rejoice. 
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"  Weeping  may  endure  for  a  night,  but  joy  cometh  in  the  morning." 


1  SOMETIMES  a  light  .surprises 
O     The  Christian  while  he  sings ; 
It  is  the  Lord  who  rises 

With  healing  in  His  wings : 
When  comforts  are  declining, 

He  grants  the  soul  again 
A  season  of  clear  shining, 

To  cheer  it  after  rain. 

2  In  holy  contemplation, 

We  sweetly  then  pursue 
The  theme  of  God's  salvation, 

And  find  it  ever  new. 
Set  free  from  present  sorrow, 

We  cheerfully  can  say, 
Even  let  the  unknown  to-morrow 

Bring  with  it  what  it  may : 
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3  It  can  bring  with  it  nothing 

But  He  will  bear  us  through ; 
Who  gives  the  lilies  clothing 

Will  clothe  His  people  too. 
Beneath  the  spreading  heavens, 

No  creature  but  is  fed ; 
And  He  who  feeds  the  ravens 

Will  give  His  children  bread. 

4  Though  vine  nor  fig-tree  neither 

Their  wonted  fruit  shall  bear ; 
Though  all  the  field  should  wither, 

Nor  flocks  nor  herds  be  there : 
Yet,  God  the  same  abiding, 

His  praise  shall  tune  my  voice ; 
For,  while  in  Him  confiding, 

I  cannot  but  rejoice. 
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HoRBCRY  (6464664). 


FIRST   TUNE. 


Rev.  J.  B.  Dykes,  Mus.  D. 


i^^^l 


S 


^m 


A 


1   1 
LA 


J-.    J-J 


r 

A 


'mrrr~f3=r" 


g^=g 


zz 


f=F 


^eA 


rail. 


^ES 


3 


SEE3E^^E 


f 


*± 


s 


-e> — + 


IT 

i 


a 


:& 


-^=B 


m- 


J= 


tempo. 

t=tfet 


-^f 1©- 


z± 


r=t. 


i^s 


K^ 


rt 


-&- 


■AA 


¥■ 


■f&~*- 


^ 


^ 


& 


G>—G>      Q 


rr 


1— ^r 


.fl/y  /*£rtr£  ««</  my  flesh  crieth  out  for  the  living  God." 


1  "YTEABER,  my  God,  to  Thee, 
-L^    Nearer  to  Thee  ! 

E'en  though  it  be  a  cross 

That  raiseth  me, 
Still  all  my  song  shall  be, 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee, — 

Nearer  to  Thee ! 

2  Though,  like  the  wanderer, 

Daylight  all  gone, 
Darkness  be  over  me, 

My  rest  a  stone  ; 
Yet  in  my  dreams  I'd  be 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee, — 

Nearer  to  Thee ! 


3  There  let  the  way  appear 

Steps  unto  heaven ; 
All  that  Thou  send'st  to  me, 

In  mercy  given ; 
Angels  to  beckon  me 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee, — 

Nearer  to  Thee ! 

4  Then  with  my  waking  thoughts 

Bright  with  Thy  praise, 
Out  of  my  stony  griefs 

Bethel  I'll  raise ; 
So  by  my  woes  to  be 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee, — 

Nearer  to  Thee  ! 


Or  if  on  joyful  wing, 
Cleaving  the  sky, 

Sun,  moon,  and  stars  forgot, 
Upward  I  fly; 

Still,  still,  my  song  shall  be. 

Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee, — 
Nearer  to  Thee ! 
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Goss  (6464664). 


SECOND  TUNE. 


From  Handel. 
Adapted  by  Sir  John  Goss,  Mus.  D. 
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my         God,       to       Thee,—  Near   -    er         to         Thee! 


My  heart  and  my  flesh  crieth  out  for  the  living  God. 

1  ^"EABER,  my  God,  to  Thee, 
-^    Nearer  to  Thee  ! 
E'en  though  it  be  a  cross 

That  raiseth  me, 
Still  all  my  song  shall  be, 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee, — 
Nearer  to  Thee  ! 


2  Though,  like  the  wanderer, 
Daylight  all  gone, 
Darkness  be  over  me, 
My  rest  a  stone; 
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Nenthokn  (6464664). 


THIRD  TUNE. 


T.  L.  Hatcly. 
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Yet  in  my  dreams  I'd  be 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee, — 
Nearer  to  Thee ! 

3  There  let  the  way  appear 

Steps  unto  heaven ; 
All  that  Thou  send'st  to  me, 

In  mercy  given ; 
Angels  to  beckon  me 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee, — 

Nearer  to  Thee  ! 

4  Then  with  my  waking  thoughts 

Bright  with  Thy  praise, 
Out  of  my  stony  griefs 

Bethel  I'll  raise ; 
So  by  my  woes  to  be 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee, — 

Nearer  to  Thee ! 

5  Or  if  on  joyful  wing, 

Cleaving  the  sky, 
Sun,  moon,  and  stars  forgot, 

Upward  I  fly ; 
Still,  still,  my  soDg  shall  be, 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee, — 

Nearer  to  Thee  ! 
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Darmstadt  Cantional,  1687. 
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"  Except  ye  he  converted,  and  become  as  little  children,  ye  shall  not  enter  into  the 
kingdom  of  heaven." 


1   /^UIET,  Lord,  my  froward  heart, 
^     Make  me  teachable  and  mild, 
Upright,  simple,  free  from  art, 
Make  me  as  a  weanM  child : 
From  distrust  and  envy  free, 
Pleased  with  all  that  pleases  Thee. 


2  What  Thou  shalt  to-day  provide, 

Let  me  as  a  child  receive ; 

What  to-morrow  may  betide, 

Calmly  to  Thy  wisdom  leave ; 
'Tis  enough  that  Thou  wilt  care, 
Why  should  I  the  burden  bear  ? 


3  As  a  little  child  relies 

On  a  care  beyond  his  own  ; 
Knows  he's  neither  strong  nor  wise ; 

Fears  to  stir  a  step  alone  : 
Let  me  thus  with  Thee  abide, 
As  my  Father,  Guard,  and  Guide. 

4  Thus  preserved  from  Satan's  wiles, 

Safe  from  dangers,  free  from  fears, 
May  I  live  upon  Thy  smiles, 

Till  the  promised  hour  appears, 
When  the  sons  of  God  shall  prove 
All  their  Father's  boundless  love. 
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BUCER  (S.M.) 


FIRST  TUNI 


Adapted  from 

Robert  Schumann. 
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Be  of  good  courage." 


1  "\7"0UR  harps,  ye  trembling  saints, 
Down  from  the  willows  take  : 
Loud  to  the  praise  of  love  divine, 
Bid  every  string  awake. 

•2  Though  in  a  foreign  land, 
We  are  not  far  from  home  : 

And  nearer  to  our  house  above 
We  every  moment  come. 

3  His  grace  will  to  the  end 
Stronger  and  brighter  shine  ; 

Nor  present  things,  nor  things  to  come, 
Shall  quench  the  spark  divine. 


4  The  people  of  His  choice 
He  will  not  cast  away  ; 

Yet  do  not  always  here  expect 
On  Tabor's  mount  to  stay. 

5  When  we  in  darkness  walk, 
Nor  feel  the  heavenly  flame  ; 

Then  is  the  time  to  trust  our  God, 
And  rest  upon  His  name. 

6  Soon  shall  our  doubts  and  fears 
Subside  at  His  control  ; 

His  loving-kindness  shall  break  through 
The  midnight  of  the  soul. 


7  Wait  till  the  shadows  flee  ; 
Wait  thy  appointed  hour, 

Wait  till  the  Bridegroom  of  thy  soul 
Reveal  His  sovereign  power. 

8  Tarry  His  leisure  then, 
Although  He  seem  to  stay  ; 

A  moment's  intercourse  with  Him 
Thy  grief  will  overpay. 

9  Blest  is  the  man,  O  God, 
That  stays  himself  on  Thee  ! 

Who  waits  for  Thy  salvation,  Lord, 
Shall  Thy  salvation  see. 
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Lyra  (s.m.) 


Ibpmn  243 


SECOND  TUNE. 


(146) 


A.  L.  Peace,  Mus.  D. 
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"  ifc  0/  good  courage' 


1  "\TOUE-  harps,  ye  trembling  saints, 

Down  from  the  willows  take  : 
Loud  to  the  praise  of  love  divine, 
Bid  every  string  awake. 

2  Though  in  a  foreign  land, 
We  are  not  far  from  home  : 

And  nearer  to  our  house  above 
We  every  moment  come. 

3  His  grace  will  to  the  end 
Stronger  and  brighter  shine  ; 

Nor  present  things,  nor  things  to  come, 
Shall  quench  the  spark  divine. 


4  The  people  of  His  choice 
He  will  not  cast  away  ; 

Yet  do  not  always  here  expect 
On  Tabor's  mount  to  stay. 

5  When  we  in  darkness  walk, 
Nor  feel  the  heavenly  flame  ; 

Then  is  the  time  to  trust  our  God, 
And  rest  upon  His  name. 

6  Soon  shall  our  doubts  and  fears 
Subside  at  His  control  ; 

His  loving-kindness  shall  break  through 
The  midnight  of  the  soul. 
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7  Wait  till  the  shadows  flee  ; 
Wait  thy  appointed  hour, 

Wait  till  the  Bridegroom  of  thy  soul 
Eeveal  His  sovereign  power. 

8  Tarry  His  leisure  then, 
Although  He  seem  to  stay  ; 

A  moment's  intercourse  with  Him 
Thy  grief  will  overpay. 

9  Blest  is  the  man,  O  God, 
That  stays  himself  on  Thee  ! 

Who  waits  for  Thy  salvation,  Lord, 
Shall  Thy  salvation  see. 
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Mamre  (88  88  88). 


Handel. 
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For  in  that  He  Himself  hath  suffered  being  tempted,  He  is  able  to  succour  them 
that  are  tempted. " 


TyHEN  gathering  clouds  around  I 
' '         view, 
And  days  are  dark,  and  friends  are  few, 
On  Him  I  lean,  who,  not  in  vain, 
Experienced  every  human  pain ; 
He  sees  my  wants,  allays  my  fears, 
And  counts  and  treasures  up  my  tears. 

If  aught  should  tempt  my  soul  to  stray 
From  heavenly  wisdom's  narrow  way, 
To  fly  the  good  I  would  pursue, 
Or  do  the  sin  I  would  not  do, 
Still  He,  who  felt  temptation's  power, 
Shall  guard  me  in  that  dangerous  hour. 


If  vexing  thoughts  within  me  rise, 
And,  sore  dismayed,  my  spirit  dies ; 
Still  He,  who  once  vouchsafed  to  bear 
The  sickening  anguish  of  despair, 
Shall  sweetly  soothe,  shall  gently  dry, 
The  throbbing  heart,  the  streaming  eye. 

When    sorrowing   o'er  some  stone   I 

bend, 
Which  covers  what  was  once  a  friend, 
And  from  his  voice,  his  hand,  his  smile, 
Divides  me  for  a  little  while ; 
Thou,  Saviour,  mark'st  the  tears  I  shed, 
For  Thou  didst  weep  o'er  Lazarus  dead. 


And  O,  when  I  have  safely  past 
Through  every  conflict  but  the  last, 
Still,  still  unchanging,  watch  beside 
My  painful  bed — for  Thou  hast  died  ; 
Then  point  to  realms  of  cloudless  day, 
And  wipe  the  latest  tear  away  ! 
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FIRST  TUNE. 


W.  H.  Monk,  Mus.  D. 
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"  Abide  with  us,  for  it  is  toward  evening,  and  the  day  is  far  spent." 

1     A  BIDE  with  me  !  fast  falls'  the  |  even-tide  ; 

The  darkness  deepens  ;  Lord',  with  |  me  abide  ! 
When  other  helpers  fail',  and  |  comforts  flee, 
Help  of  the  helpless,  0'  a  |  bide  with  me  ! 


2  Swift  to  its  close  ebbs  out'  life's  |  little  day ; 
Earth's  joys  grow  dim,  its  glo'ries  |  pass  away 
Change  and  decay  in  all'  a  |  round  I  see  : 
0  Thou  who  changest  not',  a  J  bide  with  me  ! 
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Troyte's  Chant,  No.  i  (io  io  io  io). 


SECOND  TUNE. 
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3  Not  a  brief  glance  I  beg',  a  |  passing  word  ; 

But  as  Thou  dwell'st  with  Thy'  dis  |  ciples,  Lord, 
Familiar,  condescending,  |  patient,  free, 
Come,  not  to  sojourn,  but'  a  |  bide  with  me. 

4  Come  not  in  terrors',  as  the  |  King  of  kings, 

But  kind  and  good,  with  heal'ing  |  in  Thy  wings  : 
Tears  for  all  woes,  a  heart'  for  |  every  plea  : 
Come,  Friend  of  sinners,  thus'  a  |  bide  with  me. 

5  Thou  on  my  head  in  ear'ly  |  youth  didst  smile  ; 
And,  though  rebellious  and'  per  |  verse  meanwhile, 
Thou  hast  not  left  me,  oft'  as  |  I  left  Thee  : 

On  to  the  close,  O  Lord',  a  |  bide  with  me  ! 

6  I  need  Thy  presence  ev'ery  |  passing  hour. 

What  but  Thy  grace  can  foil'  the  |  tempter's  power  1 
Who  like  Thyself  my  guide'  and  |  stay  can  be  ? 
Through  cloud  and  sunshine,  O'  a  |  bide  with  me  ! 

7  I  fear  no  foe,  with  Thee'  at  |  hand  to  bless  ; 
Ills  have  no  weight,  and  tears'  no  |  bitterness  : 
Where  is  death's  sting  ?  where,  grave',  thy  |  victory  ? 
I  triumph  still,  if  Thou'  a  |  bide  with  me. 

8  Hold  Thou  Thy  cross  before'  my  |  closing  eyes, 
Shine  through  the  gloom,  and  point'  me  |  to  the  skies  ; 
Heaven's  morning  breaks,  and  earth's'  vain  |  shadows  flee 
In  life,  in  death,  O  Lord',  a  |  bide  with  me  ! 

u  805 


Ibpmn  246 


(149) 
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FIRST  TUNE. 


Rev.  J.  B.  Dykes,  Mus.  D. 
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"  ^  //^^  ?/«fo  my  path" 

LEAD,  kindly  Light,  amid  the  encircling  gloom 
Lead  Thou  me  on ; 
The  night  is  dark,  and  I  am  far  from  home, 

Lead  Thou  me  on : 
Keep  Thou  my  feet ;  I  do  not  ask  to  see 
The  distant  scene ;  one  step  enough  for  me. 
I  was  not  ever  thus,  nor  prayed  that  Thou 

Shouldst  lead  me  on : 
I  loved  to  choose  and  see  my  path ;  but  now 

Lead  Thou  me  on  ! 
I  loved  the  garish  day,  and,  spite  of  fears, 
Pride  ruled  my  will :  remember  not  past  years. 
So  long  Thy  power  has  blest  me,  sure  it  still 

Will  lead  me  on 
O'er  moor  and  fen,  o'er  crag  and  torrent,  till 

The  night  is  gone, 
And  with  the  morn  those  angel-faces  smile, 
Which  I  have  loved  long  since,  and  lost  awhile. 
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Lux  Beata  (104  104  10  10). 


SI-CONI)  TUNE. 


A.  L.  Peace,  Mns.  D. 
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"  ^4  //g"/^  fttt/0  my  pat  It.'" 

1  T  EAP,  kindly  Light,  amid  the  encircling  gloom, 
JLJ       Lead  Thou  me  on ; 

The  night  is  dark,  and  I  am  far  from  home, 

Lead  Thou  me  on  : 
Keep  Thou  my  feet ;  I  do  not  ask  to  see 
The  distant  scene ;  one  step  enough  for  me. 

2  I  was  not  ever  thus,  nor  prayed  that  Thou 

Shouldst  lead  me  on : 
I  loved  to  choose  and  see  my  path ;  but  now 

Lead  Thou  me  on  ! 
I  loved  the  garish  day,  and,  spite  of  fears, 
Pride  ruled  my  will :  remember  not  past  years. 

3  So  long  Thy  power  has  blest  me,  sure  it  still 

Will  lead  me  on 
O'er  moor  and  fen,  o'er  crag  and  torrent,  till 

The  night  is  gone, 
And  with  the  morn  those  angel-faces  smile. 
Which  I  have  loved  long  since,  and  lost  awhile. 
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1b? mn  247    (299) 

"  The  night  is  far  spent,  the  day  is  at  hand." 

1  TJ ARK  !  hark,  my  soul !     Angelic  songs  are  swelling 

O'er  earth's  green  fields,  and  ocean's  wave-beat  shore 
How  sweet  the  truth  those  blessed  strains  are  telling 
Of  that  new  life  when  sin  shall  be  no  more. 

•    A  ngels  of  Jesus,  angels  of  light, 
Singing  to  ivelcome  the  pilgrims  of  the  night! 

2  Onward  we  go,  for  still  we  hear  them  singing, 

"  Come,  weary  souls,  for  Jesus  bids  you  come :" 
And  through  the  dark,  its  echoes  sweetly  ringing, 
The  music  of  the  Gospel  leads  us  home. 

Angels  of  Jesus,  angels  of  light, 

Singing  to  ivelcome  the  pilgrims  of  the  night! 

3  Far,  far  away,  like  bells  at  evening  pealing, 

The  voice  of  Jesus  sounds  o'er  land  and  sea, 
And  laden  souls,  by  thousands  meekly  stealing, 
Kind  Shepherd,  turn  their  weary  steps  to  Thee. 

A  ngels  of  Jesus,  angels  of  light, 

Singing  to  ivelcome  the  pilgrims  of  the  night! 

4  Best  comes  at  length ;  though  life  be  long  and  dreary, 

The  day  must  dawn,  and  darksome  night  be  past ; 
Faith's  journey  ends  in  welcome  to  the  weary, 

And  heaven,  the  heart's  true  home,  will  come  at  last. 

Angels  of  Jesus,  angels  of  light, 

Singing  to  ivelcome  the  pilgrims  of  the  night! 

Angels !  sing  on,  your  faithful  watches  keeping, 
Sing  us  sweet  fragments  of  the  songs  above  ; 

Till  morning's  joy  shall  end  the  night  of  weeping, 
And  life's  long  shadows  break  in  cloudless  love. 

Angels  of  Jesus,  angels  of  light, 

Singing  to  welcome  the  pilgrims  of  the  night! 
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Angelic  Songs  (iiioii  109  11). 


SECOND  TUNE. 


Thomas  Hezvlett,  Mus.  B. 
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Ib^rnn  247   (299) 

"  The  night  is  far  spent,  the  day  is  at  hand." 

1  XT  ARK  !  hark,  my  soul  !     Angelic  songs  are  swelling 

O'er  earth's  green  fields,  and  ocean's  wave-beat  shore ; 
How  sweet  the  truth  those  blessed  strains  are  telling 
Of  that  new  life  when  sin  shall  be  no  more. 

Angels  of  Jesus,  angels  of  light, 

Singing  to  welcome  the  pilgrims  of  the  nig  lit ! 

2  Onward  we  go,  for  still  we  hear  them  singing, 

"  Come,  weary  souls,  for  Jesus  bids  you  come : " 
And  through  the  dark,  its  echoes  sweetly  ringing, 
The  music  of  the  Gospel  leads  us  home. 

Angels  of  Jesus,  angels  of  light, 

Singing  to  welcome  the  pilgrims  of  the  night ! 

3  Far,  far  away,  like  bells  at  evening  pealing, 

The  voice  of  Jesus  sounds  o'er  land  and  sea, 
And  laden  souls,  by  thousands  meekly  stealing, 
Kind  Shepherd,  turn  their  weary  steps  to  Thee. 

Angels  of  Jesus,  angels  of  light, 

Singing  to  welcome  the  pilgrims  of  the  night ! 

4  Rest  comes  at  length ;  though  life  be  long  and  dreary, 

The  day  must  dawn,  and  darksome  night  be  past ; 
Faith's  journey  ends  in  welcome  to  the  weary, 

And  heaven,  the  heart's  true  home,  will  come  at  last. 

Angels  of  Jesus,  angels  of  light, 

Singing  to  welcome  the  pilgrims  of  the  night ! 

5  Angels  !  sing  on,  your  faithful  watches  keeping, 

Sing  us  sweet  fragments  of  the  songs  above ; 
Till  morning's  joy  shall  end  the  night  of  weeping, 
And  life's  long  shadows  break  in  cloudless  love. 

Angels  of  Jesus,  angels  of  light, 

Singing  to  welcome  the  pilgrims  of  the  night ! 
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Chalvey  (d.s.m.) 


FIRST  TUNE. 


Rev.  L.  G.  Hayne,  Mus.  D. 
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1  A    FEW  more  years  shall  roll, 

A  few  more  seasons  come, 
And  we  shall  be  with  those  that  rest, 
Asleep  within  the  tomb  : 
Then,  0  my  Lord,  prepare 
My  soul  for  that  great  day ; 
O  wash  me  in  Thy  precious  blood, 
And  take  my  sins  away. 

2  A  few  more  suns  shall  set 
O'er  these  dark  hills  of  time, 

And  we  shall  be  where  suns  are  not,- 
A  far  serener  clime  : 
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The  time  is  short" 

Then,  0  my  Lord,  prepare 
My  soul  for  that  blest  day ; 
O  wash  me  in  Thy  precious  blood, 
And  take  my  sins  away. 


3  A  few  more  storms  shall  beat 

On  this  wild  rocky  shore, 
And  we  shall  be  where  tempests  cease, 
And  surges  swell  no  more : 
Then,  O  my  Lord,  prepare 
My  soul  for  that  calm  day ; 
O  wash  me  in  Thy  precious  blood, 
And  take  my  sins  away. 


Ibpmn  248    (298) 


Leominster  (d.s.m.) 


SECOND  TUNE. 


George  Willia)ii  Martin. 
Har?nonized  by  Sir  Arthur  S.  Sullivan. 
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4  A  few  more  struggles  here, 
A  few  more  partings  o'er, 

A  few  more  toils,  a  few  more  tears, 
And  we  shall  weep  no  more  : 
Then,  O  my  Lord,  prepare 
My  soul  for  that  bright  day ; 
O  wash  me  in  Thy  precious  blood, 
And  take  my  sins  away. 

5  A  few  more  Sabbaths  here 
Shall  cheer  us  on  our  way, 

And  we  shall  reach  the  endless  rest, 
The  eternal  Sabbath  day  : 


Then,  O  my  Lord,  prepare 
My  soul  for  that  sweet  day ; 
O  wash  me  in  Thy  precious  blood, 
And  take  my  sins  away. 

6  'Tis  but  a  little  while, 

And  He  shall  come  again 

Who  died  that  we  might  live,  who  lives 

That  we  with  Him  may  reign  : 

Then,  O  my  Lord,  prepare 

My  soul  for  that  glad  day  ; 

O  wash  me  in  Thy  precious  blood, 

And  take  my  sins  away. 
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(150) 


Lucca  (66  86 


Old  German  Volkslied. 
Adapted  by  Gesius,  l6oj. 
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"  .#>?'£  ^«  have  no  continuing  city,  but  ive  seek  one  to  come" 


1  "pRIEND  after  friend  departs ; 
"Who  hath  not  lost  a  friend  \ 
There  is  no  union  here  of  hearts, 

That  finds  not  here  an  end  : 
Were  this  frail  world  our  only  rest, 
Living  or  dying,  none  were  blest. 


Beyond  the  flight  of  time, 
Beyond  this  vale  of  death, 

There  surely  is  some  blessed  clime, 
Where  life  is  not  a  breath, 

Nor  life's  affections  transient  fire, 

Whose  sparks  liy  upwards  to  expire. 
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3  There  is  a  world  above, 

Where  parting  is  unknown ; 
A  whole  eternity  of  love, 

Formed  for  the  good  alone  : 
And  faith  beholds  the  dying  here 
Translated  to  that  happier  sphere. 

4  Thus  star  by  star  declines 

Till  all  are  passed  away, 
As  morning  high  and  higher  shines 

To  pure  and  perfect  day. 
Nor  sink  those  stars  in  empty  night ; 
They  hide  themselves  in  heaven's  own  light. 


S.  Asaph  (d.c.m.) 
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Ofivhom  the  whole  family  in  heaven  and  earth  is  named.'' 


1  pOME,  let  us  join  our  friends  above, 
\J     That  have  obtained  the  prize, 
And  on  the  eagle-wings  of  love 

To  joy  celestial  rise. 
Let  all  the  saints  terrestrial  sing 

With  those  to  glory  gone, 
For  all  the  servants  of  our  King, 

In  earth  and  heaven,  are  one. 

2  One  family,  we  dwell  in  Him, 

One  Church,  above,  beneath, 
Though  now  divided  by  the  stream, 

The  narrow  stream  of  death. 
One  army  of  the  living  God, 

At  His  command  we  bow ; 
Part  of  His  host  hath  crossed  the  flood, 

And  part  is  crossing  now. 


3  Our  old  companions  in  distress 

We  haste  again  to  see, 
And  eager  long  for  our  release 

And  full  felicity : 
Even  now  by  faith  we  join  our  hands 

With  those  that  went  before, 
And  greet  the  blood-besprinkled  bands 

On  the  eternal  shore. 

4  Our  spirits,  too,  shall  quickly  join, 

Like  theirs  with  glory  crowned, 
And  shout  to  see  our  Captain's  sign, 

To  hear  His  trumpet  sound. 
O  that  we  now  might  grasp  our  Guide ! 

O  that  the  word  were  given  ! 
Come,  Lord  of  hosts  !  the  waves  divide, 

And  land  us  all  in  heaven ! 
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DEATH  AND    RESURRECTION. 


Ib^mn  251 


(152) 


Bevan  (66  66 


FIRST  TUNE. 


Sir  John  Goss,  Mus.  D. 
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"  /  know  that  my  Redeemer  liveth:..  .  .whom  I  shall  see  for  myself,  and  mine  eyes  shall  behold. 


1  1VTY  life's  a  shade,  my  days 
-L'-*-     Apace  to  death  decline : 
My  Lord  is  life,  He'll  raise 
My  dust  again,  even  mine. 

Sweet  truth  to  me  ! 
I  shall  arise, 
And  with  these  eyes 
My  Saviour  see. 

2  My  peaceful  grave  shall  keep 
My  bones  till  that  sweet  day 
I  wake  from  my  long  sleep, 
And  leave  my  bed  of  clay. 

Sweet  truth  to  me ! 
I  shall  arise, 
And  with  these  eyes 
My  Saviour  see. 

3  My  Lord  His  angels  shall 
Their  golden  trumpets  sound, 
At  whose  most  welcome  call 
My  grave  shall  be  unbound. 
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Sweet  truth  to  me  ! 
I  shall  arise, 
And  with  these  eyes 
My  Saviour  see. 

4  I  said  sometimes  with  tears, 
Ah  me  !  I'm  loath  to  die  ! 
Lord,  silence  Thou  these  fears : 
My  life's  with  Thee  on  high. 

Sweet  truth  to  me  ! 
I  shall  arise, 
And  with  these  eyes 
My  Saviour  see. 

5  Then  welcome,  harmless  grave  \ 
By  thee  to  heaven  I'll  go : 

My  Lord  His  death  shall  save 
Me  from  the  flames  below. 

Sweet  truth  to  me  ! 

I  shall  arise, 

And  with  these  eyes 

My  Saviour  see. 


Gopsal  (66  66 1 


1b^mn  251 


SECOND  TUNE. 


(152) 


Handel. 
From  the  Fitzunlliam  AfSS. 
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"  /  kncnv  that  my  Redeemer  liveth :. .  .  .whom  I  shall  see  for  myself,  and  mine  eyes  shall  behold. 


1  IV/TY  life's  a  shade,  my  days 
-L'-L     Apace  to  death  decline : 
My  Lord  is  life,  He'll  raise 
My  dust  again,  even  mine. 

Sweet  truth  to  me  ! 
I  shall  arise, 
And  with  these  eyes 
My  Saviour  see. 

2  My  peaceful  grave  shall  keep 
My  bones  till  that  sweet  day 
I  wake  from  my  long  sleep, 
And  leave  my  bed  of  clay. 

Sweet  truth  to  me  ! 
I  shall  arise, 
And  with  these  eyes 
My  Saviour  see. 

3  My  Lord  His  angels  shall 
Their  golden  trumpets  sound, 
At  whose  most  welcome  call 
My  grave  shall  be  unbound. 


Sweet  truth  to  me  ! 
I  shall  arise, 
And  with  these  eyes 
My  Saviour  see. 

I  said  sometimes  with  tears, 
Ah  me  !  I'm  loath  to  die  ! 
Lord,  silence  Thou  these  fears ; 
My  life's  with  Thee  on  high. 

Sweet  truth  to  me  ! 

I  shall  arise, 

And  with  these  eyes 

My  Saviour  see. 

Then  welcome,  harmless  grave  ! 
By  thee  to  heaven  I'll  go  : 
My  Lord  His  death  shall  save 
Me  from  the  flames  below. 

Sweet  truth  to  me  ! 

I  shall  arise, 

And  with  these  eyes 

My  Saviour  see. 
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Franconia  (s.m.) 


Mullet's  Choralbuch,  1754. 
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^4«rt?  50  s>W/  w<?  ^wr  be  with  the  Lord." 


1  T^OR  ever  with  the  Lord  ! 

Amen,  so  let  it  be  : 
Life  from  the  dead  is  in  that  word, 
'Tis  immortality. 

2  Here  in  the  body  pent, 
Absent  from  Him  I  roam  ; 

Yet  nightly  pitch  my  moving  tent 
A  day's  march  nearer  home. 

3  My  Father's  house  on  high, 
Home  of  my  soul,  how  near, 

At  times,  to  faith's  foreseeing  eye, 
Thy  golden  gates  appear ! 


4  My  thirsty  spirit  faints 
To  reach  the  land  I  love, 

The  bright  inheritance  of  saints, 
Jerusalem  above. 

5  I  hear  at  morn  and  even, 
At  noon  and  midnight  hour, 

The  choral  harmonies  of  heaven 
Earth's  Babel  tongues  o'erpower 

6  "  For  ever  with  the  Lord  !  " 
Father,  if  'tis  Thy  will, 

The  promise  of  that  faithful  word 
Even  here  to  me  fulfiL 


7  So,  when  my  latest  breath 
Shall  rend  the  veil  in  twain, 

By  death  I  shall  escape  from  death, 
And  life  eternal  gain. 

8  Knowing  as  I  am  known, 
How  shall  I  love  that  word, 

And  oft  repeat  before  the  throne, 
"  For  ever  with  the  Lord  ! " 


9  That  resurrection  word, 

That  shout  of  victory, 
Once  more,  "  For  ever  with  the  Lord  ! " 

Amen — so  let  it  be  ! 
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"  Z^/  us  labour,  therefore,  to  enter  into  that  rest" 


1  r\  WHEKE  shall  rest  be  found, 

Rest  for  the  weary  soul  ? 
'Twere  vain  the  ocean's  depths  to  sound, 

Or  pierce  to  either  pole. 

The  world  can  never  give 

The  bliss  for  which  we  sigh  ; 
'Tis  not  the  whole  of  life  to  live, 

Nor  all  of  death  to  die. 

2  Beyond  this  vale  of  tears 
There  is  a  life  above, 

Unmeasured  by  the  flight  of  years, 
And  all  that  life  is  love. 


There  is  a  death  whose  pang- 
Outlasts  the  fleeting  breath  ; 
O  what  eternal  horrors  hang- 
Around  the  second  death  ! 

3  Lord  God  of  truth  and  grace, 

Teach  us  that  death  to  shun  ; 
Lest  we  be  banished  from  Thy  face, 

And  evermore  undone. 

Here  would  we  end  our  quest ; 

Alone  are  found  in  Thee, 
The  life  of  perfect  love — the  rest 

Of  immortality. 
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The  time  of  my  departure  is  at  hand.     I  have  fought  agoodfglit. 

1  rpHE  hour  of  my  departure's  come  : 

I  hear  the  voice  that  calls  me  home : 
At  last,  O  Lord  !  let  trouble  cease, 
And  let  Thy  servant  die  in  peace. 

2  The  race  appointed  I  have  run ; 
The  combat's  o'er,  the  prize  is  won ; 
And  now  my  witness  is  on  high, 
And  now  my  record's  in  the  sky. 

3  Not  in  mine  innocence  I  trust ; 
I  bow  before  Thee  in  the  dust ; 

And  through  my  Saviour's  blood  alone 
I  look  for  mercy  at  Thy  throne. 

4  I  leave  the  world  without  a  tear, 
Save  for  the  friends  I  hold  so  dear ; 
To  heal  their  sorrows,  Lord,  descend, 
And  to  the  friendless  prove  a  friend. 

5  I  come,  I  come,  at  Thy  command, 
I  give  my  spirit  to  Thy  hand ; 
Stretch  forth  Thine  everlasting  arms, 
And  shield  me  in  the  last  alarms. 
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6  The  hour  of  my  departure's  come  ; 
I  hear  the  voice  that  calls  me  home 
Now,  O  my  God  !  let  trouble  cease ; 
Now  let  Thy  servant  die  in  peace. 
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Wi?  //az^  «#/  a»  /W^A  priest  which  cannot  be  touched  with  the  feeling  of  our  infrmities. 

1  VU"HEN  our  heads  are  bowed  with  woe, 

When  our  bitter  tears  o'erflow, 
When  we  mourn  the  lost,  the  dear, 
Jesus,  Son  of  Mary,  hear ! 

2  Thou  our  throbbing  flesh  hast  worn, 
Thou  our  mortal  griefs  hast  borne, 
Thou  hast  shed  the  human  tear ; 
Jesus,  Son  of  Mary,  hear  ! 

3  When  the  solemn  death-bell  tolls 
For  our  own  departing  souls, 
When  our  final  doom  is  near, 
Jesus,  Son  of  Mary,  hear ! 

4  Thou  hast  bowed  the  dying  head, 
Thou  the  blood  of  life  hast  shed, 
Thou  hast  filled  a  mortal  bier ; 
Jesus,  Son  of  Mary,  hear ! 

5  When  the  heart  is  sad  within 
With  the  thought  of  all  its  sin ; 
When  the  spirit  shrinks  with  fear ; 
Jesus.  Son  of  Mary,  hear ! 

6  Thou  the  shame,  the  grief,  hast  known— 
Though  the  sins  were  not  Thine  own, 
Thou  hast  deigned  their  load  to  bear ;    ' 
Jesus,  Son  of  Mary,  hear ! 
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''Dtcst  thou  art,  and  unto  dust  shalt  thou  return." 


1  "G^ARTH  to  earth,  and  dust  to  dust, 
Lord,  we  own  the  sentence  just ; 
Head  and  tongue,  and  hand  and  heart, 
All  in  guilt  have  borne  their  part ; 
Righteous  is  the  common  doom, 
All  must  moulder  in  the  tomb. 


2  Like  the  seed  in  spring-time  sown, 
Like  the  leaves  in  autumn  strown, 
Low  these  goodly  frames  must  lie, 
All  our  pomp  and  glory  die ; 
Soon  the  spoiler  seeks  his  prey, 
Soon  he  bears  us  all  away. 


3  Yet  the  seed,  upraised  again, 
Clothes  with  green  the  smiling  plain ; 
Onward  as  the  seasons  move, 
Leaves  and  blossoms  deck  the  grove ;. 
And  shall  we  forgotten  lie, 

Lost  for  ever,  when  we  die? 

4  Lord,  from  nature's  gloomy  night 
.    Turn  we  to  the  Gospel's  light ; 

Thou  didst  triumph  o'er  the  grave, 
Thou  wilt  all  Thy  people  save ; 
Ransomed  by  Thy  blood,  the  just 
Rise  immortal  from  the  dust. 
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"  7Vz<y  shall  hunger  no  more,  neither  thirst  any  more;. 

from  their  eyes." 


.and  God  shall  wipe  away  all  tears 


1  "VTOW  the  labourer's  task  is  o'er ; 

Now  the  battle-day  is  past ; 
Now  upon  the  farther  shore 
Lands  the  voyager  at  last. 
Father,  in  Thy  gracious  keeping 
Leave  we  now  Thy  servant  sleeping. 

2  There  the  tears  of  earth  are  dried  ; 

There  its  hidden  things  are  clear 
There  the  work  of  life  is  tried 

By  a  j aster  Judge  than  here. 
Father,  in  Thy  gracious  keeping 
Leave  we  now  Thy  servant  sleeping. 


3  There  the  sinful  souls  that  turn 

To  the  Cross  their  dying  eyes, 
All  the  love  of  Christ  shall  learn 

At  His  feet  in  Paradise. 
Father,  in  Thy  gracious  keeping- 
Leave  we  now  Thy  servant  sleeping. 

4  There  no  more  the  powers  of  hell 

Can  prevail  to  mar  their  peace  ; 
Christ  the  Lord  shall  guard  them  well, 

He  who  died  for  their  release. 
Father,  in  Thy  gracious  keeping- 
Leave  we  now  Thy  servant  sleeping. 


5  "  Earth  to  earth,  and  dust  to  dust," 
Calmly  now  the  words  we  say, 
Leaving  him  to  sleep  in  trust 
Till  the  Resurrection-day. 
Father,  in  Thy  gracious  keeping 
Leave  we  now  Thy  servant  sleeping. 
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"  Blessed  are  the  dead  which  die  in  the  Lord." 


1  ~VT0W  lay  we  calmly  in  the  grave 

This  form,  whereof  no  doubt  we 
That  it  shall  rise  again  that  day,  [have 
In  glorious  triumph  o'er  decay. 

•1  And  so  to  earth  again  we  trust 
"What  came  from  dust  and  turns  to  dust, 
And  from  the  dust  shall  surely  rise 
When  the  last  trumpet  fills  the  skies. 


3  His  soul  is  living  now  in  God, 
"Whose  grace  his  pardon  hath  bestowed, 
"Who  through  His  Son  redeemed  him 
From  bondage  unto  sin  and  fear,   [here 

4  His  trials  and  his  griefs  are  past, 
A  blessed  end  is  his  at  last ; 

He  bore  Christ's  yoke  and  did  His  will, 
And  though  he  died  he  liveth  still. 
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5  He  lives  where  none  can  mourn  and  weep, 
And  calmly  shall  this  body  sleep 

Till  God  shall  Death  himself  destroy, 
And  raise  it  into  glorious  joy. 

6  He  suffered  pain  and  grief  below, 
Christ  heals  him  now  from  all  his  woe ; 
For  him  hath  endless  joy  begun ; 

He  shines  in  glory  like  the  sun. 

7  Then  let  us  leave  him  to  his  rest, 
And  homeward  turn,  for  he  is  blest, 
And  we  must  well  our  souls  prepare, 
"When  death  shall  come,  to  meet  him  there. 

8  So  help  us,  Christ,  our  Hope  in  loss ! 
Thou  hast  redeemed  us  by  Thy  cross 
From  endless  death  and  misery ; 

We  praise,  we  bless,  we  worship  Tiiee ! 
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"  7V&y  ^/W  dwell  under  His  shadow 

1  SLEEP  thy  last  sleep, 
Free  from  care  and  sorrow  ; 

Rest  where  none  weep, 
Till  the  eternal  morrow ;     - 

Though  dark  waves  roll 
O'er  the  silent  river, 

Thy  fainting  soul 
Jesus  can  deliver. 

2  Life's  dream  is  past, 
All  its  sin,  its  sadness ; 

Brightly  at  last 
Dawns  a  day  of  gladness. 


shall  return:  they  shall  revive  as  the  corn." 

Under  thy  sod, 
Earth,  receive  our  treasure. 

To  rest  in  God, 
Waiting  all  His  pleasure. 

3       Though  we  may  mourn 
Those  in  life  the  dearest, 

They  shall  return, 
Christ,  when  Thou  appearest  ! 

Soon  shall  Thy  voice 
Comfort  those  now  weeping, 

Bidding  rejoice 
All  in  Jesus  sleeping. 
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Their  angels  do  always  behold  the  face  of  My  Father  which  is  in  heaven. 

1       TENDER  Shepherd,  Thou  hast  stilled 
Now  Thy  little  lamb's  brief  weeping; 

O  how  peaceful,  pale,  and  mild, 
In  its  narrow  bed  'tis  sleeping, 

And  no  sigh  of  anguish  sore 

Heaves  that  little  bosom  more. 


2  In  a  world  of  pain  and  care, 

Lord,  Thou  wouldst  no  longer  leave  it: 
To  Thy  meadows  bright  and  fair 

Lovingly  Thou  dost  receive  it ; 
Clothed  in  robes  of  spotless  white 
Now  it  dwells  with  Thee  in  light. 

3  Ah,  Lord  Jesus,  grant  that  we 
There  may  live  where  it  is  living, 

And  the  blissful  pastures  see 
That  its  heavenly  food  are  giving ; 
Lost  awhile  our  treasured  love, 
Gained  for  ever,  safe  above.  „ 
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"  There  shall  be  no  more  death,  neither  sorrow  nor  crying,  neither  shall  there  be  any  more  pain.' 


1  O  AFELY,  safely  gathered  in, 

No  more  sorrow,  no  more  sin, 
No  more  childish  griefs  or  fears, 
No  more  sadness,  no  more  tears ; 
For  the  life,  so  young  and  fair, 
Now  hath  passed  from  earthly  care 
God  Himself  the  soul  will  keep, 
Giving  His  beloved  sleep. 

2  Safely,  safely  gathered  in, 
Free  from  sorrow,  free  from  sin, 
Passed  beyond  all  grief  and  pain, 
Death,  for  thee,  is  truest  gain : 


For  our  loss  we  must  not  weep, 
Nor  our  loved  one  long  to  keep 
From  the  home  of  rest  and  peace, 
Where  all  sin  and  sorrow  cease. 

Safely,  safely  gathered  in, 
No  more  sorrow,  no  more  sin ; 
God  has  saved  from  weary  strife, 
In  its  dawn,  this  young  fresh  life 
Which  awaits  us  now  above, 
Besting  in  the  Saviour's  love. 
Jesus,  grant  that  we  may  meet 
There,  adoring  at  Thy  feet. 
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"  We  are  compassed  about  with  so  great  a  cloud  of  witnesses." 

1  T^OR  all  the  saints,  who  from'  their  |  labours  rest, 

"Who  Thee  by  faith  before'  the  |  world  confessed, 
Thy  name,  O  Jesus,  be'  for  |  ever  blest. 

Hal'le  I  lujah  ! 

2  Thou  wast  their  rock,  their  for' tress,  |  and  their  might ; 
Thou,  Lord,  their  Captain  in'  the  |  well-fought  fight ; 
Thou,  in  the  darkness  drear',  their  |  one  true  light. 

Hal'le  I  lujah  ! 
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William  Hayes,  Mus.  P. 
Abridged  by  ././/.  D.  Troyte. 
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3  0  may  Thy  soldiers,  faithful,  |  true,  and  bold, 
Figlit  as  the  saints  who  no'bly  |  fought  of  old, 
And  win,  with  them,  the  victor's  |  crown  of  gold. 

Hal'le  I  lujah  ! 

4  0  blest  communion,  fel'low  |  ship  divine  ! 
We  feebly  struggle,  they'  in  |  glory  shine  ; 
Yet  all  are  one  in  Thee',  for  |  all  are  Thine. 

Hal'le  I  lujah  ! 

5  And,  when  the  strife  is  fierce',  the  |  warfare  long, 
Steals  on  the  ear  the  dis'tant  [  triumph-song, 

And  hearts  are  brave  again',  and  |  arms  are  strong. 

Hal'le  I  lujah  ! 

6  The  golden  evening  bright' ens  |  in  the  west ; 
Soon,  soon  to  faithful  war'riors  |  cometh  rest : 
Sweet  is  the  calm  of  Par'a  |  dise  the  blest. 

Hal'le  I  lujah  ! 

7  But,  lo  !  there  breaks  a  yet'  more  |  glorious  day  : 
The  saints  triumphant  rise'  in  |  bright  array  ; 
The  King  of  Glory  pass'es  |  on  His  way. 

Hal'le  I  lujah  ! 

8  From  earth's  wide  bounds,  from  o'cean's  |  furthest  coast, 
Through  gates  of  pearl  streams  in'  the  |  countless  host, 
Singing  to  Father,  Son',  and  |  Holy  Ghost, 

Hal'le  I  lujah  ! 

32<) 


Ib^mn  263 


(306) 


S.  Helena  (s.m.) 


A  nonymous. 


feii 


tng^t^ 


£3£S 


!^i^ 


s 


ft 


<^s>-^ 


r 


r 


I      I 


i 


J_J. 


1 


SI 


F 


r 


& 


.J^Ki-^ 


P? 


i 


ee$ 


j^ 


PPrr 


l=F 


£ 


3 


i 


:4 


r 


<^£>- 


g 


g^ 


f=P=P 


Be  ye  followers  of  them  who  through  faith  and  patience  inherit  the  promises. 

1  TOR  all  Thy  saints,  0  Lord, 

Who  strove  in  Thee  to  live, 
Who  followed  Thee,  obeyed,  adored, 
Our  grateful  hymn  receive. 

2  For  all  Thy  saints,  O  Lord, 
Accept  our  thankful  cry, 

Who  counted  Thee  their  great  reward, 
And  strove  in  Thee  to  die. 

3  They  all,  in  life  and  death, 
With  Thee,  their  Lord,  in  view, 

Learned  from  Thy  Holy  Spirit's  breath 
To  suffer  and  to  do. 

4  Thy  mystic  members  tit 
To  join  Thy  saints  above, 

In  one  unmixed  communion  knit, 
And  f ellowshiu  of  love. 


5  For  this  Thy  name  we  bless, 
And  humbly  beg  that  we 

May  follow  them  in  holiness, 
And  live  and  die  in  Thee. 


HYMNS      OF      HEAVEN. 
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Greifsivald  Hymn  Book,  IJQ2. 
Nicolaus  Hermann  (?) 
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"  And  there  shall  be  no  more  cicrse  ;. . .  .and  there  shall  be  no  night  there" 


1  rpHERE  is  a  land  of  pure  delight, 
Where  saints  immortal  reign, 
Infinite  day  excludes  the  night, 
And  pleasures  banish  pain. 


2  There  everlasting  spring  abides, 
And  never-withering  flowers  ; 
Death,  like  a  narrow  sea,  divides 
This  heavenly  land  from  ours. 


3  Sweet  fields  beyond  the  swelling  flood 
Stand  dressed  in  living  green  ; 
So  to  the  Jews  old  Canaan  stood, 
While  Jordan  rolled  between. 


4  But  timorous  mortals  start  and  shrink 

To  cross  this  narrow  sea, 
And  linger  shivering  on  the  brink, 
And  fear  to  launch  away. 

5  O  could  we  make  our  doubts  remove— 

These  gloomy  doubts  that  rise — 
And  see  the  Canaan  that  we  love 
With  unbeclouded  eyes  ; 

6  Could  we  but  climb  where  Moses  stood, 

And  view  the  landscape  o'er  ; 
Not  Jordan's  stream,  nor  death's  cold  flood, 
Should  fright  us  from  the  shore  ! 
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S.   Bernard  (cm.) 


>fj:m.\d  tune. 


John  Richardson. 
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"  ^«t/  there  shall  be  no  more  curse  ; . . . .  and  there  shall  be  no  night  there. 

1  rjTEERE  is  a  land  of  pure  delight, 

Where  saints  immortal  reign, 
Infinite  day  excludes  the  night, 
And  pleasures  banish  pain. 

2  There  everlasting  spring  abides, 

And  never-withering  flowers  ; 

Death,  like  a  narrow  sea,  divides 

This  heavenly  land  from  ours. 

3  Sweet  fields  beyond  the  swelling  flood 

Stand  dressed  in  living  green  ; 
So  to  the  Jews  old  Canaan  stood, 
While  Jordan  rolled  between. 


832 


4  But  timorous  mortals  start  and  shrink 

To  cross  this  narrow  sea, 
And  linger  shivering  on  the  brink, 
And  fear  to  launch  away. 

5  O  could  we  make  our  doubts  remove— 

These  gloomy  doubts  that  rise — 
And  see  the  Canaan  that  we  love 
With  unbeclouded  eyes  ; 

6  Could  we  but  climb  where  Moses  stood, 

And  view  the  landscape  o'er  ; 
Not  Jordan's  stream,  nor  death's  cold  flood, 
Should  flight  us  from  the  shore  ! 


Ib^mn  265    (159) 


The  Blessed  Home  (66  66  d.) 


FIRST  TLWE. 


Sir  John  Stabler,  M.A.,  Mus.  D. 
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There  retnaineth,  there/ore,  a  rest  to  the  people  of  God.'' 


1  fTlHERE  is  a  blessed  home 
JL     Beyond  this  land  of  woe, 
Where  trials  never  come, 
Nor  tears  of  sorrow  flow ; 
Where  faith  is  lost  in  sight, 
And  patient  hope  is  crowned, 
And  everlasting  light 

Its  glory  throws  around. 

2  There  is  a  land  of  peace, 
Good  angels  know  it  well ; 
Glad  songs  that  never  cease 
Within  its  portals  swell ; 
Around  its  glorious  throne 
Ten  thousand  saints  adore 
Christ,  with  the  Father  one, 
And  Spirit,  evermore. 


O  joy  all  joys  beyond, 

To  see  the  Lamb  who  died, 

And  count  each  sacred  wound 

In  hands,  and  feet,  and  side  ! 

To  give  to  Him  the  praise 

Of  every  triumph  won, 

And  sing  through  endless  days 

The  great  things  He  hath  done. 

Look  up,  ye  saints  of  God, 
Xor  fear  to  tread  below 
The  path  your  Saviour  trod 
Of  daily  toil  and  woe : 
Wait  but  a  little  while 
In  uncomplaining  love, 
His  own  most  gracious  smile 
Shall  welcome  you  above. 
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Hawarden  (66  66  d.) 


SECOND  TUNE. 


(159) 

Samuel  Sebastian  Wesley,  Mus.  D. 
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"  There  remaineth,  there/ore, 

rTHERE  is  a  blessed  home 

Beyond  this  land  of  woe, 
Where  trials  never  come, 
Nor  tears  of  sorrow  flow ; 
Where  faith  is  lost  in  sight, 
And  patient  hope  is  crowned, 
And  everlasting  light 
Its  glory  throws  around. 

There  is  a  land  of  peace, 
Good  angels  know  it  well ; 
Glad  songs  that  never  cease 
Within  its  portals  swell ; 
Around  its  glorious  throne 
Ten  thousand  saints  adore 
Christ,  with  the  Father  one, 
And  Spirit,  evermore. 


rest  to  the  people  of  God." 

3  O  joy  all  joys  beyond, 

To  see  the  Lamb  who  died, 
And  count  each  sacred  wound 
In  hands,  and  feet,  and  side  ! 
To  give  to  Him  the  praise 
Of  every  triumph  won, 
And  sing  through  endless  days 
The  great  things  He  hath  done. 

4  Look  up,  ye  saints  of  God, 
Nor  fear  to  tread  below 
The  path  your  Saviour  trod 
Of  daily  toil  and  woe ; 
Wait  but  a  little  while 

In  uncomplaining  love, 

His  own  most  gracious  smile 

Shall  welcome  you  above. 
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Rutherford  (76767675). 


Adapted  from  Chretien  Urhan. 
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The  glory  of  God  did  lighten  it,  and  the  Lamb  is  the  light  thereof 


1  rTlHE  sands  of  time  are  sinking ; 

The  dawn  of  heaven  breaks ; 
The  summer  morn  I've  sighed  for, 

The  fair,  sweet  mora,  awakes. 
Dark,  dark  hath  been  the  midnight 

But  dayspring  is  at  hand, 
And  glory — glory  dwelleth 
In  Immanuel's  land. 

2  0  Christ !  He  is  the  fountain, 

The  deep,  sweet  well  of  love  ; 
The  streams  on  earth  I've  tasted, 

More  deep  I'll  drink  above ; 
There  to  an  ocean  fulness 

His  mercy  doth  expand, 
And  glory — glory  dwelleth 
In  Immanuel's  land. 

3  With  mercy  and  with  judgment 

My  web  of  time  He  wove, 

And  aye  the  dews  of  sorrow 

Were  lustred  by  His  love ; 


I'll  bless  the  hand  that  guided, 

I'll  bless  the  heart  that  planned, 
When  throned  where  glory  dwelleth, 
In  Immanuel's  land. 

4  The  bride  eyes  not  her  garment, 

But  her  dear  bridegroom's  face : 
I  will  not  gaze  at  glory, 

But  on  my  King  of  grace, — 
Not  at  the  crown  He  gifteth, 

But  on  His  pierced  hand  : 
The  Lamb  is  all  the  glory 
Of  Immanuel's  land. 

5  I've  wrestled  on  towards  heaven, 

'Gainst  storm  and  wind  and  tide ; 
Now,  like  a  weary  traveller 
That  leaneth  on  his  guide, 
Amid  the  shades  of  evening, 

While  sinks  life's  lingering  sand, 
I  hail  the  glory  dawning 
In  Immanuel's  land. 
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Tiverton  (cm.) 


"  Grigg,"  in  Rippon's  Collection,  1806. 
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"  ^4«</  /A^r£  shall  in  no  -wise  enter  into  it  anything  that  defileth,  neither  whatsoever  tuorketh 
abomination  or  maketh  a  lie." 


1  JERUSALEM,  my  happy  home, 

When  shall  I  come  to  thee  ? 
When  shall  my  sorrows  have  an  end  ? 
Thy  joys  when  shall  I  see  ? 

2  O  happy  harbour  of  the  saints  ! 

O  sweet  and  pleasant  soil ! 
In  thee  no  sorrow  may  be  found, 
No  grief,  no  care,  no  toil. 


3  There  lust  and  lucre  cannot  dwell ; 

There  envy  bears  no  sway  ; 
There  is  no  hunger,  heat,  nor  cold, 
But  pleasure  every  way. 

4  Thy  walls  are  made  of  precious  stones, 

Thy  bulwarks  diamonds  square  ; 
Thy  gates  are  of  right  orient  pearl, 
Exceeding  rich  and  rare. 
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5  Thy  turrets  and  thy  pinnacles 

With  carbuncles  do  shine  ; 
Thy  very  streets  are  paved  with  gold, 
Surpassing  clear  and  fine. 

6  Quite  through  the  streets,  with  silver  sound. 

The  flood  of  Life  doth  flow  : 

LTpon  whose  banks  on  every  side 

The  wood  of  Life  doth  grow. 

7  There  trees  for  evermore  bear  fruit, 

And  evermore  do  spring  ; 
There  evermore  the  angels  sit, 
And  evermore  do  sing. 

8  Jerusalem,  my  happy  home, 

Would  God  I  were  in  thee  ! 
Would  God  my  woes  were  at  an  end- 
Thy  joys  that  I  might  see  ! 


Southwell  (cm.) 
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' '  That  great  city,  the  holy  Jerusalem. 


\    TEKUSALEM,  my  happy  home  ! 
Name  ever  dear  to  me  ! 
When  shall  my  labours  have  an  end, 
In  joy,  and  peace,  and  thee  ? 

•2  When  shall  these  eyes  thy  heaven-built  walls 
And  pearly  gates  behold  ; 
Thy  bulwarks  with  salvation  strong, 
And  streets  of  shining  gold  ? 

3  There  happier  bowers  than  Eden's  bloom, 

Nor  sin  nor  sorrow  know  ; 
Blest  seats  !  through  rude  and  stormy  scenes 
I  onward  press  to  you: 

4  Why  should  I  shrink  from  pain  and  woe, 

Or  feel  at  death  dismay  1 
I've  Canaan's  goodly  land  in  view, 
And  realms  of  endless  day. 

6  Apostles,  martyrs,  prophets,  there 
Around  my  Saviour  stand  ; 
And  soon  my  friends  in  Christ  below 
Will  join  the  glorious  band. 

6  Jerusalem,  my  happy  home  ! 
My  soul  still  pants  for  thee  : 
Then  shall  my  labours  have  an  end, 
When  I  thy  joys  shall  see. 

Y 
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Beverley  (66  66  83). 


first  tune.  Greatorex  s  Parochial  Psalmody,  1823. 
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77/r  /w/y  tr/^y,  AVtc  Jerusalem." 


1  JERUSALEM  on  high 

My  song  and  city  is, 
My  home  whene'er  I  die, 
The  centre  of  my  bliss : 
0  happy  place ! 
When  shall  I  be, 
My  God,  with  Thee, 
To  see  Thy  face  \ 

2  Thy  walls,  sweet  city,  thine, 
With  pearls  are  garnished  ; 
Thy  gates  with  praises  shine, 
Thy  streets  with  gold  are  spread 

O  happy  place  ! 
When  shall  I  be, 
My  God,  with  Thee, 

To  see  Thy  face  ? 
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3  Xo  sun  by  day  shines  there, 
Nor  moon  by  silent  night ; 
O  no  !  these  needless  are  ; 
The  Lamb's  the  city's  light. 

O  happy  place ! 
When  shall  I  be, 
My  God,  with  Thee, 

To  see  Thy  face  ? 

4  There  dwells  my  Lord,  my  King, 
Judged  here  unfit  to  live ; 
There  angels  to  Him  sing, 

And  lowly  homage  give. 

O  happy  place  ! 
When  shall  I  be, 
My  God,  with  Thee, 

To  see  Thv  face  \ 
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S.  John  (66  66  88). 


SECOND  TUNE. 


Congregational  Church  Music,  iSjj. 
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5  The  patriarchs  of  old 

There  from  their  travels  cease  ; 
The  prophets  there  behold 
Their  longed-for  Prince  of  Peace. 
O  happy  place  ! 
When  shall  I  be, 
My  God,  with  Thee, 
To  see  Thy  face  % 

6  The  Lamb's  apostles  there 
I  might  with  joy  behold ; 
The  harpers  I  might  hear 
Harping  on  harps  of  gold. 

O  happy  place  ! 
When  shall  I  be, 
My  God,  with  Thee, 

To  see  Thy  face  1 


7  The  bleeding  martyrs,  they 
Within  those  courts  are  found, 
Clothed  in  pure  array, 

Their  scars  with  glory  crowned. 

O  happy  place  ! 
When  shall  I  be, 
My  God,  with  Thee, 

To  see  Thy  face  ? 

8  Ah  me  !  ah  me  !  that  I 

In  Kedar's  tents  here  stay ; 

No  place  like  this  on  high  ; 

Thither,  Lord,  guide  my  way. 

O  happy  place  ! 

When  shall  I  be, 

My  God,  with  Thee, 

To  see  Thy  face  1 
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Paradise  (86  86  66  66). 


FIRST  TFXE. 


Henry  Swart. 
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1  Q  PARADISE  !  0  Paradise  ! 
^     Who  doth  not  crave  for  rest  ? 
Who  would  not  seek  the  happy  land 

Where  they  that  loved  are  blest  ? 
Where  loyal  hearts  and  true 

Stand  ever  in  the  light, 
All  rapture  through  and  through, 

In  God's  most  holy  sight  ! 

2  O  Paradise  !  O  Paradise  ! 

The  world  is  growing  old  ; 
Who  would  not  be  at  rest  and  free 
Where  love  is  never  cold  ? 
840 


I         I 
The  Paradise  of  God." 

Where  loyal  hearts  and  true 
Stand  ever  in  the  light, 

All  rapture  through  and  through, 
In  God's  most  holy  sight  ! 


0  Paradise  !  O  Paradise  ! 
'Tis  weary  waiting  here  ; 

1  long  to  be  where  Jesus  is, 
To  feel,  to  see  Him  near. 

Where  loyal  hearts  and  true 
Stand  ever  in  the  light, 

All  rapture  through  and  through, 
In  God's  most  holy  sight  ! 


Beatitude  (86  86  66  66). 
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SECOND  TUNE. 


A.  L.  Peace,  Mus.  1). 
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4  0  Paradise  !  0  Paradise  ! 
I  want  to  sin  no  more, — 
I  want  to  be  as  pure  on  earth 
As  on  thy  spotless  shore. 
Where  loyal  hearts  and  true 

Stand  ever  in  the  light, 
All  rapture  through  and  through, 
In  God's  most  holy  sight ! 


5  Lord  Jesus,  King  of  Paradise, 
0  keep  me  in  Thy  love, 
And  guide  me  to  that  happy  land 
Of  perfect  rest  above. 

Where  loyal  hearts  and  true 

Stand  ever  in  the  light, 
All  rapture  through  and  through, 
In  God's  most  holy  sight ! 
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(309) 


S.  John  Damascene  (6565  d.) 


Elizabeth  Raymond  Barker. 
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"  He  that  <n<ercometh  shall  inherit  all  things." 


1  rpHOSE  eternal  bowers  man  hath  never 
1  trod,  [God : 
Those  unfading  flowers  round  the  throne  of 
Who  mav  hope  to  gain  them  after  weary 

fight  ?  [of  white  ? 

Who  at  length  attain  them,  clad  in  robes 

2  He  who  wakes  from  slumber  at  the  Spirit's 

voice,  [choice : 

Daring  here  to  number  things  unseen  his 
He  who  casts  his  burden  down  at  Jesus' 

cross, — ■  [loss. 

Christ's  reproach  his  guerdon,  all  beside  but 

3  He  who  gladly  barters  all  on  earthly  ground: 
He  who,  like  the  martyrs,  says,  "I  will  be 

crowned :  " 
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He  whose  one  oblation  is  a  life  of  love, 
Knit  in  God's  salvation  to  the  blest  above. 

4  Shame  upon  you,  legions  of  the  heavenly 

Citizens  of  regions  past  imagining ! 
What,  with  pipe  and  tabor  dream  awav  the 

light, 
When  He  bids  you  labour,  when  He  tells 

you  "Fight"  ! 

5  While  I  do  my  duty,  struggling  through 

the  tide, 
Whisper  thou    of    beauty    on  the    other 

side  ! 
Tell  who  will  the  story  of  our  now  distress, 
O  the  future  glory  !  0  the  loveliness  ! 
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W'V,  according  to  His  promise,  look  for  new  heavens  and  a  new  earth.' 


1  rTlHE  world  is  very  evil, 

JL     The  times  are  waxing  late ; 
Be  sober  and  keep  vigil, 

The  Judge  is  at  the  gate, — 
The  Judge  that  comes  in  mercy, 

The  Judge  that  comes  with  might 
To  terminate  the  evil, 

To  diadem  the  right. 

2  Then  glory  yet  unheard  of 

Shall  shed  abroad  its  ray, 
Resolving  all  enigmas, 

An  endless  Sabbath-day. 
Then,  then  from  his  oppressors 

The  Hebrew  shall  go  free. 
And  celebrate  in  triumph 

The  year  of  jubilee. 


3  Then,  nothing  can  be  feeble, 

There  none  can  ever  mourn, 
There  nothing  is  divided, 

There  nothing  can  be  torn. 
Strive,  man,  to  win  that  glory ; 

Toil,  man,  to  gain  that  light, 
Send  hope  before  to  grasp  it, 

Till  hope  be  lost  in  sight. 

4  O  sweet  and  blessed  country, 

The  home  of  God's  elect ! 
0  siveet  and  blessed  country, 

That  eager  hearts  expect ! 
Jesus,  in  mercy  bring  us 

To  that  dear  land  of  rest; 
Who  art,  with  God  the  Father, 

And  Spirit,  ever  blest. 
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"  T^r  /z<?r<?  have  we  no  continuing  city,  but  we  seek  one  to  come.''' 


1   L)RIEF  life  is  here  our  portion  ; 
Brief  sorrow,  short-lived  care 
The  life  that  knows  no  ending, 
The  tearless  life  is  there. 

O  happy  retribution ! 

Short  toil,  eternal  rest ; 
For  mortals  and  for  sinners 

A  mansion  with  the  blest ! 


2  There  grief  is  turned  to  pleasure, 
Such  pleasure,  as  below 
No  human  voice  can  utter, 
No  human  heart  can  know. 

And  now  we  fight  the  battle, 
But  then  shall  wear  the  crown 

Of  full  and  everlasting 
And  passionless  renown. 


3  And  now  we  watch  and  struggle, 
And  now  we  live  in  hope, 
And  Sion  in  her  anguish 
"With  Babylon  must  cope. 

But  He  whom  now  we  trust  in 
Shall  then  be  seen  and  known, 

And  they  that  know  and  see  Him 
Shall  have  Him  for  their  own. 
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4  The  morning  shall  awaken, 
The  shadows  shall  decay, 
And  each  true-hearted  servant 
Shall  shine  as  doth  the  day : 

Yes ;  God,  our  King  and  Portion, 
In  fulness  of  His  grace. 

We  then  shall  see  for  ever, 
And  worship  face  to  face. 
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6>  si£ee£  aw<i  blessed  country, 
The  home  of  GooVs  elect! 

0  sweet  and  blessed  country, 
That  eager  hearts  expect! 

Jesus,  in  mercy  bring  us 
To  that  dear  land  of  rest ; 

Who  art,  with  God  the  Father, 
And  Spirit,  ever  blest. 
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For  lie  looked  for  a  city  which  hath  foundations,  whose  builder  and  maker  is  God" 


1  T^OR  thee,  0  dear,  dear  country  ! 

Mine  eyes  their  vigils  keep ; 
For  very  love,  beholding 

Thy  happy  name,  they  weep  : 
The  mention  of  thy  glory 

Is  unction  to  the  breast, 
And  medicine  in  sickness, 

And  love,  and  life,  and  rest. 

2  0  one,  O  only  mansion  ! 

O  Paradise  of  joy  ! 
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Where  tears  are  ever  banished, 
And  smiles  have  no  alloy. 

With  jaspers  glow  thy  bulwarks, 
Thy  streets  with  emeralds  blaze ; 

The  sardius  and  the  topaz 
Unite  in  thee  their  rays. 

3  Thine  ageless  walls  are  bonded 
With  amethyst  unpriced ; 
The  saints  build  up  its  fabric, 
And-the  corner-stone  is  Christ 
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The  cross  is  all  thy  splendour, 
The  Crucified  thy  praise  : 

His  laud  and  benediction 
Thy  ransomed  people  raise. 

4  Thou  hast  no  shore,  fair  ocean  ! 

Thou  hast  no  time,  bright  day  ! 
Dear  fountain  of  refreshment, 

To  pilgrims  far  away  ! 
Upon  the  Rock  of  Ages 

They  raise  thy  holy  tower : 


Thine  is  the  victor's  laurel, 
And  thine  the  golden  dower, 

5  0  sweet  and  blessed  country, 
The  home  of  God's  elect ! 
0  sweet  and  blessed  country, 
That  eager  hearts  expect ! 
Jesus,  in  mercy  bring  us 

To  that  dear  land  of  rest; 
Who  art,  with  God  the  Father, 
And  Spirit,  ever  blest. 
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(t  And  the  city  was  pure  gold, 


1  JERUSALEM  the  golden, 

fj      With  milk  and  honey  blest, 
Beneath  thy  contemplation 

Sink  heart  and  voice  opprest. 
I  know  not,  0,  I  know  not, 

What  joys  await  us  there; 
What  radiancy  of  glory, 

What  light  beyond  compare ! 

2  They  stand,  those  halls  of  Sion, 

All  jubilant  with  song, 
And  bright  with  many  an  angel, 

And  all  the  martyr  throng. 
The  Prince  is  ever  in  them ; 

The  daylight  is  serene ; 
The  pastures  of  the  blessed 

Are  decked  in  glorious  sheen. 
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like  unto  clear  glass." 

3  There  is  the  throne  of  David ; 

And  there,  from  care  released, 
The  shout  of  them  that  triumph, 

The  song  of  them  that  feast ; 
And  they  who,  with  their  Leader, 

Have  conquered  in  the  fight, 
Eor  ever  and  for  ever 

Are  clad  in  robes  of  white. 

4  0  sweet  and  blessed  country, 

The  home  of  God's  elect! 
0  sweet  and  blessed  country, 

That  eager  hearts  expect! 
Jesus,  in  mercy  bring  us 

To  that  dear  land  of  rest; 
Who  art,  with  God  the  Father, 

And  Spirit,  ever  blest. 
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"  GW  shall  wipe  away  all  tears  from  their  eyes." 


TEN  thousand  times  ten  thousand, 
In  sparkling  raiment  bright, 
The  armies  of  the  ransomed  saints 

Throng  up  the  steeps  of  light : 
;Tis  finished  !  all  is  finished, 

Their  fight  with  death  and  sin ; 
Fling  open  wide  the  golden  gates, 
And  let  the  victors  in. 

What  rush  of  Alleluias 

Fills  all  the  earth  and  sky  ! 
What  ringing  of  a  thousand  harps 

Bespeaks  the  triumph  nigh  ! 
0  day,  for  which  creation 

And  all  its  tribes  were  made  ! 
O  joy,  for  all  its  former  woes 

A  thousand-fold  repaid  ! 


0  then  what  raptured  greetings 

On  Canaan's  happy  shore, 
What  knitting  severed  friendships  tip, 

Where  partings  are  no  more  ! 
Then  eyes  with  joy  shall  sparkle 

That  brimmed  with  tears  of  late ; 
Orphans  no  longer  fatherless, 

Nor  widows  desolate. 

Bring  near  Thy  great  salvation, 

Thou  Lamb  for  sinners  slain, 
Fill  up  the  roll  of  Thine  elect, 

Then  take  Thy  power  and  reign : 
Appear,  Desire  of  nations, 

Thine  exiles  long  for  home ; 
Show  in  the  heavens  Thy  promised  sign  ; 

Thou  Prince  and  Saviour,  come. 
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"  6W  s/W/  Tt'^  rtr/'«i'  <?//  tears  from  their  eyes." 


1  rPEN  thousand  times  ten  thousand, 
_L     In  sparkling  raiment  bright, 
The  armies  of  the  ransomed  saints 

Throng  up  the  steeps  of  light : 
'Tis  finished  !  all  is  finished, 

Their  fight  with  death  and  sin ; 
Fling  open  wide  the  golden  gates, 

And  let  the  victors  in. 

2  What  rush  of  Alleluias 

Fills  all  the  earth  and  sky ! 
What  ringing  of  a  thousand  harps 

Bespeaks  the  triumph  nigh  ! 
0  day,  for  which  creation 

And  all  its  tribes  were  made ! 
O  joy,  for  all  its  former  woes 

A  thousand-fold  repaid ! 
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3  O  then  what  raptured  greetings 

On  Canaan's  happy  shore, 
What  knitting  severed  friendships  up, 

Where  partings  are  no  more ! 
Then  eyes  with  joy  shall  sparkle 

That  brimmed  with  tears  of  late  ; 
Orphans  no  longer  fatherless, 

Nor  widows  desolate. 

4  Bring  near  Thy  great  salvation, 

Thou  Lamb  for  sinners  slain, 
Fill  up  the  roll  of  Thine  elect, 

Then  take  Thy  power  and  reign  : 
Appear,  Desire  of  nations, 

Thine  exiles  long  for  home ; 
Show  in  the  heavens  Thy  promised  sign 

Thou  Prince  and  Saviour,  come. 
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"  Peter  and  John  ivetit  up  together  into  the  temple  at  the  hour  of  prayer. 


1  lyX  Y  God  !  is  any  hour  so  sweet, 

From  blush  of  morn  to  evening  star, 
As  that  which  calls  me  to  Thy  feet — 
The  hour  of  prayer  ? 

2  Blest  is  that  tranquil  hour  of  morn, 

And  blest  that  solemn  hour  of  eve, 
When,  on  the  wings  of  prayer  upborne, 
The  world  I  leave. 

3  For  then  a  dayspring  shines  on  me, 

Brighter  than  morn's  ethereal  glow ; 
And  richer  dews  descend  from  Thee, 
Than  earth  can  know. 


4  Then  is  my  strength  by  Thee  renewed ; 

Then  are  my  sins  by  Thee  forgiven  ; 
Then  dost  Thou  cheer  my  solitude 
With  hopes  of  heaven. 

5  No  words  can  tell  what  sweet  relief 

Here  for  my  every  want  I  find, 
What  strength  for  warfare,  balm  for 
What  peace  of  mind  !  [grief, 

6  Hushed  is  each  doubt,  gone  every  fear, 

My  spirit  seems  in  heaven  to  stay : 
And  e'en  the  penitential  tear 
Is  wiped  away. 


7  Lord,  till  I  reach  yon  blissful  shore, 
No  privilege  so  dear  shall  be, 
As  thus  my  inmost  soul  to  pour 
In  prayer  to  Thee. 
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"  Peter  and  John  went  up  together  into  the  tetnple  at  the  hour  of  prayer." 


1  IVfY  God  !  is  any  hour  so  sweet, 

From  blush  of  morn  to  evening  star, 
As  that  which  calls  me  to  Thy  feet — 
The  hour  of  prayer  ? 


2  Blest  is  that  tranquil  hour  of  morn, 
And  blest  that  solemn  hour  of  eve, 
When,  on  the  wings  of  prayer  upborne, 
The  world  I  leave. 


352 


3  For  then  a  dayspring  shines  on  me, 

Brighter  than  morn's  ethereal  glow  ; 
And  richer  dews  descend  from  Thee, 
Than  earth  can  know. 

4  Then  is  my  strength  by  Thee  renewed ; 

Then  are  my  sins  by  Thee  forgiven  ; 
Then  dost  Thou  cheer  my  solitude 
With  hopes  of  heaven. 

5  No  words  can  tell  what  sweet  relief 

Here  for  my  every  want  I  find, 
What  strength  for  warfare,  balm  for  grief, 
What  peace  of  mind  ! 

6  Hushed  is  each  doubt,  gone  every  fear, 

My  spirit  seems  in  heaven  to  stay ; 
And  e'en  the  penitential  tear 
Is  wiped  away. 

7  Lord,  till  I  reach  yon  blissful  shore, 

No  privilege  so  dear  shall  be, 
As  thus  my  inmost  soul  to  pour 
In  prayer  to  Thee. 
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"  Awake  uft,  fny glory  ;  azvake,  psalteiy  and  Ziarft." 


1  A  WAKE,  my  soul,  and  with  the  si 

Thy  daily  stage  of  duty  run  ; 
Shake  off  dull  sloth,  and  joyful  rise, 
To  pay  thy  morning  sacrifice. 

2  Thy  precious  time  misspent  redeem 
Each  present  day  thy  last  esteem  : 
Improve  thy  talent  with  due  care  : 
For  the  great  day  thyself  prepare. 


3  In  conversation  be  sincere  ; 

Keep  conscience  as  the  noontide  clear 
Think  how  all-seeing  God  thy  ways 
And  all  thy  secret  thoughts  surveys. 

4  Wake,  and  lift  up  thyself,  my  heart, 
And  with  the  angels  bear  thy  part, 
Who  all  night  long  unwearied  sing 
High  praise  to  the  eternal  King. 


5  All  praise  to  Thee  who  safe  hast  kept, 
And  hast  refreshed  me  whilst  I  slept : 
Grant,  Lord,  when  I  from  death  shall  wake, 
I  may  of  endless  light  partake. 

6  Lord,  I  my  vows  to  Thee  renew  ; 
Disperse  my  sins  as  morning  dew  ; 
Guard  my  first  springs  of  thought  and  will, 
And  with  Thyself  my  spirit  fill. 

7  Direct,  control,  suggest,  this  day, 
All  I  design,  or  do,  or  say  ; 

That  all  my  powers,  with  all  their  might, 
In  Thy  sole  glory  may  unite. 

8  Praise  God,  from  whom  all  blessings  flow  ; 
Praise  Him,  all  creatures  here  below  ; 
Praise  Him  above,  ye  heavenly  host ; 
Praise  Father,  Son,  and  Holv  Ghost. 
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SECOND  TUNE. 
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"  Awake  up,  my  glory ;  awake,  psaltery  and  harp. 


1  A  WAKE,  my  soul,  and  with  the  snn 

Thy  daily  stage  of  duty  run  ; 
Shake  off  dull  sloth,  and  joyful  rise, 
To  pay  thy  morning  sacrifice. 

2  Thy  precious  time  misspent  redeem  : 
Each  present  day  thy  last  esteem  : 
Improve  thy  talent  with  due  care  : 
For  the  great  day  thyself  prepare. 


3  In  conversation  be  sincere  ; 

Keep  conscience  as  the  noontide  clear 
Think  how  all-seeing  God  thy  ways 
And  all  thy  secret  thoughts  surveys. 

4  "Wake,  and  lift  up  thyself,  my  heart, 
And  with  the  angels  bear  thy  part, 
Who  all  night  long  unwearied  sing 
High  praise  to  the  eternal  King. 


5  All  praise  to  Thee  who  safe  hast  kept, 
And  hast  refreshed  me  whilst  I  slept  : 
Grant,  Lord,  when  I. from  death  shall  wake, 
I  may  of  endless  life  partake. 

6  Lord,  I  my  vows  to  Thee  renew  ; 
Disperse  my  sins  as  morning  dew  ; 
Guard  my  first  springs  of  thought  and  will, 
And  with  Thyself  my  spirit  fill. 

7  Direct,  control,  suggest,  this  day, 
All  I  design,  or  do,  or  say  ; 

That  all  my  powers,  with  all  their  might, 
In  Thy  sole  glory  may  unite. 

8  Praise  God,  from  whom  all  blessings  flow  ; 
Praise  Him,  all  creatures  here  below  ; 
Praise  Him  above,  ye  heavenly  host  ; 
Praise  Father,  Son,  and  Holv  Ghost. 
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Melcombe  (l.m.) 


Samuel  Webbe, 
A 71  "  O  Salutaris." 
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■f/zV  compassions  fail  not.     They  are  new  every  morning:  great  is  Thy  faithfulness." 

1  f\  TIMELY  happy,  timely  wise, 

Hearts  that  with  rising  morn  arise  ! 
Eyes  that  the  beam  celestial  view, 
Which  evermore  makes  all  things  new. 

2  New  every  morning  is  the  love 
Our  waking  and  uprising  prove  : 
Through  sleep  and  darkness  safely  brought, 
Restored  to  life  and  power  and  thought. 

3  New  mercies,  each  returning  day, 
Hover  around  us  while  we  pray  : 
New  perils  past,  new  sins  forgiven, 

New  thoughts  of  God,  new  hopes  of  heaven. 

4  If,  on  our  daily  course,  our  mind 
Be  set  to  hallow  all  we  find, 

New  treasures  still,  of  countless  price, 
God  will  provide  for  sacrifice. 

5  The  trivial  round,  the  common  task. 
Will  furnish  all  we  ought  to  ask  ; 
Room  to  deny  ourselves  ;  a  road 

To  bring  us  daily  nearer  God. 

8  Only,  O  Lord,  in  Thy  dear  love, 
Fit  us  for  perfect  rest  above  ! 
And  help  us,  this  and  every  day, 
To  live  more  nearly  as  we  pray. 
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Abridged  from 
Conrad  Kocher,  Ph.D. 
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"  Unto  you  that  fear  My  Name  shall  the  Sun  of  Righteousness  arise." 

1  C\ HEIST,  whose  glory  fills  the  skies, 

Christ,  the  true,  the  only  Light, 
Sun  of  Eighteousness,  arise, 

Triumph  o'er  the  shades  of  night. 
Dayspring  from  on  high,  be  near  ; 
Daystar,  in  my  heart  appear. 

2  Dark  and  cheerless  is  the  morn 

Unaccompanied  by  Thee  ; 
Joyless  is  the  day's  return, 

Till  Thy  mercy's  beams  I  see — 
Till  they  inward  light  impart, 
Glad  my  eyes,  and  warm  my  heart. 

3  Visit,  then,  this  soul  of  mine  ; 

Pierce  the  gloom  of  sin  and  grief  ; 
Fill  me,  Eadiancy  Divine  ; 

Scatter  all  my  unbelief  ; 
More  and  more  Thyself  display, 
Shining  to  the  perfect  day. 
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J.  Meutgomcrie  Bell. 
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"  /  a/&  //^f  Light  of  the  world." 

1   A  JESUS,  Lord  of  heavenly  grace,      2  Come,  holy  Sun  of  heavenly  love, 

Thou  brightness  of  Thy  Father's        Shower    down    Thy    radiance    from 
Thou  fountain  of  eternal  light,    [face,  above, 

Whose  beams  disperse  the  shades  of        And  to  our  inward  hearts  convey 
night.  I      The  Holy  Spirit's  cloudless  ray. 

3  And  we  the  Father's  help  will  claim, 
And  sing  the  Father's  glorious  name  ; 
His  powerful  succour  we  implore, 
That  we  may  stand,  to  fall  no  more. 

4  May  He  our  actions  deign  to  bless, 
And  loose  the  bonds  of  wickedness  ; 
From  sudden  falls  our  feet  defend, 
And  bring  us  to  a  prosperous  end. 

5  May  faith,  deep-rooted  in  the  soul, 
The  flesh  subdue,  the  mind  control ; 
May  guile  depart,  and  discord  cease, 
And  all  within  be  joy  and  peace. 

6  O  hallowed  be  the  approaching  day  ; 
Let  meekness  be  our  morning  ray, 
And  faithful  love  our  noonday  light, 
And  hope  our  sunset,  calm  and  bright. 

7  O  Christ,  with  each  returning  morn 
Thine  image  to  our  hearts  is  borne  ; 
O  may  we  ever  clearly  see 

Our  Saviour  and  our  God  in  Thee. 
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SWABIA   (S.M.) 


FIRST  TUNE. 


Criiger's  Praxis  Pictatis  Melica,  i6gS. 
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Bethlehem  (s.m.) 
A. 
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SECOND  TUNE. 


Samuel  Wesley. 
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"  See  then  that  ye  walk  circumspectly, ....  redeeming-  the  time" 


1     A  NOTHER  day  begun 


J^l 


Lord,  grant  us  grace  that  we, 


Before  the  setting  of  the  sun, 
Redeem  the  time  for  Thee. 

2  Another  day  of  toil ! 

To  Thee  we  yield  our  powers  ; 
Keep  Thou  our  souls  from  guilty  soil 
Through  all  the  passing  hours. 

3  Another  day  of  fear  ! 
For  watchful  is  our  foe  ; 
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And  sin  is  strong,  and  death  is  near, 
And  short  our  time  below. 

4  Another  day  of  hope  ! 

For  Thou  art  with  us  still  ; 
And   Thine    almighty  strength   can 
With  all  who  seek  our  ill.       [cope 

5  Another  day  of  grace 
To  help  us  on  our  way  ! 

One  step  towards  the  Resting-place — 
The  eternal  Sabbath-day. 
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Morning  Hymn  (l.m.) 


Dibdin's 


FIRST  TUNE. 


Standard  Psalm  Tune  Book,  iSjt. 


m 


J: 


HIe^ 


£3E^ 


ry-r 


^= 


p- 


g^pg 


r~rr 


"P~ 


J 


& 


S 


Z£ 


P- 


&£ 


Z±I 


rrr 

A=A=di 


=& 


r 


r 


:pc 


s=f 


-i^ 


iQ: 


feJEg 


ffi 


3 


z± 


3 


VF* 


fT"T' 

J     el     J-gj 


^— ^- 


ff 
J-J- 


f^ 


s 


=r 


-o 


^ 


J: 


^^ 


^1T 


z± 


r 
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SECOND  TUNE. 


Darmstadt  Gesangbuch,  /6gS. 
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"  In  the  morning  will  I  direct  my  prayer  unto  Thee,  and  will  look  up." 


1  ~W~OW  that  the  daylight  fills  the  sky, 

We  lift  our  hearts  to  God  on  high, 
That  He,  in  all  we  do  and  say, 
Would  keep  us  free  from  harm  to-day ; 

2  Would  guard  our  hearts  and  tongue 

from  strife, 
From  anger's  din  would  shield  our  life, 
From  all  ill  sights  would  turn  our  eyes, 
Would  close  our  ears  from  vanities  ; 


3  Would  keep  our  inmost  conscience  pure, 
Our  souls  from  folly  would  secure, 
Would  help  us  check  the  pride  of  sense 
By  due  and  holy  abstinence. 

4  So  we,  when  this  new  day  is  gone, 
And  night  in  turn  is  drawing  on, 
With  conscience  by  theworld  unstained, 
Shall    praise    His    name   for   victory 

gained. 

359 


Ib^mn  284    (3i5) 


Commandments  (l.m.) 


Genevan  Psalter,  ij4Q. 
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/  Aaz^  jv^  /At'  Z(?r^  always  before  me;  because  He  is  at  my  right  hand,  I  shall  not  be  moved. 

1  "pORTH  in  Thy  name,  0  Lord,  I  go, 

My  daily  labour  to  pursue, 
Thee,  only  Thee,  resolved  to  know 
In  all  I  think,  or  speak,  or  do. 

2  The  task  Thy  wisdom  hath  assigned 

O  let  me  cheerfully  fulfil ; 
In  all  my  works  Thy  presence  find, 
And  prove  Thy  good  and  perfect  will. 

3  Thee  may  I  set  at  my  right  hand, 

Whose  eyes  my  inmost  substance  see. 
And  labour  on  at  Thy  command, 
And  offer  all  my  works  to  Thee. 

4  Give  me  to  bear  Thy  easy  yoke, 

And  every  moment  watch  and  pray, 
And  still  to  things  eternal  look, 
And  hasten  to  Thy  glorious  day ; 

5  For  Thee  delightfully  employ 

Whate'er  Thy  bounteous  grace  hath  given, 
And  run  my  course  with  even  joy, 

And  closely  walk  with  Thee  to  heaven. 


E  V  E  N I N  G. 
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Evening  Hymn  (l.m.) 
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/  ««#  <!W/i  /rtj  ;«  dozen  in  peace,  and  sleep;  for  Thou,  Lord,  &nly  niakest  me  dwell  in  safety." 

1  A  LL  praise  to  Thee,  my  God,  this  night, 

For  all  the  blessings  of  the  light ; 
Keep  me,  0  keep  me,  King  of  kings, 
Beneath  Thine  own  almighty  wings  ! 

2  Forgive  me,  Lord,  for  Thy  dear  Son, 
The  ill  that  I  this  day  have  done ; 
That,  with  the  world,  myself,  and  Thee, 
I,  ere  I  sleep,  at  peace  may  be. 

3  Teach  me  to  live,  that  I  may  dread 
The  grave  as  little  as  my  bed ; 

To  die,  that  this  vile  body  may 
Rise  glorious  at  the  awful  day. 

4  0  may  my  soul  on  Thee  repose, 

And  may  sweet  sleep  mine  eyelids  close ! 
Sleep  that  may  me  more  vigorous  make 
To  serve  my  God  when  I  awake. 

5  "When  in  the  night  I  sleepless  lie, 

My  soul  with  heavenly  thoughts  supply ; 
Let  no  ill  dreams  disturb  my  rest, 
No  powers  of  darkness  me  molest. 

6  Praise  God,  from  whom  all  blessings  flow ; 
Praise  Him,  all  creatures  here  below ; 
Praise  Him  above,  ye  heavenly  host ; 
Praise  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost. 
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Wimbledon  (8884). 


SECOND  TUNE. 


Samuel  Sebastian  Wesley,  Mus.  D. 
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1  nnHE  radiant  morn  hath  passed  away, 
-*-      And  spent  too  soon   her    golden 
The  shadows  of  departing  day    [store ; 
Creep  on  once  more. 


"  The  Lord  shall  be  unto  thee  an  everlasting  light." 

3  0  by  Thy  soul-inspiring  grace 

Uplift  our  hearts  to  realms  on  high : 
Help  us  to  look  to  that  bright  place 
Beyond  the  sky ; 


2  Our  life  is  but  a  fading  dawn, 

Its  glorious  noon  how  quickly  past ; 
Lead  us,  O  Christ,  when  all  is  gone, 
Safe  home  at  last. 


4  Where  light,  and  life,  and  joy,  and 
In  undivided  empire  reign,  [peace 
And  thronging  angels  never  cease 

Their  deathless  strain. 


5  Where  saints  are  clothed  in  spotless  white, 
And  evening  shadows  never  fall  ; 
Where  Thou,  Eternal  Light  of  Light, 
Art  Lord  of  all. 
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S.    COLUMBA   (6466). 


FIRST  TUNE. 
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SECOND   TUNE. 


vSYr  Robert  P.  Stewart,  Mies.  D. 


% 


fe= 


r 


S 


^! 


zz 


g 


=& 


o 


■J: 


GL 


zz 


g: 


.25: 


<^: 


F=F=r 


''''Let  the  lifting  u/>  of  my  hands  be  an  evening  sacrifice." 


1  FTHHE  sun  is  sinking  fast, 
-L      The  daylight  dies ; 
Let  love  awake,  and  pay 

Her  evening  saci-ifice. 

2  As  Christ  upon  the  cross 

His  head  inclined, 
And  to  His  Father's  hands 
His  parting  soul  resigned,  - 

3  So  now  herself  my  soul 

Would  wholly  give 
Into  His  sacred  charge, 
In  whom  all  spirits  live ; 

4  So  now  beneath  His  eye 

Would  calmly  rest, 


Without  a  wish  or  thought 
Abiding  in  the  breast, 

5  Save  that  His  will  be  done, 

.  Whate'er  betide, 
Dead  to  herself,  and  dead 
In  Him  to  all  beside. 

6  Thus  would  I  live ;  yet  now 

Not  I,  but  He 
In  all  His  power  and  love 
Henceforth  alive  in  me. 

7  One  Sacred  Trinity ! 

One  Lord  Divine ! 
May  I  be  ever  His, 
And  He  for  ever  mine. 
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Angelos  (l.m.) 


Scheffler"s  Geistliche  Hirtenlieder,  165J. 
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And  at  even,  -when  the  sun  did  set,  they  brought  unto  Him  all  that  were  diseased,  and  them  that 
were  possessed  with  devils.     And  all  the  city  was  gathered  together  at  the  door." 


1  A  T  even,  ere  the  sun  was  set, 

The  sick,  0  Lord,  around  Thee  lay  ; 
0  in  what  divers  pains  they  met ! 
0  with  what  joy  they  went  away ! 

2  Once  more  'tis  eventide,  and  we, 

Oppressed   with  various   ills,  draw 

What  if  Thy  form  we  cannot  see,  [near; 

We  know  and  feel  that  Thou  art  here. 


3  O  Saviour  Christ,  our  woes  dispel : 

For  some  are  sick,  and  some  are  sad, 

And  some  have  never  loved  Thee  well, 

And  some  have  lost  the  love  they  had. 

4  And  some  are  pressed  with  worldly  care, 

And  some  are  tried  with  sinful  doubt, 

And  some  such  grievous  passions  tear 

That  only  Thou  canst  cast  them  out : 


5  And  some  have  found  the  world  is  vain, 

Yet  from  the  world  they  break  not  free ; 
And  some  have  friends  who  give  them  pain, 
Yet  have  not  sought  a  friend  in  Thee. 

6  And  none,  O  Lord,  have  perfect  rest, 

For  none  are  wholly  free  from  sin ; 
And  they  who  fain  would  serve  Thee  best 
Are  conscious  most  of  wrong  within. 
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Thou  hast  been  troubled,  tempted,  tried ; 
Thy  kind  but  searching  glance  can  scan 
The  very  wounds  that  shame  would  hide ! 

8  Thy  touch  has  still  its  ancient  power ; 
No  word  from  Thee  can  fruitless  fall : 
Hear  in  this  solemn  evening  hour, 
And  in  Thy  mercy  heal  us  all. 
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Charity  (77  75). 


FIRST  TUNE. 


Sir  Joint  Stabler,  M.A.,  Mus.  D. 


5 


tfe=f= 


^g^5 


-o — <s^ — o- 

II    I 


J. 


r 


Md 


l5§Et=i3^ 


3. 


PZZJS-^^- 


Uj^ 


» 


xti 


^,1  -t     r 


3 


r  r 


S* 


gz=l — l~ 


^_^j   g, 


S 


I       I 


-<s>— Qe- 


zz: 


=pfe 


=j 


■s-«^ 


Org 


I    I 


F3^ 


■^-f¥£ 


to* 


K^-f- 


Capetown  (77  75). 


SEO  >\T)   TUNE. 
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Fried  rich  Filztz,  Ph.D. 
I'ierstimmiges  Choralbuch,  1847. 
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"  At  evening'  time  it  shall  be  light." 


1  TJOLY  Father,  cheer  our  way 

With  Thy  love's  perpetual  ray ; 
Grant  us  every  closing  day 
Light  at  evening  time. 

2  Holy  Saviour,  calm  our  fears 
When  earth's  brightness  disappears ; 
Grant  us  in  our  latter  years 

Light  at  evening  time. 


3  Holy  Spirit,  be  Thou  nigh 
When  in  mortal  pains  we  lie  ; 
Grant  us,  as  we  come  to  die, 

Light  at  evening  time. 

4  Holy,  blessed  Trinity, 

Darkness  is  not  dark  with  Thee : 

Those  Thou  keepest  always  see 

Light  at  evening  time. 
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Sir  John  Siatner,  M.A.,  Mtcs  D. 
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"Who  is  the  Immor'tal      |  Fa       -       ther,         Heaven      -      ly, 
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The  lights'  of 
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3.  Worthiest  art  Thou  at  all'  times  |  to      be      sung 


"With     un  -   de   -   fil 


tongue, 


There-fore  in  all     the    world  Thy  glor  -  ies,       Lord 
"  The  true  Light." 
1 


they 


HAIL,  gladdening  Light,  of  His'  pure  |  glory  poured 
Who  is  the  Immortal  |  Father,  Heavenly,  Blest, 
Holiest  of  Holies,  Jesus  Christ,  our  Lord. 

2  Now  we  are  come  to  the  sun's'  |  hour  of  rest, 
The  lights'  of  |  evening  round  us  shine, 

We  hymn  the  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Spirit  Divine. 

3  Worthiest  art  Thou  at  all'  times  |  to  be  sung 

With  undeliled  tongue, 
Son  of  our  God,  Giver  of  life,  alone  ; 
Therefore  in  all  the  world  Thy  glories,  Lord,  they  own. 
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FIRST  TUNE. 


Sir  Herbert  Oakeley,  Mus.  D. 
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Pascal  or  Hursley  (l.m.) 


ISeS 


SECOND  TUNE. 


German  Chorale. 
Ascribed  to  Peter  Ritter,  1792. 
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Abide  with  ?cs." 


1  QUX  of  my  soul,  Thou  Saviour  dear  ! 
kJ     It  is  not  night  if  Thou  be  near  ; 

0  may  no  earth-born  cloud  arise, 

To  hide  Thee  from  Thy  servant's  eyes  ! 

2  When  the  soft  dews  of  kindly  sleep 
My  wearied  eyelids  gently  steep, 

Be  my  last  thought,  how  sweet  to  rest 
For  ever  on  my  Saviour's  breast ! 

3  Abide  with  me  from  morn  till  eve, 
For  without  Thee  I  cannot  live  ; 
Abide  with  me  when  night  is  nigh  ! 
For  without  Thee  I  dare  not  die. 
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4  If  some  poor  wandering  child  of  Thine 
Have  spurned  to-day  the  voice  divine, 
Now,  Lord,  the  gracious  work  begin, — 
Let  him  no  more  he  down  in  sin. 

5  Watch  by  the  sick,  enrich  the  poor 
With  blessings  from  Thy  boundless  store ; 
Be  every  mourner's  sleep  to-night, 

Like  infant's  slumbers,  pure  and  light. 

6  Come  near  and  bless  us  when  we  wake, 
Ere  through  the  world  our  way  we  take,— 
Till,  in  the  ocean  of  Thy  love, 

We  lose  ourselves  hi  heaven  above. 
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Makerstoun  (84  84  88  84). 
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"  77/£  Lord  shall  command  His  loving-kindness  in  the  daytime,  and  in  the  night 
His  song  shall  be  with  me." 


1  C\  OD,  that  madest  earth  and  heaven, 
Darkness  and  light ; 
Who  the  day  for  toil  hast  given, 
For  rest  the  night ; 


May  Thine  angel-guards  defend  us  ! 
Slumber  sweet  Thy  mercy  send  us  ! 
Holy  dreams  and  hopes  attend  us, 
This  livelong  night  ! 


2  Guard  us  waking,  guard  us  sleeping; 
And,  when  we  die, 
May  we,  in  Thy  mighty  keeping, 

All  peaceful  lie  ! 
When  the  last  dread  trump  shall  wake  us, 
Do  not  Thou,  our  Lord,  forsake  us ; 
But  to  reign  in  glory  take  us 
With  Thee  on  high  ! 
2  a 
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Temple  (84848884). 


SECOND  TUNE. 


E.  J.  Hopkins,  Mus.  D. 
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"  77*  £  Lord  shall  command  His  loving-kindness  in  tJie  daytime,  and  in  the  night 
His  sons?  shall  be  with  inc." 


1  C\  OD,  that  madest  earth  and  heaven, 
^     Darkness  and  light ; 
Who  the  day  for  toil  hast  given, 
For  rest  the  night ; 


May  Thine  angel-guards  defend  us  ! 
Slumber  sweet  Thy  mercy  send  us  ! 
Holy  dreams  and  hopes  attend  us, 
This  livelong  night  ! 


2  Guard  us  waking,  guard  us  sleeping ; 

And,  when  we  die, 
May  we,  in  Thy  mighty  keeping, 

All  Deaceful  lie  ! 
When  the  last  dread  trump  shall  wake  us, 
Do  not  Thou,  our  Lord,  forsake  us ; 
But  to  reign  in  glory  take  us 

With  Thee  on  high  ! 
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NUTFIELD   (84  84  88  84). 


I  II  HID  TUNE. 


W.  H.  Monk,  Mns.  D. 


m 


3^E^ 


:"iESEEi 


A 


^r 


Pt1 
,J ,)  °l  J 


tz 


£e£ 


g 


B 


4©f- 


-K9+ 


I 


fe 


>~^gJ       gj 


3i 


r  rr 


o 


^ 


:F=P 


& 


a 


22 


P" 
1 


m 


j-j 


p 


18F 


— !<S>4 


-t<SH- 


I 


1=F 


3 


IE 


. — <> 


±t 


:p=t 


=t 


T5 


3 


— *^» — , 

T 


EgE^ 


-JP=X 


~ 


-• 


$== 


■g^-7^- 


Ei 


r 


f=f^rf=^ 


gES 


y  p^7-^ 
^ 


B 


s 


i=F 


J  J  J  J 


E 


o;: 


g 


J-J. 


[ECDf- 


1«t 


f1 


"  77^  Lord  sliall  command  His  loving-kindness  in  the  daytime,  and  in  the  night 
His  sons;  shall  be  with  me." 


May  Thine  angel-guards  defend  us  ! 
Slumber  sweet  Thy  mercy  send  us  ! 
Holy  dreams  and  hopes  attend  us, 
This  livelong  ni«-ht. 


1  C\  OD,  that  madest  earth  and  heaven, 
Darkness  and  light ; 
Who  the  day  for  toil  hast  given, 
For  rest  the  night ; 

2  Guard  us  waking,  guard  us  sleeping  ; 

And,  when  we  die, 
May  we,  in  Thy  mighty  keeping, 

All  peaceful  lie  ! 
When  the  last  dread  trump  shall  wake  us 
Do  not  Thou,  our  Lord,  forsake  us  ; 
But  to  reign  in  glory  take  us 

With  Thee  on  high  1 
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Rev.  J.  B.  Dykes,  Mus.  D. 
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"  The  Lord  will  bless  His  people  with  peace." 

1  O  AVIOUR,  again  to  Thy  dear  name  we  raise 

With  one  accord  our  parting  hymn  of  praise ; 
We  stand  to  bless  Thee  ere  our  worship  cease, 
Then,  lowly  kneeling,  wait  Thy  word  of  peace. 

2  Grant  us  Thy  peace  through  this  approaching  night : 
Turn  Thou  for  us  its  darkness  into  light ; 

From  harm  and  danger  keep  Thy  children  free, 
For  dark  and  light  are  both  alike  to  Thee. 
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SECOND  TUNE. 


E.  J.  Hopkins,  Mus.  D. 
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3  Grant  us  Thy  peace  upon  our  homeward  way ; 
With  Thee  began,  with  Thee  shall  end  the  day ; 
Guard  Thou  the  lips  from  sin,  the  hearts  from  shame, 
That  in  this  house  have  called  upon  Thy  name. 

4  Grant  us  Thy  peace  throughout  our  earthly  life, 
Our  balm  in  sorrow,  and  our  stay  in  strife  ; 
Then,  when  Thy  voice  shall  bid  our  conflict  cease, 
Call  us,  O  Lord,  to  Thine  eternal  peace. 
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S.  Anatolius  (76  76 1 


FIRST  TUNE. 


Arthur  Henry  Brozvn. 
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':  /  ti'///  &?/A  /«y  ;w  c^:t'«  z'w  peace  and  sleep:  for  TJwu,  Lord,  only  makest  me  dwell  in  safety." 


1  fJIHE  day  is  past  and  over : 
^     All  thanks,  0  Lord,  to  Thee ; 
I  pray  Thee  now  that  sinless 
The  hours  of  dark  may  be  : 
0  Jesus,  keep  me  in  Thy  sight, 
And  guard  me  through  the  coming  night. 


2  The  joys  of  day  are  over : 

I  lift  my  heart  to  Thee, 
And  ask  Thee  that  offenceless 

The  hours  of  dark  may  be : 
O  Jesus,  keep  me  in  Thy  sight, 
And  guard  me  through,  the  coming  night. 
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3  The  toils  of  day  are  over : 

I  raise  the  hymn  to  Thee, 
And  ask  that  free  from  peril 

The  hours  of  dark  may  be : 
O  Jesus,  keep  me  in  Thy  sight, 
And  guard  me  through  the  coming  night. 

4  Be  Thou  my  soul's  preserver, 

For  Thou  alone  dost  know 
How  many  are  the  perils 

Through  which  I  have  to  go ; 
O  loving  Jesus,  hear  my  call, 
And  guard  and  save  me  from  them  all. 
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S.  Anatolius  (767688). 


SECOND  TUNE. 


Rev.  J.  B.  Dykes,  Mus.  D. 
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"  /  wzV/  &tf/j  Ay  ;w  down  in  peace  and  sleep:  for  Thou,  Lord,  only  makest  me  dwell  in  safety.'' 


1  npHE  day  is  past  and  over : 

L     All  thanks,  O  Lord,  to  Thee ; 
I  pray  Thee  now  that  sinless 
The  hours  of  dark  may  be : 
O  Jesus,  keep  me  in  Thy  sight, 
And  guard  me  through  the  coming  night. 


2  The  joys  of  day  are  over  • 

I  lift  my  heart  to  Thee, 
And  ask  Thee  that  offenceless 

The  hours  of  dark  may  be  : 
O  Jesus,  keep  me  in  Thy  sight, 
And  guard  me  through  the  coming  night. 


3  The  toils  of  day  are  over : 

I  raise  the  hymn  to  Thee, 
And  ask  that  free  from  peril 

The  hours  of  dark  may  be : 
O  Jesus,  keep  me  in  Thy  sight, 
And  guard  me  through  the  coming  night. 

4  Be  Thou  my  soul's  preserver, 

For  Thou  alone  dost  know 
How  many  are  the  perils 

Through  which  I  have  to  go : 
O  loving  Jesus,  hear  my  call, 
And  guard  and  save  me  from  them  all. 
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FIRST  TUNE. 


Italian  Chorale. 
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':  Neither  Shall  any  plague  come  nigh  thy  dwelling.' 


1  O  AVIOTJR,  breathe  an  evening  bless- 
Ere  repose  our  spirits  seal ;    [ing, 
Sin  and  want  we  come  confessing : 
Thou  canst  save  and  Thou  canst  heal. 


Though  destruction  walk  around  us, 
Though  the  arrows  past  us  fly, 

Angel-guards  from  Thee  surround  us, 
We  are  safe  if  Thou  art  nigh. 
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2  Though  the  night  be  dark  and  dreary, 

Darkness  cannot  hide  from  Thee ; 
Thou  art  He,  who,  never  weary, 

Watchest  where  Thy  people  be. 
Should  swift  death  this  night  o'ertake  us, 

And  our  couch  become  our  tomb, 
May  the  morn  in  heaven  awake  us, 

Clad  in  light  and  deathless  bloom. 
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VEbPEK  Hymn  (87  87  d.) 


SECOND  TUNE. 


Russian  Air,  by  Dimiiri  Bortnianski 
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"  Neither  shall  any  plague  come  nigh  thy  dwelling." 


1  Q  A  VIOUB,  breathe  an  evening  bless- 
Ere  repose  our  spirits  seal ;    [ing, 
"Sin  and  want  we  come  confessing  : 
Thou  canst  save  and  Thou  canst  heal. 


Though  destruction  walk  around  us, 
Though  the  arrows  past  us  fly, 

Angel-guards  from  Thee  surround  us, 
We  are  safe  if  Thou  art  nigh. 


Though  the  night  be  dark  and  dreary, 

Darkness  cannot  hide  from  Thee  ; 
Thou  art  He,  who,  never  weary, 

Watchest  where  Thy  people  be. 
Should  swift  death  this  night  o'ertake  us, 

And  our  couch  become  our  tomb, 
May  the  morn  in  heaven  awake  us, 

Clad  in  light  and  deathless  bloom. 
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SPRING, 
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WlNTHOKPE  (U.C.M.) 


I-IKST  TUNE. 


Rev.  T.  R.  Matthews,  B.A. 
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"  7"/W  blessest  the  springing  thereof." 

1  rPHE  spring-tide  hour  brings  leaf  and 
-L      With  songs  of  life  and  love ; 
And  many  a  lay  wears  out  the  day 

In  many  a  leafy  grove. 
Bird,  flower,  and  tree  seem  to  agree 

Their  choicest  gifts  to  bring ; 
But  this  poor  heart  bears  not  its  part, — 

In  it  there  is  no  spring. 

2  Dews  fall  apace  :  the  dews  of  grace 

Upon  this  soul  of  sin ; 
And  love  divine  delights  to  shine 
Upon  the  waste  within  : 
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Springtide  (d.c.m.) 
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SECOND  TUNE. 
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Yet,  year  by  year,  fruits,  flowers,  appear, 
And  birds  their  praises  sing ; 

But  this  poor  heart  bears  uot  its  part, — 
Its  winter  has  no  spring. 

3  Lord,  let  Thy  love,  fresh  from  above, 

Soft  as  the  south  wind  blow, — 
Call  forth  its  bloom,  wake  its  perfume, 

And  bid  its  spices  flow  ! 
And  when  Thy  voice  makes  earth  rejoice, 

And  the  hills  laugh  and  sing, 
Lord,  make  this  heart  to  bear  its  part, 

And  join  the  praise  of  spring ! 
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Dresden  (76  76  d.  66  84). 


Johann  Abraham  Peter  Schulz. 
"  U'ir pjliigeii  unci wir streuen" 


?¥      T 

-A   J     1     1 

-^e» 

-  s- 

I 

1        1 

r 

1 

1— 

1 

-J      i      1 — F 

^t=t= 

-^^i — r~ 

i= 

B^E^ 

s 


w-f 


3 


? 


4=^ 


_p:ZBgZ22ZIp 


^ 


J- 


Lski 


ftr 


z± 


m 


j 


ZTSZ 


=F=r=P-i- 


-*=»— q    r^  =pz 


zz 


1 — I 1- 


I 


n^ 


^ 


J-J-g 


t£=r- 


5 


52: 


K 


z± 


-rt — e* 


?2= 


AAA  A 


zz 


8 


-J 


zz 


J 


Z2z=p=p^p: 
I       I       I 

A  A  J  J 


:cz: 


£=t 


*S> O © & 


g^p 


n 


s 


-J V 


5 


^— T^ 


? 


« 


Z2: 


f=f 


S* 


_<i 


42L 


*M 


r 
3 


3 


A 


a 


-i©" 


ZZ32I 


^P 


t=t 


TV  ill 


st 


id^Ei 


Z2. 


s 


221 


l 


F 


31 


^L> 


i 


s 


EZfc 


380 


Ifopmn  297 


(324) 


The  eyes  of  all  wait  ?//>on  Thee,  O  Lord,  and  Thou  givest  them  their  meat  in  due  seasoii.  ' 


T/TTE  plough  the  fields,  and  scatter 

The  good  seed  on  the  land, 
But  it  is  fed  and  watered 

By  God's  almighty  hand  ; 
He  sends  the  snow  in  winter, 

The  warmth  to  swell  the  grain, 
The  breezes,  and  the  sunshine, 

And  soft  refreshing  rain. 

All  good  gifts  around  us 
Are  sent  from  heaven  above; 
Then  thank  the  Lord,  0  thank  the 


For  all  His  lot 


[Lord, 


He  only  is  the  Maker 

Of  all  things  near  and  far ; 
He  paints  the  wayside  flower, 

He  lights  the  evening  star ; 
The  wind  and  waves  obey  Him, 

By  Him  the  birds  are  fed ; 
Much  more  to  us,  His  children, 

He  gives  our  daily  bread. 

All  good  gifts  around  us 
Are  sent  from  heaven  above; 
Then  thank  the  Lord,  0  thank  the 
For  all  His  love  !  [Lord, 


3  We  thank  Thee  then,  O  Father, 

For  all  things  bright  and  good, 
The  seed-time  and  the  harvest, 

Our  life,  our  health,  our  food ; 
Accept  the  gifts  we  offer 

For  all  Thy  love  imparts, 
And,  what  Thou  most  desirest, 

Our  humble,  thankful  hearts. 

All  good  gifts  around  us 
Are  sent  from  heaven  above; 
Then  thank  the  Lord,  0  thank  the  Lord, 
For  all  His  love  ! 
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DUNFERMLIXE   (CM.) 


Scotch  Psalter,  1615. 
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77^  ov^  of  all  wait  tipon  Thee,  O  Lord,  and  Thou  givest  them  their  meat  in  due  season, 

1  T  ORD,  in  Thy  name  Thy  servants  plead, 

And  Thou  hast  sworn  to  hear ; 
Thine  is  the  harvest,  Thine  the  seed, 
The  fresh  and  fading  year. 

2  Our  hope,  when  autumn  winds  blew  wild, 

We  trusted,  Lord,  with  Thee ; 
And  now  that  spring  has  on  us  smiled, 
We  wait  on  Thy  decree. 

3  The  former  and  the  latter  rain, 

The  summer  sun  and  air, 
The  green  ear  and  the  golden  grain, 
All  Thine,  are  ours  by  prayer. 

4  Thine  too  by  right,  and  ours  by  grace, 

The  wondrous  growth  unseen, 
The  hopes  that  soothe,  the  fears  that  brace, 
The  love  that  shines  serene. 

5  So  grant  the  precious  things  brought  forth 

By  sun  and  moon  beiow, 
That  Thee  in  Thy  new  heaven  and  earth 
We  never  may  forego. 
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SUMMER. 
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Ruth  ,65  65  d.) 


Samuel  Smith. 
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"  Truly  the  light  is  sweet,  and  a  ph 

SUMMER  suns  are  glowing 
Over  land  and  sea; 
Happy  light  is  flowing, 

Boimtiful  and  free. 
Everything  rejoices 

In  the  mellow  rays ; 
All  earth's  thousand  voices 
Swell  the  psalm  of  praise. 

God's  free  mercy  streameth 

Over  all  the  world, 
And  His  banner  gleameth, 

Everywhere  unfurled. 
Broad  and  deep  and  glorious, 

As  the  heaven  above, 
Shines  in  might  victorious 

His  eternal  love. 


asant  tiling  it  is  for  the  eyes  to  behold  the  sun." 

3  Lord,  upon  our  blindness 
Thy  pure  radiance  pour ; 

For  Thy  loving-kindness 
Make  us  love  Thee  more. 

And,  when  clouds  are  drifting 
Dark  across  our  sky, 

Then,  the  veil  uplifting, 
Father,  be  Thou  nigh. 

4  We  will  never  doubt  Thee, 
Though  Thou  veil  Thy  light : 

Life  is  dark  without  Thee ; 

Death  with  Thee  is  bright. 
Light  of  light !  shine  o'er  us 

On  our  pilgrim  way; 
Go  Thou  still  before  us 

To  the  endless  day. 
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S.  George's,  Windsor  (777; 


Sir  George  J.  Elvey,  Mus,  D. 
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77z^  harvest  is  the  end  of  the  world.,  and  the  reapers  are  the  angels.'' 


1  P10ME,  ye  thankful  people,  come, 

Eaise  the  song  of  Harvest-home  ! 
All  is  safely  gathered  in, 
Ere  the  winter  storms  begin  : 
God,  our  Maker,  doth  provide 
For  our  wants  to  be  supplied  : — 
Come  to  God's  own  temple,  come, 
Raise  the  song  of  Harvest-home  ! 
384 


All  the  world  is  God's  own  field, 
Fruit  unto  His  praise  to  yield  ; 
Wheat  and  tares  together  sown, 
Unto  joy  or  sorrow  grown  : 
First  the  blade,  and  then  the  ear, 
Then  the  full  corn  shall  appear  : 
Lord  of  Harvest,  grant  that  we 
Wholesome  grain  and  pure  may  be. 
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3  For  the  Lord  our  God  shall  come, 
And  shall  take  His  Harvest-home  ; 
From  His  field  shall  in  that  day- 
All  offences  purge  away  : 
Give  His  angels  charge  at  last 
In  the  fire  the  tares  to  cast ; 
But  the  fruitful  ears  to  store 
In  His  garner  evermore. 


Even  so,  Lord,  quickly  come 
To  Thy  final  Harvest-home  ! 
Gather  Thou  Thy  people  in, 
Free  from  sorrow,  free  from  sin  ; 
There,  for  ever  purified, 
In  Thy  presence  to  abide  : 
Come,  with  all  Thine  angels,  come, 
Raise  the  glorious  Harvest-home  ! 
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Samuel  Howard.  Mus.  D. 
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"  //  AzT?  the  earth  remainetk,  seed-tune  and  harvest,  and  cold  and  heat,  and  summer  and 

winter,  and  day  and  night,  shall  not  cease." 

"POUXTAIX  of  mercy  !  God  of  love  ! 
How  rich  Thv  bounties  are  ! 


The  rolling  seasons,  as  they  move. 
Proclaim  Thy  constant  care. 


3  The  spring's  sweet  influence  was  Thine, 
The  plants  in  beauty  grew  ; 
Thou  gav'st  refulgent  suns  to  shine, 
And  mild  refreshing  dew. 


These  various  mercies  from  above 
Matured  the  swelling  grain  ; 

A  yellow  harvest  crowns  Thy  love, 
And  plenty  fills  the  plain. 


When  in  the  bosom  of  the  earth 

The  sower  hid  the  grain, 
Thy  goodness  marked  its  secret  birth 

And  sent  the  early  rain. 

5  Seed-time  and  harvest,  Lord,  alone 

Thou  dost  on  man  bestow  ; 
Let  him  not  then  forget  to  own 
From  whom  his  blessings  flow  ! 

6  Fountain  of  love  !  our  praise  is  Thine  : 

To  Thee  our  songs  we'll  raise, 
And  all  created  nature  join 
In  sweet  harmonious  praise  ! 
2b 


385 


Ib^mn  302    (326) 


S.   Beatrice  (76 — 12  lines). 


/.  F.  Bridge,  Mus.  D. 


& 


^3 


Gt 


t=F 


}==t 


3 


9 


:^: 


-©■ — ©■- 


f=r 


fSI 


& 


-(©- 

I 


22: 


-  rr 
•  j  j  j 


Z2I 


A 


-^ 


W^ 


£ 


'^ 


^P 


i 


st 


t=r 


^ 


£2 


J 


I    I      I 


„0 ,2^_ 


3^ 


J 


J- -J 


^ 


1 h~P=t 


t=± 


p 


^E3 


^ 


s± 


^1: 


H 


2Z 


^i: 


D 


1 


J. 


^ 


P^F 


t=t 


±3±     riA 


m>-^ 


k=5=± 


I      I      1 


I 


^ 


^^^4 


5 


fcteb 


mT 

ii 
1= 


r 
b*A 


r-r-rr 


;c7- 


g 


3=& 


fcZ 


^ 


>© 


1=1 


h^L^- 


^— Q~ 


r 


P=F 


1   ua 


-<>- 


qp.    1  ) 


pq^=s>: 


3E3 

-J- J- 


Pitr 


^ 


ig 


L^©- 


386 


1fo\>mn  302    <326) 


i 


3 


22 


22 


a 


i 


w 


o   r? 


I  d:  ^  J. 


I      I        I        I 


-e>—f^- 


czz> 


J.  J. 


j-J.4 


£3= 


z± 


^ 


■O- 


Behold,  a  sower  went  forth  to  sow. 


rpHE  sower  went  forth  sowing, 

The  seed  in  secret  slept 
Through  weeks  of  faith  and  patience, 

Till  out  the  green  blade  crept ; 
And  warmed  by  golden  sunshine, 

And  fed  by  silver  rain, 
At  last  the  fields  were  whitened 

To  harvest  once  again. 
O  praise  the  heavenly  Sower, 

Who  gave  the  fruitful  seed, 
And  watched  and  watered  duly, 

And  ripened  for  our  need. 


Behold  the  heavenly  Sower 

Goes  forth  with  better  seed, 
The  Word  of  sure  salvation, 

With  feet  and  hands  that  bleed; 
Here  in  His  Church  'tis  scattered, 

Our  spirits  are  the  soil ; 
Then  let  an  ample  fruitage 

Repay  His  pain  and  toil. 
O,  beauteous  is  the  harvest 

Wherein  all  goodness  thrives, 
And  this  the  true  thanksgiving, 

The  first-fruits  of  our  lives. 


3  Within  a  hallowed  acre 

He  sows  yet  other  grain, 
When  peaceful  earth  receiveth 

The  dead  He  died  to  gain  ; 
For  though  the  growth  be  hidden, 

We  know  that  they  shall  rise ; 
Yea,  even  now  they  ripen 

In  sunny  Paradise. 
O  summer  land  of  harvest, 

O  fields  for  ever  white 
With  souls  that  wear  Christ's  raiment, 

With  crowns  of  golden  light  ! 

4  One  day  the  heavenly  Sower 

Shall  reap  where  He  hath  sown, 
And  come  again  rejoicing, 

And  with  Him  bring  His  own ; 
And  then  the  fan  of  judgment 

Shall  winnow  from  His  floor 
The  chaff  into  the  furnace 

That  flameth  evermore. 
O  holy,  awful  Reaper, 

Have  mercy  in  the  day 
Thou  puttest  in  Thy  sickle, 

And  cast  us  not  away. 
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Cassel  (77  77  77). 


FIRST  TUNE. 


G?iadauer  Choralbnch,  IJ84. 
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Although 


.  the  fields  shall  yield  no  meat, . .  .  .yet  I  will  rejoice  in  the  Lord, 
I  -will  joy  in  the  God  of  my  salvation." 


TU~HAT  our  Father  does  is  well ; 

Blessed  truth  His  children  tell 
Though  He  send,  for  plenty,  want, 
Though  the  harvest-store  be  scant, 
Yet  we  rest  upon  His  love, 
Seeking  better  things  above. 

What  our  Father  does  is  well ; 
Shall  the  wilful  heart  rebel  \ 
If  a  blessing  He  withhold 
In  the  field,  or  in  the  fold, 
Is  it  not  Himself  to  be 
All  our  store  eternally  ? 


What  our  Father  does  is  well ; 
Though  He  sadden  hill  and  dell, 
Upward  yet  our  praises  rise 
For  the  strength  His  Word  supplies 
He  has  called  us  sons  of  God, 
Can  we  murmur  at  His  rod  1 

What  our  Father  does  is  well ; 
May  the  thought  within  us  dwell : 
Though  nor  milk  nor  honey  flow 
In  our  barren  Canaan  now, 
God  can  save  us  in  our  need, 
God  can  bless  us,  God  can  feed. 


Therefore  unto  Him  we  raise 
Hymns  of  glory,  songs  of  praise 
To  the  Father,  and  the  Son, 
And  the  Spirit,  Three  in  One, 
Honour,  might,  and  glory  be 
Now,  and  through  eternity. 
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Although ....  the  yields  shall  yield  no  meat, . .  .  .yet  I  -will  rejoice  in  the  Lord, 
I  will  joy  in  the  God  0/ my  salvation." 


Ty HAT  our  Father  does  is  well ; 

Blessed  truth  His  children  tell 
Though  He  send,  for  plenty,  want, 
Though  the  harvest-store  be  scant, 
Yet  we  rest  upon  His  love, 
Seeking  better  things  above. 

What  our  Father  does  is  well ; 
Shall  the  wilful  heart  rebel] 
If  a  blessing  He  withhold 
In  the  field,  or  in  the  fold, 
Is  it  not  Himself  to  be 
All  our  store  eternally? 


What  our  Father  does  is  well ; 
Though  He  sadden  hill  and  dell, 
Upward  yet  our  praises  rise 
For  the  strength  His  Word  supplies 
He  has  called  us  sons  of  God, 
Can  we  murmur  at  His  rod? 

What  our  Father  does  is  well ; 
May  the  thought  within  us  dwell : 
Though  nor  milk  nor  honey  flow 
In  our  barren  Canaan  now, 
God  can  save  us  in  our  need, 
God  can  bless  us,  God  can  feed 


Therefore  unto  Him  we  raise 
Hymns  of  glory,  songs  of  praise 
To  the  Father,  and  the  Son, 
And  the  Spirit,  Three  in  One, 
Honour,  might,  and  glory  be 
Now,  and  through  eternity. 
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"  The  waters  are  hid  as  luith  a  stone, 

1  WINTER  reigneth  o'er  the  land, 

'  '       Freezing  with  its  icy  breath  ; 

Dead  and  bare  the  tall  trees  stand ; 
All  is  chill  and  drear  as  death. 

2  Yet  it  seemeth  but  a  day 

Since  the  summer  flowers  were  hen 
Since  they  stacked  the  balmy  hay, 
Since  they  reaped  the  golden  ear. 


and  the  face  of  the  deep  is  frozen.'" 

3  Sunny  days  are  past  and  gone : 

So  the  years  go,  speeding  fast, 
Onward  ever,  each  new  one 
Swifter  speeding  than  the  last. 

4  Life  is  waning ;  life  is  brief ; 

Death,  like  winter,  standeth  nigh 
Each  one,  like  the  fallen  leaf, 
Soon  shall  fade  and  fall  and  die. 


li        Verses  5  and  6. 
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6  So,  Lord,  after  slumber  blest 
Comes  a  bright  awakening, 
And  our  flesh  in  hope  shall  rest 
Of  a  never-fading  spring. 


5  But  the  sleeping  earth  shall  wake, 
And  the  flowers  shall  burst  in  bloom, 
And  all  nature  rising  break 
Glorious  from  its  wintry  tomb. 
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Thoti  crownest  the  year  with  Thy  goodness." 


1  TfOE  Thy  mercy  and  Thy  grace, 


Faithful  through  another  year, 


Hear  our  song  of  thankfulness; 


2  In  our  weakness  and  distress, 

Eock  of  strength !  be  Thou  our  stay ! 
In  the  pathless  wilderness 
Be  our  true  and  living  way  ! 

3  Who  of  us  death's  awful  road 
In  the  coming  year  shall  tread  \ 
With  Thy  rod  and  staff,  O  God, 
Comfort  Thou  his  dying  head  ! 

4  Keep  us  faithful,  keep  us  pure, 
Keep  us  evermore  Thine  own ! 
Help,  O  help  us  to  endure ! 
Fit  us  for  the  promised  crown ! 

5  So  within  Thy  palace  gate 

We  shall  praise  on  golden  strings, 

Thee,  the  only  Potentate, 

Lord  of  lords,  and  King  of  kings ! 
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We  spend  our  yea?s  as  a  tale  that  is  told. 


A  NOTHER  year  has  fled  ;  renew, 
-^  Lord,  with  our  days  Thy  love  ! 
Our  days  are  evil  here  and  few ; 

We  look  to  live  above  : 
We  will  not  grieve,  though  day  by  day 
We  pass  from  earthly  joys  away ; 

Our  joy  abides  in  Thee. 


Yet,  when  our  sins  we  call  to  mind, 
We  cannot  fail  to  grieve ; 

But  Thou  art  pitiful  and  kind, 
And  wilt  our  prayer  receive  : 

O  Jesus,  evermore  the  same, 

Our  hope  we  rest  upon  Thy  name ; 
Our  hope  abides  in  Thee  ! 


For  all  the  future,  Lord,  prepare 
Our  souls  with  strength  divine ; 

Help  us  to  cast  on  Thee  our  care, 
And  on  Thy  servants  shine  : 

Life  without  Thee  is  dark  and  drear ; 

Death  is  not  death  if  Thou  art  near; 
Our  life  abides  in  Thee  I 
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"60  teach  us  to  number  our  days,  that  zee  may  apply  our  hearts  unto  wisdom. 


1  Y\rHILE  with  ceaseless  course  the  sun 

'  '       Hasted  through  the  former  year  ; 
Many  souls  their  race  have  run, 

Never  more  to  meet  us  here. 
Fixed  in  an  eternal  state. 

They  have  done  with  all  below ; 
AYe  a  little  longer  wait, — 

But  how  little,  none  can  know. 

2  As  the  winged  arrow  flies, 

Speedily  the  mark  to  find  ; 
As  the  lightning  from  the  skies 

Darts,  and  leaves  no  trace  behind : — 


Swiftly  thus  our  fleeting  days 
Bear  us  down  life's  rapid  stream 

Upward,  Lord !  our  spirits  raise  ; 
All  below  is  but  a  dream. 

Thanks  for  mercies  past  receive  ; 

Pardon  of  our  sins  renew ; 
Teach  us,  henceforth,  how  to  live 

With  eternity  in  view. 
Bless  Thy  word  to  young  and  old ; 

Fill  us  with  a  Saviour's  love ; 
And  when  life's  short  tale  is  told, 

May  we  dwell  with  Thee  above ! 
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--i;z<^  confessed  that  they  were  strangers  and  pilgrims  on  the  earth." 


1  OTILL  on  the  homeward  journey 
O     Across  the  desert-plain, 
Beside  another  landmark 

We  pilgrims  meet  again ; 
We  meet  in  cloud  and  sunshine 

Beneath  a  changeful  sky, 
With  calm  and  storm  before  us 

As  in  the  daj^s  gone  by. 

2  We  meet  with  loving  greetings, 

Fond  wishes  from  the  heart, 
As  brothers  often  parted 

And  soon  again  to  part. 
With  tender  recollections, 

With  many  a  gentle  tear, 
We  meet,  for  some  are  wanting, — 

All  loved  ones  are  not  here. 

394 


3  Safe  in  the  home  of  Jesns, 

With  Him  for  ever  blest, 
How  glorious  is  their  portion. 

How  undisturbed  their  re.st : 
How  gladly  will  they  greet  us, 

When,  all  our  journey  past, 
We  reach  the  better  country, 

The  Father's  house,  at  last. 

4  Thus  round  the  silent  landmark, 

Here  on  the  desert-plain, 
We  ]  (ilgrims  meet  together 

With  loving  hearts  again. 
The  storm  may  gather  round  us, 

But  Christ  has  gone  before ; 
We  follow  in  His  footsteps, 

And  doubt  and  fear  no  more. 
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Rev.  T.  R.  Matthews.  B.A. 


And  con/essed  that  they  were  strangers  and  pilgrims  on  the  earth. 


STILL  on  the  homeward  journey 
Across  the  desert-plain, 
Beside  another  landmark 

We  pilgrims  meet  again ; 
We  meet  in  cloud  and  sunshine 

Beneath  a  changeful  sky, 
With  calm  and  storm  before  us 
As  in  the  days  gone  by. 

We  meet  Avith  loving  greetings, 

Fond  wishes  from  the  heart, 
As  brothers  often  parted 

And  soon  again  to  part. 
With  tender  recollections, 

With  many  a  gentle  tear, 
We  meet,  for  some  are  wanting, — 

All  loved  ones  are  not  here. 


Safe  in  the  home  of  Jesus, 

With  Him  for  ever  blest, 
How  glorious  is  their  portion, 

How  undisturbed  their  rest ; 
How  gladly  will  they  greet  us, 

When,  all  our  journey  past, 
We  reach  the  better  country, 

The  Father's  house,  at  last. 

Thus  round  the  silent  landmark, 

Here  on  the  desert-plain, 
We  pilgrims  meet  together 

With  loving  hearts  again. 
The  storm  may  gather  round  us, 

But  Christ  has  gone  before ; 
We  follow  in  His  footsteps, 

And  doubt  and  fear  no  more. 
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Lord,  Thou  hast  been  our  dzuelling-place  in  all  generations." 

4  A  thousand  ages  in  Thy  sight 
Are  like  an  evening  gone  : 
Short  as  the  watch  that  ends  the  night 
Before  the  rising-  sun. 


1  f\  GOD,  our  help  in  ages  past, 
\J     Our  hope  for  years  to  come, 
(  hir  shelter  from  the  stormy  blast, 
And  our  eternal  home  ! 

'2  Beneath  the  shadow  of  Thy  throne 
Thy  saints  have  dwelt  secure ; 
Sufficient  is  Thine  arm  alone, 
And  our  defence  is  sure. 

3  Before  the  hills  in  order  stood. 
Or  earth  received  her  frame. 
From  everlasting  Thou  art  God, 
To  endless  years  the  same. 


Time,  like  an  ever -rolling  stream. 

Bears  all  its  sons  away ; 
They  fly  forgotten,  as  a  dream 

Dies  at  the  opening  day. 

O  God,  our  help  in  ages  past. 

Our  hope  for  years  to  come ; 
Be  Thou  our  guard  while  troubles  last, 

And  our  eternal  home. 


S.  Sylvester  (87  87  and 
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Verses  4  and  8. 
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"  -Vc?  teach  tts  to  number  our  days,,  that  :oc  may  apply  our  hearts  unto  . 


"Pi  AYS  and  moments  quickly  flyim 
U     Speed  us  onward  to  the  dead  : 
0,  how  soon  shall  we  be  lying 
Each  within  his  narrow  bed  ! 


5  As  a  shadow  life  is  fleeting ; 
As  a  vapour  so  it  flies ; 
For  the  bygone  years  retreating 
Pardon  grant,  and  make  us  wise- 


2  Jesus,  merciful  Redeemer,  I  6  Wise  that  we  our  days  may  number, 

Rouse  dead  souls  to  hear  Thy  voice ;  Strive  and  wrestle  with  our  sin, 


Wake,  O  wake  each  idle  dreamer 
Xow  to  make  the  eternal  choice. 

3  Mark  we  whither  we  are  wending ; 

Ponder  how  we  soon  must  go 
To  inherit  bliss  unending, 
Or  eternity  of  woe. 

4  Life  passeth  soon  : 
Death  draweth  near : 
Keep  us,  good  Lord. 
Till  Thou  appear ; 
With  Thee  to  live, 
With  Thee  to  die, 

With  Thee  to  reign  through  eternity, 


Stay  not  in  our  work  nor  slumber 
Till  Thy  holy  rest  we  win. 

Soon  before  the  Judge  all  glorious 
We  with  all  the  dead  shall  stand  ; 

Saviour,  over  death  victorious, 
Place  us  then  on  Thy  right  hand. 

Life  passeth  soon : 
Death  draweth  near: 
Keep  us,  good  Lord, 
Till  Thou  appear ; 
With  Thee  to  live, 
With  Thee  to  die, 
^  ith  Thee  to  reign  through  eternity. 
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When  eight  days  were  accomplished  for  the  circutneising  of  the  child. 
His  name  was  called  JESUS." 

1  A    LITTLE  child  the  Saviour  came, 

The  Mighty  God  was  still  His  name, 
And  angels  worshipped,  as  He  lay, 
The  seeming  infant  of  a  day. 

2  He  who,  a  little  child,  began 
The  life  divine  to  show  to  man, 
Proclaims  from  heaven  the  message  free, 
Let  little  children  come  to  Me. 


3  We  bring  them,  Lord,  and  with  the  sign 
Of  sprinkled  water  name  them  Thine  ; 
Their  souls  with  saving  grace  endow, 
Baptize  them  with  Thy  Spirit  now. 

4  O  give  Thine  angels  charge,  good  Lord  I 
Them  safely  in  Thy  way  to  guard ; 
Thy  blessing  on  their  lives  command, 
And  write  their  names  upon  Thy  hand. 

5  O  Thou,  who  by  an  infant's  tongue 
Dost  hear  Thy  perfect  glory  sung, 
May  these,  with  all  the  heavenly  host. 
Praise  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost. 
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Rev.  L.  G.  Haync,  Mus.  D. 
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1  Jesus  increased  in  wisdom  and  stature,  and  in  favour  with  God  and  man. 

1  Q  HOLY  Lord,  content  to  fill 

In  lowly  home  the  lowliest  place ; 
Thy  childhood's  law  a  mother's  will, 
Obedience  meek  Thy  brightest  grace. 

2  Lead  every  child  that  bears  Thy  name 
To  walk  in  Thine  own  guileless  way, 
To  dread  the  touch  of  sin  and  shame, 
And  humbly;  like  Thyself,  obey. 

3  O,  let  not  this  world's  scorching  glow 
Thy  Spirit's  quickening  dew  efface, 
Nor  blast  of  sin  too  rudely  blow, 

And  quench  the  trembling  flame  of  grace. 

4  Gather  Thy  lambs  within  Thine  arm, 
And  gently  in  Thy  bosom  bear ; 

Keep  them,  O  Lord,  from  hurt  and  harm, 
And  bid  them  rest  for  ever  there. 

5  So  shall  they,  waiting  here  below. 
Like  Thee,  their  Lord,  a  little  spau, 
In  wisdom  and  in  stature  grow, 
And  favour  with  both  God  and  man. 
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Dessau  (7878 


Johann  Rudolph  Ahle. 
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Suffer  little  children,  and  forbid  thou  not,  to  come  unto  Me, for  0/ such  is  the  kingdom  of heaven.' 


1  T)LESSED  Jesus,  here  we  stand, 
Met  to  do  as  Thou  hast  spoken 
And  this  child,  at  Thy  command, 

Now  we  bring  to  Thee  in  token, 
That  to  Christ  it  here  is  given, 
For  of  such  shall  be  His  heaven. 


2  Therefore  hasten  we  to  Thee, 

Take  the  pledge  we  bring — O  take  it ! 
Let  us  here  Thy  glory  see, 

And  in  tender  pity  make  it 
Now  Thy  child,  and  leave  it  never — 
Thine  on  earth,  and  Thine  for  ever. 


3  Make  it,  Head,  Thy  member  now ; 

Shepherd,  take  Thy  lamb  and  feed  it ; 
Prince  of  Peace,  its  peace  be  Thou  ; 
Way  of  life,  to  heaven  O  lead  it ! 
Vine,  this  branch  may  nothing  sever, 
Grafted  firm  in  Thee  for  ever. 


Now  upon  Thy  heart  it  lies, 

What  our  hearts  so  dearly  treasure ; 

Heavenward  lead  our  burdened  sighs- 
Pour  Thy  blessing  without  measure ; 

Write  the  name  we  now  have  given, 

Write  it  in  the  book  of  heaven. 
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Sir  ArthitrS.  Sullivan,  Mus.  D. 
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•'  Ask,  and  it  shall  be  given  you  ;  seek,  and j  ",  and  it  shall  be  opened  unto  you. 


1  S\  FATHEE,  Thou  who  hast'  ere  |  cited  all 
*~^     In  wisest  love,  we  pray. 
Look  on  this  babe,  who  at'  Thy  |  gracious 
Is  entering  on  life's  way  ;  [call 

Bend  o'er  him  in  Thy  tenderness, 
Thine  image  on  his  soul  impre>-  ; 
O  Father,  hear  ! 


3  O  Holy  Ghost,  who  brood'edst  |  o'er  the 
Descend  upon  this  child  ;  [wave. 

Give  him  undying  life',  his  |  spirit  lave 

With  waters  undefiled ; 
Grant  him,  while  yet  a  babe,  to  be 
A  child  of  God,  a  home  for  Thee, 
O  Holv  Ghost ! 


2  O  Son  of  God,  who  diedst'  for  |  us,  behold,    4  O  Triune  God,  what  Thou'  com  |  mand'st  is 


We  bring  our  child  to  Thee  ; 
Thou  tender  Shepherd,  take'  him  |  to  Thy 
Thine  own  for  aye  to  be  :  [fold,  : 

Defend  him  through  this  earthly  strife, 
And  lead  him  on  the  path  of  life, 
O  Son  of  God  ! 

2c 


We  speak,  but  Thine  the  might:  [done; 
This  child  hath  scarce  vet  seen'  our  1  earthly 


Yet  pour  on  him  Thy  light. 
In  faith  and  hope,  in  joy  and  love. 
Thou  Sun  of  all  below,  above, 
O  Triune  God  ! 
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Day  of  Rest  (76  76  d.) 


FIRST  TUNE. 


/.   W.  Elliott 
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11  Lord,  I  will  follow  Thee  whithersoever  Thou  goest." 


f\  JESUS,  I  have  promised 
^     To  serve  Thee  to  the  end ; 
Be  Thou  for  ever  near  me, 

My  Master  and  my  Friend  : 
I  shall  not  fear  the  battle 

If  Thou  art  by  my  side, 
Nor  wander  from  the  pathway 

If  Thou  wilt  be  my  guide. 
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0  let  me  feel  Thee  near  me : 
The  world  is  ever  near, — 

1  see  the  sights  that  dazzle, 
The  tempting  sounds  I  hear ; 

My  foes  are  ever  near  me, 
Around  me  and  within ; 

But,  Jesus,  draw  Thou  nearer, 
And  shield  my  soul  from  sin. 


CCELI     ENARRANT   (76  76    D.) 
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SECOND  TUNE. 


(334) 

Sir  Robert  P.  Ste-wart,  Mus.  D. 
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3  0  let  me  hear  Thee  speaking 

In  accents  clear  and  still, 
Above  the  storms  of  passion, 

The  murmurs  of  self-will ; 
0  speak  to  reassure  me, 

To  hasten  or  control ; 
0  speak,  and  make  me  listen, 

Thou  Guardian  of  my  soul. 

4  0  Jesus,  Thou  hast  promised 

To  all  who  follow  Thee, 
That  where  Thou  art  in  glory 
There  shall  Thy  servant  be  : 


And,  Jesus,  I  have  promised 
To  serve  Thee  to  the  end ; 

O  give  me  grace  to  follow 
My  Master  and  my  Friend. 

0  let  me  see  Thy  footmarks, 

And  in  them  plant  mine  own ; 
My  hope  to  follow  duly 

Is  in  Thy  strength  alone. 
O  guide  me,  call  me,  draw  me, 

Uphold  me  to  the  end, 
And  then  in  heaven  receive  me, 

My  Saviour  and  my  Friend. 
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Strattner  (77  77). 


FIRST  TUNE. 


Gerjnan  Melody  by  Strattner. 
Arranged  by  Freylingliausen. 
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Evermore  (77  77). 


SECOND  TUNE. 


H.  J.  Gauntiett.  Mus.  D. 
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":  .-/;/r/  M.y  shall  be  Mine,  saith  the  Lord  of  hosts,  in  that  day  when  I  make  up  My  jewels. 

HPHIXE  for  ever  !  God  of  love 


Hear  us  from  Thy  throne  above  ; 
Thine  for  ever  may  we  be 
Here  and  in  eternity. 

2  Thine  for  ever  !  Lord  of  life, 
Shield  us  through  our  earthly  strife  ; 
Thou  the  Life,  the  Truth,  the  Way, 
Guide  us  to  the  realms  of  day. 

3  Thine  for  ever  !  0  how  blest 
They  who  find  in  Thee  their  rest  ! 
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Saviour,  Guardian,  Heavenly  Friend, 
O  defend  us  to  the  end. 


Thine  for  ever  !  Shepherd,  keep 
Us  Thy  frail  and  trembling  sheep ; 
Safe  alone  beneath  Thy  care, 
Let  us  all  Thy  goodness  share. 

Thine  for  ever  !  Thou  our  guide, 
All  our  wants  by  Thee  supplied. 
All  our  sins  by  Thee  forgiven, 
Lead  us,  Lord,  from  earth  to  heaven. 
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Leicester  (cm.) 


FIRST  TUNE. 


William  Hurst. 


SECOND  TUNE. 


/.  S.  Andersen,  Mus.  B. 
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TVjc  centurion  answered  and  said,  Lord,  I  am  not  -worthy  that  Thou  shouldest  come  wider  my 
roof;  but  speak  the  ivord  only,  and  my  servant  shall  be  healed." 


1  T  AM  not  worthy.  Holy  Lord, 

That  Thou  should st  come  to  me; 


Speak   but   the  word  ;    oue 
Can  set  the  sinner  free. 


[word 


2  I  am  not  worthy ;  cold  and  bare 
The  lodging  of  my  soul ; 
How  canst  Thou  deign  to  enter  there  \ 
Lord,  speak,  and  make  me  whole. 


3  I  am  not  worthy ;  yet,  my  God, 

How  can  I  say  Thee  nay; 
Thee,  who  didst  give  Thy  Flesh  and 
My  ransom-price  to  pay  I        [Blood 

4  O  come  !  in  this  sweet  morning  hour 

Feed  me  with  food  divine  ; 
And  fill  with  all  Thy  love  and  power 
This  worthless  heart  of  mine. 
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Kilsyth  (cm.) 


FIRST  TUNE. 


German,  /J//. 


"  This  do  in  remembrance  of  'Me. 


1  A  CCORDIXG  to  Thy  gracious  word, 
rV.     In  meek  humility, 

This  will  I  do,  my  dying  Lord, 
I  will  remember  Thee. 

2  Thy  body,  broken  for  my  sake. 

My  bread  from  heaven  shall  be ; 
Thy  testamental  cup  I  take, 
And  thus  remember  Thee. 

3  Gethsemane  can  I  forget, 

Or  there  Thy  conflict  see, 
Thine  agony  and  bloody  sweat, 
And  not  remember  Thee  ? 
400 


4  When  to  the  cross  I  turn  mine  eyes, 

And  gaze  on  Calvary, 
O  Lamb  of  God,  my  sacrifice  ! 
I  must  remember  Thee. 

5  Remember  Thee,  and  all  Thy  pains, 

And  all  Thy  love  to  me  ; 
Yea.  while  a  breath,  a  pulse  remains, 
Will  I  remember  Thee. 

6  And  when  these  failing  lips  grow  dumb, 

And  mind  and  memory  flee, 
When  Thou  shalt  in  Thy  kingdom  come, 
Good  Lord,  remember  me. 
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Communion  or  Rockingham  (l.m.) 


Edward  Miller.  Mus.  D. 
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"  77^«  ^a/a?  //<?  ««fo  Azw?,  ^/  certain  »ia>i  made  a  great  supper,  and  bade  many. 


1  1V/TY  God,  and  is  Thy  table  spread  ? 
-^J-    And  does  Thy  cup  with  love  o'er- 

flow? 
Thither  be  all  Thy  children  led, 
And  let  them  all  its  sweetness  know. 

2  Hail,  sacred  feast,  which  Jesus  makes  ! 

Rich  banquet  of  His  flesh  and  blood  ! 
Thrice  happy  he  who  here  partakes 
That  sacred  stream,  that  heavenly 
food ! 


3  O  let  Thy  table  honoured  be, 

And    furnished    well   with    joyful 
guests ; 
And  may  each  soul  salvation  see 
That  here  its  sacred  pledges  tastes. 

4  Let  crowds  approach  with  hearts  pre- 

pared, 
With  hearts  inflamed  let  all  attend  ; 
Nor,  when  we  leave  our  Fathers  board, 
The  pleasure  or  the  profit  end. 


5  Revive  Thy  dying  churches,  Lord  ! 
And  bid  our  drooping  graces  live ; 
And  more,  that  energy  afford, 
A  Saviour's  love  alone  can  oive. 


407 


Ibpmn  320    o35) 


S.  Agnes  (ioioioio). 

n 

James  Langran, 

J/»*.  A 

V 

» 

() 7  $* A  st, 

-& 

°     ^     rJ     c) 

z             I 

1      1 

^s^ 

-©- 

(my.        ^>            cj     r^ 

V^  ?                            i 

Q                /o      *o 

<o 

i                  1 

^~        - 

rO 

; 

f  \  ■>     o 

^— ©1 

p  p 

i     i 

-©> 

<S< 

-&- 
O 

r>      Q      Q      ^~ 
-o-  -e-  -<sh    P> 

— ^ 

^^? — 

o— 

/> 

I 


e± 


a 


^ 

g 


-^ 


rp 


isr 


I      V 


qL 


K2 


f- — 

: 1 h 

— ; — ^j — <s»— 

^— ?J~ 

rl     d     <A     fj 

gz>- 

— g — 

8                -      : 

^ 

o 

408 


•'  /  :..V/  /^v  /..V-7.  «;/</  zof/l  manifest  Myself  to  him. 

I   TTERE,  0  my  Lord,  I  see  Thee  face  to  face ; 

Here  would  I  touch  and  handle  things  unseen. 
Here  grasp  with  firmer  hand  the  eternal  grace, 
And  all  my  weariness  upon  Thee  lean. 

■2  Here  would  I  feed  upon  the  bread  of  God, 

Here  drink  with  Thee  the  royal  wine  of  heaven ; 
Here  would  I  lay  aside  each  earthly  load, 
Here  taste  afresh  the  calm  of  sin  forgiven. 

3  This  is  the  hour  of  banquet  and  of  song ; 
This  is  the  heavenly  table  spread  for  me ; 
Here  let  me  feast,  and,  feasting,  still  prolong 
The  brief  bright  hour  of  fellowship  with  Thee. 
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4  Too  soon  we  rise ;  the  symbols  disappear ; 

The  feast,  though  not  the  love,  is  past  and  gone 
The  bread  and  wine  remove,  but  Thou  art  here, 
Nearer  than  ever,  still  my  shield  and  sun. 

5  Feast  after  feast  thus  comes  and  passes  by, 

Yet,  passing,  points  to  the  glad  feast  above, 
Giving  sweet  foretaste  of  the  festal  joy, 

The  Lamb's  great  bridal  feast  of  bliss  and  love. 


1b\>mn  321    (336) 


Memoria  (8884). 


Samuel  Sebastian  Wesley,  Mus.  D. 


"  As  often  as  ye  eat  this  bread  and  drink  this  cup,  ye  do  sho:u  the  Lord's  death  till  He  come." 


in  Christ  re- 


1  "DY  Christ  redeemed, 

stored, 
We  keep  the  memory  adored 
And  show  the  death  of  our  dear  Lord, 
Until  He  come. 

2  His  body  broken  in  our  stead 
Is  here,  in  this  memorial  bread, 
And  so  our  feeble  love  is  fed, 

Until  He  come. 

3  The  drops  of  His  dread  agony, 
His  life-blood  shed  for  us,  we  see ; 
The  wine  shall  tell  the  mystery, 

Until  He  come. 


4  And  thus  that  dark  betrayal  night 
With  the  last  advent  we  unite, 
By  one  blest  chain  of  loving  rite, 

Until  He  come. 

5  Until  the  trump  of  God  be  heard, 
Until  the  ancient  graves  be  stirred, 
And  with   the  great   commanding 

word 

The  Lord  shall  come. 

6'  O  blessed  hope  !  with  this  elate, 
Let  not  our  hearts  be  desolate, 
But,  strong  in  faith,  in  patience  wait, 
Until  He  come. 
409 


Ibpmn  322    (339) 


Argyle  (7676). 

Q    —  , 


E.  H.  Turpin 


£ 


p 


<^±A 


A 


2p£ 


-&- 


-P- 


?Z 


s 


-i — I— I- 


^~ 


-Mr 


&e£ 


-e>— ^ 


:± 


J-+ 


3TT 


@ 


P     P 


t*± 


j    rj 


1  r 


1 

z± 


4 


fr 


zz: 


rr 


£u 


7?~ 


p^f 


:^=^: 


/2«</  another  angel  came  and  stood  at  the  altar,  bearing  a  golden  censer;  and  there  %vas  given 
unto  hint  much  incense,  that  he  should  offer  it  with  the  prayers  of  all  saints  upon  the  golden 
altar  which  is  before  the  throne."  % 

1  rpHOU  standest  at  the  altar, 

Thou  offerest  every  prayer ; 
In  faith's  unclouded  vision 
We  see  Thee  ever  there. 


2  Out  of  Thy  hand  the  incense 

Ascends  before  the  throne. 

Where  Thou  art  interceding, 

Lord  Jesus,  for  Thine  own. 

3  And,  through  Thy  blood  accepted, 

With  Thee  we  keep  the  feast ; 
Thou  art  alone  the  Victim, 
Thou  only  art  the  Priest. 

4  We  come,  O  only  Saviour; 

On  Thee,  the  Lamb,  we  feed : 
Thy  flesh  is  bread  from  heaven, 
Thy  blood  is  drink  indeed. 
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5  To  Thee,  Almighty  Father; 
Incarnate  Son,  to  Thee  ; 
To  Thee,  Anointing  Spirit, 
All  praise  and  glory  be. 
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Erlangen  (9898). 


Melody  of  15th  Century. 
Adapted  by  II  'alter  llatcty. 
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Whoso  eateth  My  flesh  and  drinketh  My  blood  hath  eternal  life. 

1  "DREAD  of  the  world,  in  mercy  broken, 
Wine  of  the  soul,  in  mercy  shed ; 
By  Whom  the  words  of  life  were  spoken, 
And  in  Whose  death  our  sins  are  dead : 


2  Look  on  the  heart  by  sorrow  broken ; 
Look  on  the  tears  by  sinners  shed ; 
And  be  Thy  feast  to  us  the  token, 
That  by  Thy  grace  our  souls  are  fed. 
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•  /  a/«  i'/iti?  living  bread  which  ca.77ie  down  from  heaven. 

1  TTREAD  of  heaven  !  011  Thee  I  feed, 
For  Thy  flesh  is  meat  indeed ; 
Ever  may  my  soul  be  fed 
With  this  true  and  living  bread ; 
Day  by  day  with  strength  supplied, 
Through  the  life  of  Him  who  died. 

•2  Vine  of  heaven  !  Thy  blood  supplies 
This  blest  cup  of  sacrifice  ; 
'Tis  Thy  wounds  my  healing  give ; 
To  Thy  cross  I  look  and  live. 
Thou  my  life  !  oh,  let  me  be 
Rooted,  grafted,  built  on  Thee. 
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Johann  Crilger. 
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SECOND   TUNE. 


Freylinghausen  s  Gesangbuch^  r~r4. 
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That yc  may  eat  and  drink  at  My  table  in  My  kingdom. 


1    JESUS,  to  Thy  table  led, 
*J      Now  let  every  heart  be  fed 
With  the  true  and  living  bread. 

•2  While  upon  Thy  cross  we  gaze, 
Mourning  o'er  our  sinful  ways. 
Turn  our  sadness  into  praise. 

3  When  we  taste  the  mystic  wine, 
Of  Thine  outpoured  blood  the  sign, 
Fill  our  hearts  with  love  divine. 


4  Draw  us  to  Thy  wounded  side, 
Whence  there  flowed  the  healing  tide 
There  our  sins  and  sorrows  hide. 

5  From  the  bonds  of  sin  release, 
Cold  and  wavering  faith  increase  ; 
Lamb  of  God,  grant  us  Thy  peace  ! 

6  Lead  us  by  Thy  pierced  hand, 
Till  around  Thy  throne  we  stand, 
In  the  bright  and  better  land. 
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"  Ye  do  show  the  Lord's  death  till  He  come. 


rjlILL  He  come — 0  let  the  words 

Linger  on  the  trembling  chords : 
Let  the  little  while  between 
In  their  golden  light  be  seen ; 
Let  us  think  how  heaven  and  home 
Lie  beyond  that  "Till  He  come." 


When  the  weary  ones  we  love 
Enter  on  their  rest  above, 
Seems  the  earth  so  poor  and  vast, 
All  our  life-joy  overcast? 
Hush,  be  every  murmur  dumb : 
It  is  only  till  He  come. 
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Clouds  and  conflicts  round  us  press : 
Would  we  have  one  sorrow  less? 
All  the  sharpness  of  the  cross, 
All  that  tells  the  world  is  loss, 
Death,  and  darkness,  and  the  tomb, 
Only  whisper  "  Till  He  come/' 

See,  the  feast  of  love  is  spread ! 
Drink  the  wine,  and  break  the  bread 
Sweet  memorials, — till  the  Lord 
Calls  us  round  His  heavenly  board ; 
Some  from  earth,  from  glory  some, 
Severed  only  till  He  come. 
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"  Heforgetteth  not  the  cry  of  the  humble.     Have  mercy  upon  >uc,  0  Lord.  " 
PART    I. 

1  nODof  God,  and  Light  of  Light, 

King  of  glory,  Lord  of  might : 
Hear  us,  Holy  Jesus. 

2  Shepherd,  whom  the  Father  gave 
His  lost  sheep  to  find  and  save : 

Hear  us,  Holy  Jesus. 

3  Offering  pure  in  every  place, 
Pledge  and  means  of  heavenly  grace : 

Hear  us,  Holy  Jesus. 


Type  and  prophecy  foretold : 
Hear  us,  Holy  Jesus. 

5  King  of  Salem,  Priest  Divine, 
Bringing  forth  Thy  bread  and  wine : 

Hear  us,  Holy  Jesus, 

6  Paschal  Lamb,  whose  sprinkled  blood 
Saves  the  Israel  of  God . 

Hear  us,  Holy  Jesus. 

7  Manna,  found  at  dawn  of  day, 
Pilgrim's  food  in  desert-way 

Hear  us,  Holy  Jesus, 
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PART    II. 


8  By  the  mercy,  that  of  yore 
Shadowed  forth  Thy  gifts  in  store  : 

Save  us,  Holy  Jesus. 

9  By  the  love,  on  that  last  night 
That  ordained  the  better  rite  : 

Save  us,  Holv  Jesus. 


10  By  the  death,  that  could  alone 
For  the  whole  world's  sin  atone 

Save  us,  Hoty  Jesus. 

11  By  the  wounds,  that  ever  plead 
For  our  help  in  time  of  need  : 

Save  us,  Holv  Jesus. 


12  That  we  may  remember  still 
Kedron's  brook  and  Calvary's  hill  : 

Grant  us,  Holy  Jesus. 

13  That  our  thankful  hearts  may  glow 
As  Thy  precious  death  we  show  : 

Grant  us,  Holy  Jesus. 

14  That  Thy  sacred  flesh  and  blood 
Be  our  true  life-giving  food  : 

Grant  us,  Holy  Jesus. 
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15  That  in  all  our  words  and  ways 
We  may  daily  show  Thy  praise  : 

Grant  us,  Holy  Jesus. 

16  That,  as  death's  dark  vale  we  tread, 
Thou    mayst    be    our   strengthening 

Grant  us,  Holy  Jesus.  [Bread: 

17  That,  unworthy  though  we  be, 
We  may  ever  dwell  with  Thee  : 

Grant  us,  Holy  Jesus. 


CHURCH    AND     MINISTRY. 
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The  Parish  Choir,  iSji. 
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"  Behold,  I  lay  in  Sion  a  chief  Corner  Stone,  elect,  precious." 

1  f^HRIST  is  made  the  sure  foundation,    3  To  this  temple,  where  we  call  Thee, 

Come,  0  Lord  of  hosts,  to-day  ; 


Christ  the  head  and  corner-stone, 
Chosen  of  the  Lord,  and  precious, 

Binding  all  the  Church  in  one, 
Holy  Zion's  help  for  ever, 

And  her  confidence  alone. 

■2  All  that  dedicated  city, 

Dearly  loved  of  God  on  high, 

In  exultant  jubilation 
Pours  perpetual  melody  ; 

God  the  One  in  Three  adoring 
In  glad  hymns  eternally. 


With  Thy  wonted  loving-kindness, 
Hear  Thy  servants,  as  they  pray  ; 

And  Thy  fullest  benediction 
Shed  within  its  walls  alway. 

Here  vouchsafe  to  all  Thy  servants 
What  they  ask  of  Thee  to  gain. 

What  they  gain  from  Thee  for  ever 
With  the  blessed  to  retain, 

And  hereafter  in  Thy  glory 
Evermore  with  Thee  to  reign. 


Praise  and  honour  to  the  Father. 

Praise  and  honour  to  the  Son, 
Praise  and  honour  to  the  Spirit, 

Ever  Three  and  ever  One, 
One  in  might,  and  One  in  glory, 

While  eternal  ages  run. 
2d 
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;  /  Aiy  z'«  Zion  for  a  foundation  a  stone,  a  tried  stone,  a  precious  corner-stone,  a  sure  foundation." 


TN  the  Name  which  earth  and  heaven 
Ever  worship,  praise,  and  fear, — 
Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Spirit, — 
Shall  a  house  be  builded  here : 
Here  with  prayer  its  deep  foundations, 

In  the  faith  of  Christ,  we  lay, 
Trusting  by  His  help  to  crown  it 
With  the  top-stone  in  its  day. 
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Here  as  in  their  due  succession 

Stone  on  stone  the  workmen  place, 
Thus,  we  pray,  unseen  but  surely, 

Jesus,  build  us  up  in  grace ; 
Till,  within  these  walls  completed, 

"We  complete  in  Thee  are  found; 
And  to  Thee,  the  one  Foundation, 

Strong  and  living  stoues,  are  bound. 
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3  Fair  shall  be  Thine  earthly  temple  : 

Here  the  careless  passer-by 
Shall  bethink  him,  in  its  beauty, 

Of  the  holier  House  on  high. 
Weary  hearts  and  troubled  spirits 

Here  shall  find  a  still  retreat; 
Sinful  souls  shall  bring  their  burden 

Here  to  the  Absolver's  feet. 

4  Yet  with  truer,  nobler  beauty, 

Lord,  we  pray,  this  house  adorn, 
Where  Thy  Bride,  Thy  Church  redeemed, 

Robes  her  for  her  marriage  morn  ; 
Clothed  in  garments  of  salvation, 

Rich  with  gems  of  heavenly  grace, 
Spouse  of  Christ,  arrayed  and  waiting 

Till  she  may  behold  His  face. 

5  Here  in  due  and  solemn  order 

May  her  ceaseless  prayer  arise  ; 
Here  may  strains  of  holy  gladness 

Lift  her  heart  above  the  skies ; 
Here  the  word  of  life  be  spoken ; 

Here  the  child  of  God  be  sealed; 
Here  the  Bread  of  heaven  be  broken, 

"  Till  He  come  "  Himself  revealed. 

6  Praise  to  Thee,  O  Master-Builder, 

Maker  of  the  earth  and  skies ; 
Praise  to  Thee,  in  whom  Thy  temple 

Fitly  framed  together  lies ; 
Praise  to  Thee,  Eternal  Spirit, 

Binding  all  that  lives  in  one : 
Till  our  earthly  praise  be  ended, 

A.nd  the  eternal  song  begun  ! 
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/fa  £s  £/w  Head  of  the  body,  the  Church." 


1  THEE  Church's  one  foundation 

Is  Jesus  Christ  her  Lord  ; 
She  is  His  new  creation 

By  water  and  the  "Word  : 
From  heaven  He  came  and  sought  her 

To  be  His  holy  Bride ; 
With  His  own  blood  He  bought  her, 

And  for  her  life  He  died. 

2  Elect  from  every  nation, 

Yet  one  o'er  all  the  earth, 
Her  charter  of  salvation 

One  Lord,  one  faith,  one  birth, 
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One  holy  name  she  blesses, 

Partakes  one  holy  food, 
And  to  one  hope  she  presses, 

With  every  grace  endued. 

3  Though  with  a  scornful  wonder 

Men  see  her  sore  opprest, 
By  schisms  rent  asunder, 

By  heresies  distrest, 
Yet  saints  their  watch  are  keeping, 

Their  cry  goes  up,  "  How  long  ? " 
And  soon  the  night  of  weeping 

Shall  be  the  morn  of  song. 
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Mid  toil  and  tribulation, 

And  tumult  of  her  war, 
She  waits  the  consummation 

Of  peace  for  evermore  ; 
Till  with  the  vision  glorious 

Her  longing  eyes  are  blest, 
And  the  great  Church  victorious 

Shall  be  the  Church  at  rest. 


Yet  she  on  earth  hath  union 

With  God  the  Three  in  On 3, 
And  mystic  sweet  communion 

With  those  whose  rest  is  won  : 
O  happy  ones  and  holy  ! 

Lord,  give  us  grace  that  we, 
Like  them  the  meek  and  lowly, 

On  high  may  dwell  with  Thee. 
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"  Glorious  things  arc  spoken  of  thee,  O  city  of  God. 


1  C\  LORIOUS  things  of  thee  are  spoken, 
^     Zion,  city  of  our  God ; 

He,  whose  word  cannot  be  broken, 
Formed  thee  for  His  own  abode : 

2  On  the  Rock  of  Ages  founded, 

What  can  shake  thy  sure  repose  ] . 
With  salvation's  walls  surrounded, 
Thou  mayst  smile  at  all  thy  foes. 

3  See,  the  streams  of  living  waters, 

Springing  from  eternal  love, 
Well  supply  thy  sons  and  daughters, 
And  all  fear  of  want  remove : 

4  Who  can  faint  while  such  a  river 

Ever  flows  their  thirst  to  assuage ; 


Grace,  which  like  the  Lord  the  giver, 
Never  fails  from  age  to  age  ? 

5  Round  each  habitation  hovering, 

See  the  cloud  and  fire  appear, 
For  a  glory  and  a  covering ; 
Showing  that  the  Lord  is  near. 

6  Saviour,  if  of  Zion's  city 

I,  through  grace,  a  member  am, 
Let  the  world  deride  or  pity, 
I  will  glory  in  Thy  name  : 

7  Fading  is  the  worldling's  pleasure, 

All  his  boasted  pomp  and  show ; 
Solid  joys  and  lasting  treasure 
None  but  Zion's  children  know 
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"'  77^  laying  on  of  the  hands  of  the  p?-esbytery* 

1  T  OBD,  pour  Thy  Spirit  from  on  high, 

And  Thine  ordained  servants  bless; 
Graces  and  gifts  to  each  supply, 

And  clothe  Thy  priests  with  righteousness. 

2  Within  Thy  temple,  when  they  stand 

To  teach  the  truth,  as  taught  by  Thee, 
Saviour,  like  stars  in  Thy  right  hand 
Let  all  Thy  Church's  pastors  be. 

3  Wisdom,  and  zeal,  and  love  impart, 

Firmness  with  meekness  from  above, 
To  bear  Thy  people  in  their  heart, 

And  love  the  souls  whom  Thou  dost  love ; 

4  To  love,  and  pray,  and  never  faint, 

By  day  and  night  their  guard  to  keep, 
To  warn  the  sinner,  form  the  saint, 

To  feed  Thy  lambs,  and  tend  Thy  sheep. 

5  So  when  their  work  is  finished  here, 

They  may  in  hope  their  charge  resign  ! 
So  when  their  Master  shall  appear, 
They  may  with  crowns  of  glory  shine  ! 


422 


1b\>mn  333    043) 
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Frederick  Clay. 
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"  Christ  Icn'ed  the  Church,  and  gave  Hijuselffor  it.' 


1  JESUS,  with  Thy  Church  abide, 

*J      Be  her  Saviour,  Lord,  and  Guide, 
While  on  earth  her  faith  is  tried : 

We  beseech  Thee,  hear  us. 

2  Keep  her  life  and  doctrine  pure ; 
Grant  her  patience  to  endure, 
Trusting  in  Thy  promise  sure  : 

We  beseech  Thee,  hear  us, 

3  May  her  voice  be  ever  clear, 
Warning  of  a  judgment  near, 
Telling  of  a  Saviour  dear  : 

We  beseech  Thee,  hear  us. 

4  All  her  fettered  powers  release,     . 
Bid  our  strife  and  envy  cease, 
Grant  the  heavenly  gift  of  peace  : 

We  beseech  Thee,  hear  us. 

5  May  she  one  in  doctrine  be, 
One  in  troth  and  charity, 
Winning  all  to  faith  in  Theej 

We  beseech  Thee,  hear  us. 

6  May  she  guide  the  poor  and  blind, 
Seek  the  lost  until  she  find, 

And  the  broken-hearted  bind  : 

We  beseech  Thee,  hear  us. 


7  Save  her  love  from  growing  cold, 
Make  her  watchmen  strong  and  bold, 
Fence  her  round — Thy  peaceful  fold  : 

We  beseech  Thee,  hear  us. 

8  Judge  her  not  for  work  undone, 
Judge  her  not  for  fields  unwon, 
Bless  her  works  in  Thee  begun  : 

We  beseech  Thee,  hear  us. 

9  May  her  lamp  of  truth  be  bright, 
Bid  her  bear  aloft  its  light 
Through  the  realms  of  heathen  night : 

We  beseech  Thee,  hear  us. 

10  May  her  scattered  children  be 
From  reproach  of  evil  free, 
Blameless  witnesses  for  Thee  : 

We  beseech  Thee,  hear  us. 

11  Arm  her  soldiers  with  the  cross, 
Brave  to  suffer  toil  or  loss, 
Counting  earthly  gain  but  dross : 

We  beseech  Thee,  hear  us. 

12  May  she  holy  triumphs  win, 
Overthrow  the  hosts  of  sin, 
Gather  all  Thy  chosen  in  : 

We  beseech  Thee,  hear  us. 


13  May  she  soon  all  glorious  be, 
Spotless  and  from  wrinkle  free, 
Pure  and  bright  and  worthy  Thee : 
We  beseech  Thee,  hear  us. 
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"  Here  am  f,  send  me." 


1  T  OED,  speak  to  me,  that  I  may  speak 
In  living  echoes  of  Thy  tone  ; 
As  Thou  hast  sought,  so  let  me  seek 
Thy  erring  children  lost  and  lone. 


2  0  lead  me,  Lord,  that  I  may  lead 

The  wandering  and  the  wavering  feet; 

O  feed  me,  Lord,  that  I  may  feed  [sweet. 

Thy   hungering    ones   with    manna 


3  O  strengthen  me,  that,  while  I  stand 

Firm  on  the  rock,  and  strong  in  Thee, 
I  may  stretch  out  a  loving  hand 
To  wrestlers  with  the  troubled  sea. 

4  O  teach  me,  Lord,  that  I  may  teach 

The  precious  things  Thou  dost  impart ; 
And  wing  my  words,  that  they  may  reach 
The  hidden  depths  of  many  a  heart. 
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5  O  give  Thine  own  sweet  rest  to  me, 

That  I  may  speak  with  soothing  power 
A  word  in  season,  as  from  Thee, 
To  weary  ones  in  needful  hour. 

6  O  fill  me  with  Thy  fulness,  Lord, 

Until  my  very  heart  o'erliow 
In  kindling  thought  and  glowing  word, 
Thy  love  to  tell,  Thy  praise  to  show. 

7  O  use  me,  Lord,  use  even  me, 

Just  as  Thou  wilt,  and  when,  and  where, 
Until  Thy  blessed  face  I  see, 

Thy  rest,  Thy  joy,  Thy  glory  share. 
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67.  Gall  Katholisches  Gesangbuch,  1863. 
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"  //<?  ^/W  reapeth. .  . . gat Jureth  fruit  unto  life  eternal." 


1  T  OBD  of  the  living  harvest 
-^     That  whitens  o'er  the  plain, 
Where  angels  soon  shall  gather 

Their  sheaves  of  golden  grain, 
Accept  these  hands  to  labour, 

These  hearts  to  trust  and  love, 
And  deign  with  them  to  hasten 

Thy  kingdom  from  above. 

2  As  labourers  in  Thy  vineyard 

Send  us  out,  Christ,  to  be 
Content  to  bear  the  burden 
Of  weary  days  fur  Thee  : 


We  ask  no  other  wages, 

When  Thou  shalt  call  us  home, 
But  to  have  shared  the  travail 

Which  makes  Thy  kingdom  come. 

Be  with  us,  God  the  Father  ! 

Be  with  us,  God  the  Son  ! 
And  God  the  Holy  Spirit  ! 

O  blessed  Three  in  One  ! 
Make  us  a  royal  priesthood, 

Thee  rightly  to  adore, 
And  fill  us  with  Thy  fulness 

Now  and  for  evermore 
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SECOND  TUNE. 


Bohemian  Brilder-Choralbuch,  IJ44. 
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Zfc  ^#2?  reapeth. .  . . gather eth fruit  unto  life  eternal." 


1  T  ORD  of  the  living  harvest 
-^     That  whitens  o'er  the  plain, 
Where  angels  soon  shall  gather 

Their  sheaves  of  golden  grain, 
Accept  these  hands  to  labour, 

These  hearts  to  trust  and  love, 
And  deign  with  them  to  hasten 

Thy  kingdom  from  above. 

2  As  labourers  in  Thy  vineyard 

Send  us  out,  Christ,  to  be 
Content  to  bear  the  burden 
Of  weary  days  for  Thee : 
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We  ask  no  other  wages, 

When  Thou  shalt  call  us  home, 
But  to  have  shared  the  travail 

Which  makes  Thy  kingdom  come. 

3  Be  with  us,  God  the  Father ! 

Be  with  us,  God  the  Son ! 
And  God  the  Holy  Spirit ! 

O  blessed  Three  in  One ! 
Make  us  a  royal  priesthood, 

Thee  rightly  to  adore, 
And  fill  us  with  Thy  fulness 

Now  and  for  evermore. 
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Rev.  T.  R.  Matthews,  B.A. 
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"  Zt'^  us  not  be  weary  in  well-doing. 


1/^0,  labour  on ;  spend  and  be  spent, 
™  Thy  joy  to  do  the  Father's  will ; 
It  is  the  way  the  Master  went ; 

Should  not  the  servant  tread  it  still  ? 


2  Go,  labour  on  ;  'tis  not  for  nought ; 
Thy  earthly  loss  is  heavenly  gain ; 
Men  heed  thee,  love  thee,  praise  thee  not ; 
The  Master  praises ; — what  are  men  ] 


3  Go,  labour  on ;  your  hands  are  weak, 

Your  knees  are  faint,  your  soul  cast  down  ; 
Yet  falter  not ;  the  prize  you  seek 
Is  near, — a  kingdom  and  a  crown. 

4  Go,  labour  on  while  it  is  day ; 

The  world's  dark  night  is  hastening  on ; 
Speed,  speed  thy  work ;  cast  sloth  away ; 
It  is  not  thus  that  souls  are  won. 

5  Men  die  in  darkness  at  your  side, 

Without  a  hope  to  cheer  the  tomb ; 
Take  up  the  torch  and  wave  it  wide, 

The  torch  that  lights  time's  thickest  gloom. 

6  Toil  on,  faint  not,  keep  watch,  and  pray ; 

Be  wise  the  erring  soul  to  win ; 
Go  forth  into  the  world's  highway, 
Compel  the  wanderer  to  come  in. 

7  Toil  on,  and  in  thy  toil  rejoice ; 

For  toil  comes  rest,  for  exile  home ; 
Soon  shalt  thou  hear  the  Bridegroom's  voice, 
The  midnight  peal,  "  Behold,  I  come  ! " 


42? 


Ib^mn  337    (347) 


S.  Victor  (7676). 


FIRST  TUNE. 


Richard  Redhead. 
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"  Turn  us  again,  O  God  of  hosts,  and  cause  Thy  face  to  shine ;  and  we  shall  be  saved. 


1  "DOWED  low  in  supplication, 
"^     We  come,  O  Lord,  to  Thee ; 
Thy  grace  alone  can  save  us ; 

To  Thee  alone  we  flee. 

2  We  come  for  this  our  Parish 

Thy  mercy  to  implore  ; 
On  Church,  and  homes,  and  people, 
O  Lord,  Thy  blessing  pour. 

3  Blot  out  our  sins,  O  Father ! 

Forgive  the  guilty  past ; 
Loose  from  their  chains  the  captives 
Whom  Satan  holdeth  fast. 

4  Wake  up  the  slumbering  conscience 

To  listen  to  Thy  call ; 
The  weak  and  wavering  strengthen, 
And  raise  up  them  that  fall. 


5  Our  crying  sin  drive  from  us 

With  Thy  chastising  rod  ; 
That  we  may  be  a  people 
Fearing  and  loving  God. 

6  O  be  Thy  house,  Lord,  hallowed, 

And  hallowed  be  Thy  day ; 

Let  sin-stained  souls  find  pardon, 

And  learn  to  love  and  pray. 

7  O  bless  and  keep  the  faithful, 

That  they  may  stand  secure ; 
Unharmed  by  Satan's  malice, 
And  steadfast,  meek,  and  pure. 

8  With  heavenly  food  supported, 

O  be  they  firm  and  strong 
To  follow  all  things  holy, 

To  flee  from  all. things  wrong. 


9  Lord,  banish  strife  and  variance, 
Knit  sundered  hearts  in  one; 
And  bind  us  all  together 
In  love  to  Thy  dear  Son. 

10  O  Father,  bless  our  Parish, 

That  all  may  grow  in  grace, 
And  love  Thee  daily  better, 
Until  we  see  Thy  face. 
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SECOND  TUNE. 


Melchior  Vulpius. 
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7»rM  ?^  again,  O  God  of  hosts,  and  cause  Thy  face  to  shine;  and tve  shall  be  saved. 


1  "DO  WED  low  in  supplication, 

We  come,  O  Lord,  to  Thee  ; 
Thy  grace  alone  can  save  us  ; 
To  Thee  alone  we  flee. 

2  We  come  for  this  our  Parish 

Thy  mercy  to  implore ; 
On  Church,  and  homes,  and  people, 
O  Lord,  Thy  blessing  pour. 

3  Blot  out  our  sins,  O  Father  ! 

Forgive  the  guilty  past ; 
Loose  from  their  chains  the  captives 
Whom  Satan  holdeth  fast. 

4  AYake  up  the  slumbering  conscience 

To  listen  to  Thy  call ; 
The  weak  and  wavering  strengthen, 
And  raise  up  them  that  fall. 


5  Our  crying  sin  drive  from  us 

With  Thy  chastising  rod  ; 
That  we  may  be  a  people 
Fearing  and  loving  God. 

6  O  be  Thy  house,  Lord,  hallowed, 

And  hallowed  be  Thy  day ; 

Let  sin-stained  souls  find  pardon, 

And  learn  to  love  and  pray. 

7  O  bless  and  keep  the  faithful, 

That  they  may  stand  secure  ; 
Unharmed  by  Satan's  malice, 
And  steadfast,  meek,  and  pure. 

8  With  heavenly  food  supported, 

O  be  they  firm  and  strong 
To  follow  all  things  holy, 

To  flee  from  all  things  wrong. 


9  Lord,  banish  strife  and  variance, 
Knit  sundered  hearts  in  one ; 
And  bind  us  all  together 
In  love  to  Thy  dear  Son. 

10  O  Father,  bless  our  Parish, 

That  all  may  grow  in  grace, 
And  love  Thee  daily  better, 
Until  we  see  Thy  face. 
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:  A  threefold  cord  is  not  quickly  broken." 


1  npHE  voice  that  breathed  o'er  Eden, 

That  earliest  wedding  day, 
The  primal  marriage  blessing, 
It  hath  not  passed  away  : 

2  Still  in  the  pure  espousal 

Of  Christian  man  and  maid, 
The  Holy  Three  are  with  us, 
The  threefold  grace  is  said, 

3  For  dower  of  blessed  children, 

For  love  and  faith's  sweet  sake, 
For  high  mysterious  union 

Which  nought  on  earth  may  break. 


4  Be  present,  awful  Father, 

To  give  away  this  bride, 
As  Eve  Thou  gav'st  to  Adam 
Out  of  his  own  pierced  side ; 

5  Be  present,  Son  of  Mary, 

To  join  their  loving  hands, 
As  Thou  didst  bind  two  natures 
In  Thine  eternal  bands ; 

6  Be  present,  Holiest  Spirit, 

To  bless  them  as  they  kneel, 
As  Thou  for  Christ,  the  Bridegroom, 
The  heavenly  spouse  dost  seal. 


7  O  spread  Thy  pure  wing  o'er  them, 

Let  no  ill  power  find  place, 
When  onward  to  Thine  altar 
The  hallowed  path  they  trace, 

8  To  cast  their  crowns  before  Thee 

In  perfect  sacrifice, 
Till  to  the  home  of  gladness 

With  Christ's  own  Bride  they  rise. 
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SKCO.MD  TUNE. 


Justin  Heinrich  Knecht. 
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"^4  threefold  cord  is  not  quickly  broken" 


1  rPHE  voice  that  breathed  o'er  Eden, 

That  earliest  wedding  day, 
The  primal  marriage  blessing, 
It  hath  not  passed  away  : 

2  Still  in  the  pure  espousal 

Of  Christian  man  and  maid 
The  Holy  Three  are  with  us, 
The  threefold  grace  is  said, 

3  For  dower  of  blessed  children, 

For  love  and  faith's  sweet  sake, 
For  high  mysterious  union 

Which  nought  on  earth  mav  break. 


4  Be  present,  awful  Father, 

To  give  away  this  bride, 
As  Eve  Thou  gav'st  to  Adam 
Out  of  his  own  pierced  side ; 

5  Be  present,  Son  of  Mary, 

To  join  their  loving  hands, 
As  Thou  didst  bind  two  natures 
In  Thine  eternal  bands ; 

6  Be  present,  Holiest  Spirit, 

To  bless  them  as  they  kneel, 
As  Thou  for  Christ,  the  Bridegroom, 
The  heavenly  spouse  dost  seal. 


7  O  spread  Thy  pure  wing  o'er  them, 
Let  no  ill  power  find  place, 
When  onward  to  Thine  altar 
The  hallowed  path  they  trace, 


8  To  cast  their  crowns  before  Thee 
In  perfect  sacrifice, 
Till  to  the  home  of  gladness 

With  Christ's  own  Bride  they  rise. 
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Both  Jesus  7uas  called,  and  His  disciples,  to  the  marriage." 

1  TJOW  welcome  was  the  call, 

And  sweet  the  festal  lay, 
When  Jesus  deigned  in  Cana's  hall 
To  bless  the  marriage  day ! 

2  And  happy  was  the  bride, 

And  glad  the  bridegroom's  heart, 
For  He  who  tarried  at  their  side 
Bade  grief  and  ill  depart. 

3  His  gracious  power  Divine 
The  water  vessels  knew ; 

And  plenteous  was  the  mystic  wine 
The  wondering  servants  drew. 

4  O  Lord  of  life  and  love, 
Come  Thou  again  to-day ; 

And  bring  a  blessing  from  above 
That  ne'er  shall  pass  away. 

5  O  bless,  as  erst  of  old, 

The  bridegroom  and  the  bride ; 
Bless  with  the  holier  stream  that  flowed 
Forth  from  Thy  pierced  side. 

6  Before  Thine  altar-throne 
This  mercy  we  implore  ; 

As  Thou  dost  knit  them,  Lord,  in  one„ 
So  bless  them  evermore. 
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"Jesus  7uas  called,  and  His  disciples,  to  the  marriage. 


1  f\  FATHER  all  creating, 

\J     Whose  wisdom,  love,  and  power, 
First  bound  two  lives  together 

In  Eden's  primal  hour, 
.  To-day  to  these  Thy  children 

Thine  earliest  gift  renew ; 
A  home  by  Thee  made  happy, 

A  love  by  Thee  kept  true. 

2  0  Saviour,  guest  most  bounteous 

Of  old  in  Galilee, 
Vouchsafe  to-day  Thy  presence 

With  these  who  cail  on  Thee ; 
Their  store  of  earthly  gladness 

Transform  to  heavenly  wine, 
And  teach  them  in  the  tasting 

To  know  the  gift  is  Thine. 


2  k 


3  0  Spirit  of  the  Father, 

Breathe  on  them  from  above, 
So  mighty  in  Thy  pureness, 

So  tender  in  Thy  love ; 
That  guarded  by  Thy  presence, 

From  sin  and  strife  kept  free, 
Their  lives  may  own  Thy  guidance, 

Their  hearts  be  ruled  by  Thee. 

4  Except  Thou  build  it,  Father, 

The  house  is  built  in  vain ; 
Except  Thou,  Saviour,  bless  it, 

The  joy  will  turn  to  pain; 
But  nought  can  break  the  union 

Of  hearts  in  Thee  made  one, 
And  love  which  Thou  hast  hallowed 

Is  endless  love  begun. 
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Wordsworth  (7676  d.) 


FIRST  TUNE. 


W.  H.  Monk,  Mus.  D. 
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"  77«'s  is  the  day  which  the  Lord  hath  made 

1  C\  DAY  of  rest  and  gladness, 
^     0  day  of  joy  and  light, 
0  balm  of  care  and  sadness, 

Most  beautiful,  most  bright ; 
On  thee  the  high  and  Jowly, 

Through  ages  joined  in  tune, 
Sing,  Holy,  Holy,  Holy, 

To  the  great  God  Triune. 

2  On  thee,  at  the  creation, 

The  light  first  had  its  birth  : 
On  thee,  for  our  salvation, 

Christ  rose  from  depths  of  earth 
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we  will  rejoice  and  be  glad  in  it." 

On  thee,  our  Lord  victorious 
The  Spirit  sent  from  heaven ; 

And  thus  on  thee  most  glorious 
A  triple  light  was  given. 

Thou  art  a  port  protected 

From  storms  that  round  us  rise  ; 
A  garden  intersected 

With  streams  of  Paradise ; 
Thou  art  a  cooling  fountain 

In  life's  dry  dreary  sand  ; 
From  thee,  like  Pisgah's  mountain, 

"We  view  our  Promised  Land. 
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Day  of  Rest  (7676  d.) 


SECOND  TUNE. 


/.  IV.  Elliott. 
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4  Thou  art  a  holy  ladder, 

Where  angels  go  aud  come : 
Each  Sunday  finds  us  gladder, 

Nearer  to  heaven,  our  home. 
A  day  of  sweet  refection, 

A  day  thou  art  of  love, 
A  day  of  resurrection 

From  earth  to  things  above. 

5  To-day  on  weary  nations 

The  heavenly  manna  falls ; 
To  holy  convocations 
The  silver  trumpet  calls, 


Where  gospel  light  is  glowing 
With  pure  and  radiant  beams, 

And  living  water  flowing 

With  soul-refreshing  streams. 

New  graces  ever  gaining 

From  11  lis  our  day  of  rest, 
We  reach  the  rest  remaining 

To  spirits  of  the  blest. 
To  Holy  Ghost  be  praises, 

To  Father,  and  to  Son; 
The  Church  her  voice  upraises 

To  Thee,  blest  Three  in  One. 
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Fareham  (s.m.) 
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Sir  John  Goss,  Mns.  D. 
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"  /  7£/«5  z'w  Me  Spirit  on  the  Lord's  day." 

1  fTHIS  is  the  day  of  light  : 

Let  there  be  light  to-day  ; 
0  Day  spring,  rise  upon  our  night. 
And  chase  its  gloom  away. 

2  This  is  the  day  of  rest  : 
Our  failing  strength  renew  ; 

On  weary  brain  and  troubled  breast  ■ 
Shed  Thou  Thy  freshening  dew. 

3  This  is  the  day  of  peace  : 
Thy  peace  our  spirits  fill ; 

Bid  Thou  the  blasts  of  discord  cease, 
The  waves  of  strife  be  still. 

4  This  is  the  day  of  prayer  : 

Let  earth  to  heaven  draw  near  ; 
Lift  up  our  hearts  to  seek  Thee  there, 
Come  down  to  meet  us  here. 

5  This  is  the  first  of  days  : 

Send  forth  Thy  quickening  breath. 
And  wake  dead  souls  to  love  and  praise, 
O  Vanquisher  of  death  ! 
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S.  Sepulchre  (l.m.) 


George  Coope 
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Y'/ft'  2,0?*/  w  mg-A  «»&*  all  them  that  call  upon  Him,  to  all  that  call  upon  Him  in  truth. 

1  TESUS,  where'er  Thy  people  meet, 

There  they  behold  Thy  mercy -seat ; 
Where'er  they  seek  Thee  Thou  art  found, 
And  every  place  is  hallowed  ground. 

2  For  Thou,  within  no  walls  confined, 
Iuhabitest  the  humble  mind  ; 

Such  ever  bring  Thee  where  they  come, 
And  going  take  Thee  to  their  home. 

3  Dear  Shepherd  of  Thy  chosen  few, 
Thy  former  mercies  here  renew  ; 
Here  to  our  waiting  hearts  proclaim 
The  sweetness  of  Thy  saving  name. 

4  Here  may  we  prove  the  power  of  prayer 
To  strengthen  faith  and  sweeten  care, 
To  teach  our  faint  desires  to  rise, 

And  bring  all  heaven  before  our  eyes. 

5  Lord,  we  are  few,  but  Thou  art  near  ; 
Nor  short  Thine  arm,  nor  deaf  Thine  ear  ; 
O  rend  the  heavens,  come  quickly  down, 
And  make  a  thousand  hearts  Thine  own  ! 
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Intercession  (l.m.) 


FIRST  TUNE. 


(194) 

Easy  Music  for  Church  Choirs,  1833. 
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There  remaineth  a  rest  to  the  people  of  God." 


1  T  ORD  of  the  Sabbath,  hear  us  pray, 

In  this  Thy  house,  on  this  Thy  day : 
And  own  as  grateful  sacrifice 
The  songs  which  from  the  desert  rise. 

2  Thine  earthly  Sabbaths,  Lord,  we  love ; 
But  there's  a  nobler  rest  above  ; 

To  that  our  labouring  souls  aspire 
With  ardent  pangs  of  strong  desire. 

3  No  more  fatigue,  no  more  distress ; 
Nor  sin  nor  hell  shall  reach  the  place ; 
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No  groans  to  mingle  with  the  songs 
Which  warble  from  immortal  tongues. 

4  No  rude  alarms  of  raging  foes ; 
No  cares  to  break  the  long  repose ; 
No  midnight  shade,  no  clouded  sun, 
But  sacred,  high,  eternal  noon. 

5  O  long-expected  day,  begin ! 

Dawn  on  these  realms  of  woe  and  sin  ! 
Fain  would  we  leave  this  weary  road, 
And  sleep  in  death,  to  rest  with  God ! 
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"  There  remaineth  a  rest  to  the  people  of  God" 

1  T  ORD  of  the  Sabbath,  hear  us  pray, 

In  this  Thy  house,  on  this  Thy  day : 
And  own  as  grateful  sacrifice 
The  songs  which  from  the  desert  rise. 

2  Thine  earthly  Sabbaths,  Lord,  we  love ; 
But  there's  a  nobler  rest  above ; 

To  that  our  labouring  souls  aspire 
With  ardent  paugs  of  strong  desire. 

3  No  more  fatigue,  no  more  distress ; 
Nor  sin  nor  hell  shall  reach  the  place ; 
No  groans  to  mingle  with  the  songs 
Which  warble  from  immortal  tongues. 
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4  No  rude  alarms  of  raging  foes ; 
No  cares  to  break  the  long  repose ; 
No  midnight  shade,  no  clouded  sun, 
But  sacred,  high,  eternal  noon. 

5  O  long-expected  day,  begin  ! 

Dawn  on  these  realms  of  woe  and  sin  ! 
Fain  would  we  leave  this  weary  road, 
And  sleep  in  death,  to  rest  with  God ! 
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Morning  (777777,)- 


IV.  H.  Monk,  Mus.  D. 
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/  wfli  zxc  r7*f  Spirit  on  the  Lord's  day. 


1  TXAIL,  thou  bright  and  sacred  morn, 
Risen  with  gladness  in  thy  beams ! 
Light,  which  not  of  earth  is  born, 

From  thy  dawn  in  glory  streams : 
Airs  of  heaven  are  breathed  around, 
And  each  place  is  holy  ground. 


Great  Creator  !  who  this  day 

From  Thy  perfect  work  didst  rest 

By  the  souls  that  own  Thy  sway, 
Hallowed  be  its  hours  and  blest : 

Cares  of  earth  aside  be  thrown, 

This  day  given  to  heaven  alone  ! 


3  Saviour,  who  this  day  didst  break 

The  dark  prison  of  the  tomb, 
Bid  my  slumbering  soul  awake, 

Shine  through  all  its  sin  and  gloom ; 
Let  me,  from  my  bonds  set  free, 
Rise  from  sin,  and  live  to  Thee. 

4  Blessed  Spirit,  Comforter, 

Sent  this  day  from  Christ  on  high ; 
Lord,  on  me  Thy  gifts  confer, 

Cleanse,  illumine,  sanctify ! 
All  Thine  influence  shed  abroad; 
Lead  me  to  the  truth  of  God. 
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Samuel  Sebastian  Wesley,  Mzis.  D. 
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Their  office  was. .  .  .to  stand  every  morning  to  thank  and  praise  the  Lord,  and  likewise  at  even." 


1  rTIHE  day  Thou  gavest,  Lord,  is  ended, 
J-  The  darkness  falls  at  Thy  behest ; 
To  Thee  our  morning  hymns  ascended, 

Thy  praise  shall  hallow  now  our  rest. 

2  We  thank  Thee  that  Thy  Church  un- 

sleeping, 
While  earth  rolls  onward  into  light, 
Through  all  the  world  her  watch  is 

keeping, 
And  rests  not  now  by  day  or  night. 

3  As  o'er  each  continent  and  island 

The  dawn  leads  on  another  day, 


The  voice  of  prayer  is  never  silent, 
Nor  dies  the  strain  of  praise  away. 

4  The  sun,  that  bids  us  rest,  is  waking 

Our    brethren   'neath   the   western 
sky, 
And  hour  by  hour  fresh  lips  are  making 
Thy  wondrous  doings  heard  on  high. 

5  So  be  it,  Lord  ;  Thy  throne  shall  never, 

Like   earth's    proud   empires,   pass 
away ; 
But  stand,  and  rule,  and  grow  for  ever, 
Till  all  Thy  creatures  own  Thy  sway. 
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Ib^mn  347 
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HOLYWOOD   (87  87  87). 


FIRST  TUNE. 


Samuel  Webbe. 
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1  T  OKD,  dismiss  us  with  Thy  blessing, 

Fill  our  hearts  with  joy  and  peace  : 
Let  us  each,  Thy  love  possessing, 
Triumph  in  redeeming  grace  ; 

O  refresh  us, 
Travelling  through  life's  wilderness  ! 

2  Thanks  we  give  and  adoration, 

For  Thy  Gospel's  joyful  sound  ; 
May  the  fruits  of  Thy  salvation 
In  our  hearts  and  lives  abound  ; 

May  Thy  presence 
With  us  evermore  be  found  ! 
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Dismission  (878747). 


SECOND  TUNE. 


IV.  H.  Monk,  Mus.  D. 
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1  T  ORD,  dismiss  us  with  Thy  blessing, 

Fill  our  hearts  with  joy  and  peace 
Let  us  each,  Thy  love  possessing, 
Triumph  in  redeeming  grace  ; 

0  refresh  us, 
Travelling  through  life's  wilderness  ! 

2  Thanks  we  give  and  adoration, 

For  Thy  Gospel's  joyful  sound  ; 
May  the  fruits  of  Thy  salvation 
In  our  hearts  and  lives  abound  ; 

May  Thy  presence 
With  us  evermore  be  found  ! 
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Mannheim  (878787). 

r.    1+   *  


Friedrich  Filitz,  Ph.D. 
Vierstimmiges  Choralbuch.  1847. 
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~YJ~OW  to  Him  who  loved  us,  gave  us 
-*-'      Every  pledge  that  love  could  give, 
Freely  shed  His  blood  to  save  us, 


Gave  His  life  that  we  might  live 
Be  the  kingdom  and  dominion, 
And  the  glory,  evermore. 
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Vienna  or  Ravenna  (7777). 


FIRST  TUNE. 
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Justin  Heinrich  Knecht. 
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SICOND  TUNE. 


/<?/<■;£  Ricliaj-dson. 
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T) ART  in  peace !  Christ's  life  was  peace, 

Let  us  live  our  life  in  Him  ; 
Part  in  peace  !  Christ's  death  was  peace, 

Let  us  die  our  death  in  Him : 
Part  in  peace  !  Christ  promise  gave 
Of  a  life  beyond  the  grave, 
Where  all  mortal  partings  cease  • 
Brethren,  sisters,  part  in  peace  ! 
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1  r\  SAVIOUK,  bless  us  ere  we  go ; 
^     Thy  word  into  our  minds  instil ; 
And  make  our  lukewarm  hearts  to  glow 
With  lowly  love  and  fervent  will. 

Through  life's  long  day  and  death's 

dark  night, 
O  gentle  Jesus,  be  our  light ! 

2  The  day  is  gone,  its  hours  have  run, 
And  Thou  hast  taken  count  of  all — 
The  scanty  triumphs  grace  hath  won, 
The  broken  vow,  the  frequent  fall. 

Through  life's  long  day  and  death's 

dark  night, 
O  gentle  Jesus,  be  our  light ! 

3  Grant  us,  O  Lord,  from  evil  ways 
True  absolution  and  release ; 

And  bless  us,  more  than  in  past  days, 
With  purity  and  inward  peace. 

Through  life's  long  day  and  death's 

dark  night, 
O  gentle  Jesus,  be  our  light ! 
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4  Labour  is  sweet,  for  Thou  hast  toiled  ; 
And  care  is  light,  for  Thou  hast  cared  ; 
Let  not  our  works  with  self  be  soiled, 
Nor  in  unsimple  ways  ensnared. 

Through  life's  long  day  and  death's 

dark  night, 
O  gentle  Jesus,  be  our  light ! 

5  Do  more  than  pardon,  give  us  joy, 
Sweet  fear,  and  sober  liberty, 
And  loving  hearts  without  alloy, 
That  only  long  to  be  like  Thee. 

Through  life's  long  day  and  death's 

dark  night, 
O  gentle  Jesus,  be  our  light ! 

6  For  all  we  love,  the  poor,  the  sad, 
The  sinful,  unto  Thee  we  call ; 

0  let  Thy  mercy  make  us  glad  ! 
Thou  art  our  Jesus  and  our  all. 

Through  life's  long  day  and  death's 
dark  night, 

O  gentle  Jesus,  be  our  light ! 
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1  A  ND  nowthe  wants  are  told,  that  brought 
-ft-    Thy  children  to  Thy  knee : 

Sere  lingering  still,  we  ask  for  nought. 
But  simply  worship  Thee. 

2  The  hope  of  heaven's  eternal  days 

Absorbs  not  all  the  heart 
That  gives  Thee  glory,  love,  ami  praise, 

For  being  what  Thou  art. 

.".  For  Thou  art  God,  the  One,  the  same, 

O'er  all  things  high  and  bright  ; 
And  round  us,  when  we  speak  Thy  name. 
There  spreads  a  heaven  of  light. 

4  O  wondrous  peace,  in  thought  to  dwell 
On  excellence  divine  : 


To  know  that  nought  in  man  can  tell 
How  fair  Thy  beauties  shine. 

5  O  Thou,  above  all  blessing  blest. 
O'er  thanks  exalted  far. 
Thy  very  greatness  is  a  rest 
To  weaklings  as  we  are; 

(>  For  when  we  feel  the  praise  of  Thee 

A  task  beyond  OUT  powers. 
We  say.  "  A  perfect  God  is  He. 

And  He  is  fully  ours." 

7   All  glory  to  the  Father  be. 
All  glory  to  the  Son. 
All  glory.' Holy  Ghost,  to  Thee, 
While  endless  ages  run. 
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1  "DLESSED  be  the  Lord'  |  God  of  |  Israel;  ||  for  He  hath  vis'ited  |  and 

re  |  deemed  His  |  people, 

2  And  hath  raised  up  an  horn'  of  sal  |  vation  |  for  us  ||  in'  the  |  house  of  His  | 
servant  |  David  ; 

3  As  He  spake  by  the  mouth'  of  His  ]  holy  )  Prophets,  ||  which  have  been'  | 
since  the  |  world  be  |  gan  : 

4  That  we  should  be  sav'ed  |  from  our  |  enemies,  ||  and  from'  the  |  hand  of  | 
all  that  |  hate  us  ; 

5  To  perform  the  mercy  pro'mised  to  |  our  |  fathers,  ||  and'  to  re  |  member 
His  |  holy  |  Covenant ; 

6  The  oath  which  He  sware'  to  our  |  father  |  Abraham  ||  that  He'  would  | 
grant  |  unto  |  us, 

7  That  we  being  delivered  out'  of  the   ]  hand  of  our  |  enemies  ||  might'  | 
serve  Him  |  without  |  fear, 

8  In  holiness  and  right'eous  |  ness  be  |  fore  Him,  ||  all'  the  |  days  |  of  our  | 
life. 

9  And  thou,  Child,  shalt  be  called  the  Proph'et  |  of  the  |  Highest:  ||  for  thou 
shalt  go  before  the  face  of  the  Lord'  |  to  pre  |  pare  His  |  ways  ; 

10  To  give  knowledge  of  salva'tion  |  unto  His  |  people  ||  by'  the  re  |  mission  | 
of  their  |  sins, 

11  Through  the  tender  mer'cy  of  |  our  |  God  ;  ||  whereby  the  dayspring  from' 
on  |  high  hath  |  visit  ed  |  us, 

12  To  give  light  to  them  that  sit  in  darkness  and  in'  the  |  shadow  of  |  death,  || 
to  guide  our  feet'  |  into  the  j  way  of  |  peace.  [Luke  i.  68-79. 

Glory  be  to  the  Fath'er  and  j  to  the  |  Son,  ||  and'  |  to  the  |  Holy  |  Ghost ; 

As  it  was  in  the  beginning,  is  now',  and  |  ever  shall  |  be,  ||  world  without 

end'.  |  A  |  —  |  men. 
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1  IVfY  soul  doth  niag'ni  |  fy  the  |  Lord,  ||  and  my  spir'it  hath  re  |  joiced  in  | 

God  nry  |  Saviour. 

2  For'  He  |  hath  re  |  garded  1 1  the  low'  es  |  tate  of  |  His  hand  |  maiden  : 

3  For',  be  |  hold,  from  |  henceforth  1 1  all  gen'er  |  ations  shall  |  call  me  |  blessed. 

4  For  He  that  is  mighty  hath  done  to  me'  |  great  |  things  ;  1 1  and'  |  holy  | 
is  His  |  Name. 

5  And  His  mer'cy  is  on  |  them  that  |  fear  Him  ||  from  gen'er  |  ation  to  | 
gener  |  ation. 

6  He  hath  shewed  strength'  |  with  His  |  arm  ;  ||  He  hath  scattered  the  proud 
in  the  ima'gin  |  ation  |  of  their  |  hearts. 

7  He  hath  put  down  the  migh'ty  |  from  their  |  seats,  1 1  and  exalt'ed  |  them  of  | 
low  de  |  gree. 

8  He  hath  filled  the  hun'gry  with  |  good  |  things  ;  1 1  and  the  rich'  He  hath  | 
sent  |  empty  a  |  way. 

9  He  hath  holp'en  His  |  servant  |  Israel,  1 1  in'  re  |  membrance  |  of  His  |  mercy ; 

10  As  He  spake'  to  |  our  |  fathers,  ||  to  Abraham',  and  |  to  his  |  seed  for  | 
ever.  [Luke  i.  46-55. 

Glory  be  to  the  Fath'er  and  |  to  the  |  Son,  ||  and'  |  to  the  |  Holy  |  Ghost ; 
As  it  was  in  the  beginning,  is  now',  and  |  ever  shall  |  be,  1 1  world  without  end'.  | 
A  |  —  |  men. 
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1  T  ORD,  now  lettest  Thou  Thy  servant  de  |  part  in  |  peace,  1 1  ac'  |  cording  | 

to  Thy  |  word  : 

2  For'  mine  |  eyes  have  |  seen  1 1  Thy'  |  —  sal  |  va  |  tion, 

3  Which'  Thou  |  hast  pre  |  pared  1 1  before'  the  |  face  of  |  all  |  people  ; 

4  A  Lighf  to  |  lighten  the  |  Gentiles,  ||  and  the  glo'ry  of  Thy  |  people  | 
Isra  |  el.  [Luke  a.  29-32. 

Glory  be  to  the  Fath'er  and  |  to  the  |  Son,  ||  and'  |  to  the  |  Holy  |  Ghost ; 
As  it  was  in  the  beginning,  is  now',  and  |  ever  shall  |  be,  1 1  world  without 
end'.  1  A  |  —  |  men. 
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1  T  ORD,  now  lettest  Thou  Thy  ser'vant  de  |  part  in  |  peace,  1 1  ac'  |  cording  | 

to  Thy  |  word  : 

2  For'  mine  |  eyes  have  |  seen  1 1  Thy'  |  —  sal  |  va  |  tion, 

3  Which'  Thou  |  hast  pre  |  pared  1 1  before'  the  |  face  of  |  all  |  people  ; 

4  A  Light'  to  |  lighten  the  |  Gentiles,  ||  and  the  glo'ry  of  Thy  |  people  | 

Isra  |  el.  [Luke  ii.  29-32. 

Glory  be  to  the  Fath'er  and  |  to  the  |  Son,  ||  and'  |  to  the  |  Holy  |  Ghost  ; 

As  it  was  in  the  beginning,  is  now',  and  |  ever  shall  |  be,  ||  world  without 
end'.  |  A  |  —  |  men. 
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1  /H  LO'RY  be  to  |  God  on  |  high,  1 1  and  in  earth  peace',  good  |  will  to 

wards  |  men. 

2  We  praise  Thee,  *  we  bless  Thee',  we  |  worship  |  Thee,  1 1  we'  |  glori  |  fy 
Thee, 

3  We'  give  |  thanks  to  |  Thee,  ||  for'  |  —  Thy  |  great  |  glory, 

4  0  Lord  God',  |  heaven  ly  |  King,  ||  God'  the  |  Father  |  Al  |  mighty. 

T.  S.  Dupids,  Mtis.  D. 
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§5  0'  |  —  |  Lord,  ||  the  only -begot' ten  |  Son,  |  Jesus  |  Christ ; 

6  0  Lord  God',  |  Lamb  of  |  God,  ||  Son'  |  of  the  |  Fa  |  ther, 

7  That  takest  away'  the  |  sins  of  the  |  world,  1 1  have'  |  mercy  up  |  on  |  us. 

8  Thou  that  takest  away'  the  |  sins  of  the  |  world,  1 1  have'  |  mercy  up  |  on  |  us. 

9  Thou  that  takest  away'  the  |  sins  of  the  |  world,  ||  re'  |  ceive  |  —  our  |  prayer. 
10  Thou  that  sittest  at  the  right  hand'  of  |  God  the  |  Father,  1 1  have'  |  mercy 

up  |  on  |  us. 

SirG.  A.  Macfarren. 
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§  11  For  Thou'  |  only  art  |  holy  :  ||  Thou'  |  only  j  art  the  |  Lord. 

12  Thou  only,  O  Christ',  with  the  |  Holy  |  Ghost,  ||  art  most  high  in  the  glory 

of  God  the  Fath'er  |  A  |  —  |  men. 
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I  T\7^E  praise'  |  Thee,  0  |  God  :  ||  we  acknowledge  |  Thee  to  |  be  the  |  Lord. 

2  All  the  earth'  doth  |  worship  |  Thee,  1 1  the'  |  Father  |  ever  |  lasting. 

3  To  Thee  all  an'gels  |  cry  a  |  loud  :  ||  the  heav'ens  and  [  all  the  |  powers 
there  |  in. 

4  To  Thee  Cher'ubin  and  |  Sera  |  phin  1 1  con'  |  tin  ual  |  ly  do  |  cry, 

5  Ho'ly  I  holy,  |  holy,  ||  Lord'  |  God  of  |  Saba  |  oth  ; 

6  Heaven  and  earth  are  full'  of  the  |  Majes  |  ty  1 1  of  |  —  Thy  [  glo  |  ry. 

7  The  glorious  com'pany  |  of  the  A  |  postles  1 1  praise'  ]  —  |  —  |  Thee. 

8  The  goodly  fellowship  |  of  the  |  Prophets  ||  praise'  |  —  |  —  |  Thee. 

9  The  no'ble  |  army  of  |  Martyrs  1 1  praise'  |  —  |  —  |  Thee. 

10  The  holy  Church  throughout'  |  all  the  |  world  ||  doth'  ac  |  know  |  ledge  } 
Thee; 

II  The'  I  Fa  |  ther  ||  of  an  |  infi  nite  |  Majes  |  ty  ; 

12  Thine  hon'our  |  able,  |  true,  1 1  and'  |  on  |  —  ly  |  Son  ; 

13  Al'so  the  I  Holy  |  Ghost,  ||  the'  |  Com  [  —  fort  |  or. 

14  Thou'  art  the  |  King  of  |  Glory,  ||  O'  |  —  |  —  |  Christ. 

¥  15  Thou  art  the  ev'er  |  lasting  |  Son  ||  of  |  —  the  |  Fa  |  ther. 
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§  16  When  Thou  tookest  upon  Thee'  to  de  |  liver  |  man,  ||  Thou  didst  not'  ab  | 
hor  the  |  Virgin's  |  womb. 

17  When  Thou  hadst  overcome'  the  |  sharpness  of  |  death,  ||  Thou  didst  open 
the  king-Mom  of  |  heaven  to  |  all  be  |  lievers. 

18  Thou  sittest  at  the  right'  |  hand  of  |  God,  ||  in'  the  |  glory  |  of  the  |  Father. 

19  We  believe'  that  |  Thou  shalt  |  come  ||  to'  |  "be  |  our  |  Judge. 

20  We    therefore   pray'   Thee    |   help  Thy   |   servants    ||    whom   Thou   hast 
redeem'ed  |  with  Thy  |  precious  |  blood. 

21  Make  them  to  be  num'bered  |  with  Thy  |  saints  ||  in'  |  glory  |  ever  |  lasting. 

22  O  Lord',  |  save  Thy  |  people,  ||  and'  |  bless  Thine  |  heri  |  tage. 

23  Go'  I  —  vern  |  them,  1 1  and'  |  lift  them  |  up  for  |  ever. 

[Return  to  the  preceding  Chant.] 

§  24  Day'  |  by  |  day  ||  we'  |  magni  |  fy  |  Thee  ; 

25  And'  we  |  worship  Thy  |  Name  ||  ev'er  |  world  with  |  out  |  end. 

26  Vouch'  I  safe,  O  |  Lord,  1 1  to  keep'  us  this  |  day  with  |  out  |  sin. 

27  O  Lord',  have  |  mercy  up  |  on  us,  ||  have'  |  mercy  up  |  on  |  us. 

28  O  Lord,  *  let  Thy  mer'cy  |  lighten  up  |  on  us,  1 1  as'  our  |  trust  is  |  in  |  Thee. 

29  O  Lord',  in  |  Theeliave  I  |  trusted  ;  ||  let'  me  |  never  |  be  con  |  founded. 
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1  HHHE  morning,  bright  with  rosy  light, 

Has  waked  me  up  from  sleep : 
Father,  I  own  Thy  love  alone 
Thy  little  one  doth  keep. 

2  All  through  the  day,  I  humbly  pray, 

Be  Thou  my  Guard  and  Guide ; 
My  sins  forgive,  and  let  me  live, 
Lord  Jesus,  near  Thy  side. 

3  O,  make  Thy  rest  within  my  breast, 

Great  Spirit  of  all  grace ; 
Make  me  like  Thee,  then  shall  I  be 
Prepared  to  see  Thy  face. 
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S.  Victor  (7676). 


Richard  Redhead. 


■/ib. 1— 

=r^=r--^ 

FT^M~^H 

1 

i,i    ITT 

— — f- 

1 

— 4- 

! 

erf  1 — p 
''    1    1 

0  • 

~^ 

1 e>- 

1 

ir* — n 

i 1 |L_°_ 

— © 

— P— 

4£ 

1     1    T~~l 

G+~i 

if—p- 

J.  J  /J  J- 

— 0 

-K- 
A 

— h 
1 

J  J  J  eL 

— G^~ 

-ff* 

<0       1 

r  r  r  r 

— © 

-P 

4^ 

^  ^=^ 

1  rpHE  darkness  now  is  over, 

And  all  the  world  is  bright ; 
Praise  be  to  Christ,  who  keepeth 
His  children  safe  at  night  ! 

2  We  cannot  tell  what  gladness 

May  be  our  lot  to-day, 
What  sorrow  or  temptation 
May  meet  us  on  our  way. 

3  But  this  we  know  most  surely, 

That  through  all  good  or  ill, 
God's  grace  can  always  help  us 
To  do  His  holy  will. 

4  Then,  Jesus,  let  the  angels, 

Who  watched  us  through  the  night, 
Be  all  day  long  beside  us, 
To  guide  our  steps  aright ; 

5  And  help  us  to  remember, 

In  thought,  and  deed,  and  word, 
That  we  are  heirs  of  heaven, 
And  children  of  the  Lord. 


6  Then,  when  the  evening  cometh, 
We'll  kneel  again  to  pray, 
And  thank  Thee  for  the  blessings 
Bestowed  throughout  the  day. 
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E  VENING. 
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(3) 


Mount  Vernon  (87  87). 


FIRST  TUNE. 


Lowell  Mason,  Mas.  D. 
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Beaufort  (8787). 

1 

IA 

1 

SECOND   TUNE. 

1                    '' 

Seq?iel  to  IV 

,       1 

eyman 

5  Mclodia  Sacra. 
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JESUS,  tender  Shepherd,  hear  me  ; 
Bless  Thy  little  lamb  to-night  ; 
Through  the  darkness  be  Thou  near 
me  ; 
Watch  my  sleep  till  morning  light. 


I 

All  this  day  Thy  hand  has  led  me, 
And  I  thank  Thee  for  Thy  care  ; 

Thou  hast  clothed  me,  warmed  and 
fed  me, 
Listen  to  my  evening  prayer. 
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3  Let  my  sins  be  all  forgiven  ; 

Bless  the  friends  I  love  so  well ; 
Take  me,  when  I  die,  to  heaven, 
Happy  there  with  Thee  to  dwell. 
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Calwood  (7676  D.) 


Adapted  by  T.  L.  Hately. 
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1  "1VTY  Saviour,  be  Thou  near  me 
±T_L  When  I  lie  down  to  sleep, 
And  safe  from  every  danger 

My  soul  and  body  keep. 
With  Thee  there  is  no  darkness, 

The  light  it  shineth  still ; 
My  Saviour,  be  Thou  near  me, 

And  I  will  fear  no  ill. 

2  My  Saviour,  be  Thou  near  me 

When  Satan  doth  assail. 
To  strengthen  and  protect  me, 

That  he  may  not  prevail. 
When  sorrows  come  upon  me, 

And  days  are  dark  and  sad. 
My  Saviour,  be  Thou  near  me, 

And  I  shall  still  be  glad. 


My  Saviour,  be  Thou  near  me, 

In  sickness  and  in  pain, 
To  teach  my  spirit  patience, 

To  make  my  sorrow  gain. 
When  heart  and  flesh  are  failing, 

Receive  my  parting  breath ; 
My  Saviour,  be  Thou  near  me 

To  comfort  me  in  death. 

And  then,  for  ever  near  Thee, 

Safe  in  that  happy  place 
Where  angels  sing  Thy  praises, 

And  saints  behold  Thy  face, 
My  joy  shall  be  Thy  presence, — 

Yes.  this  my  heaven  will  be, 
My  Saviour  will  be  near  me 

Through  all  eternity. 

457 


1b\>mn  361    (5) 


EUDOXIA   (65  65). 


Rev.  S.  Baring-Gould. 
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1  "YTOW  the  day  is  over, 

Night  is  drawing  nigh, 
Shadows  of  the  evening- 
Steal  across  the  sky. 

2  Xow  the  darkness  gathers, 

Stars  begin  to  peep, 
Birds,  and  beasts,  and  flowers 
Soon  will  be  asleep. 


3  Jesus,  give  the  weary 

Calm  and  sweet  repose  ; 

With  Thy  tenderest  blessing 

May  mine  eyelids  close. 

4  Grant  to  little  children 

Visions  bright  of  Thee ; 
Guard  the  sailors  tossing 
On  the  deep  blue  sea. 


5  Comfort  every  sufferer 

Watching  late  in  pain ; 

Those  who  plan  some  evil 

From  their  sin  restrain. 

6  Through  the  long  night  watches 

May  Thine  angels  spread 

Their  white  wings  above  me, 

Watching  round  my  bed. 

7  When  the  morning  wakens, 

Then  may  I  arise 
Pure,  and  fresh,  and  sinless 
In  Thy  Holy  Eyes. 
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8  Glory  to  the  Father, 
Glory  to  the  Son, 
And  to  Thee,  Blest  Spirit, 
Whilst  all  ages  run. 
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Freshwater  (3  3). 


FIRST  TUNE. 


T.  B. 


Infant's  Prayeb 
,        Verses  1,  3, 

(8  8). 
5. 

SECOND  TUNE. 

y|.  L.  Peace,  Mies.  D. 
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1  mHE  day  is  done,  O  God  the  Son, 

Look  down  upon  Thy  little  one. 

2  O  Light  of  light,  keep  me  this  night, 
And  shed  round  me  Thy  presence  bright. 

3  I  need  not  fear  if  Thou  art  near, — 
Thou  art  my  Saviour,  kind  and  dear. 

4  Thy  gentle  Eye  is  ever  nigh, 

It  watches  me  when  none  is  by. 

5  Thy  loving  Ear  is  ever  near 

Thy  little  children's  prayers  to  hear. 

6  So  happily  and  peacefully 

I  lay  me  down  to  rest  in  Thee. 


7  To  Father,  Sou,  and  Spirit,  One 

In  heaven  and  earth,  all  praise  be  done. 
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Chenies  (76  76  D.) 


i?^z/.  7".  R.  Matthews,  B.A. 
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1  rPHE  hours  of  day  are  over, 

The  evening  calls  us  home  ; 
Once  more  to  Thee,  O  Father, 

With  thankful  hearts  we  come ; 
For  all  Thy  countless  blessings 

We  praise  Thy  holy  name, 
And  own  Thy  leve  unchanging, 
Through  days  and  years  the  same. 
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■£  For  life,  and  health,  and  shelter, 

From  harm  throughout  the  day, 
The  kindness  of  our  teachers, 

The  gladness  of  our  play ; 
For  all  the  dear  affection 

Of  parents,  brothers,  friends, 
To  Thee  our  thanks  we  render, 

Who  these,  and  all  things,  sends, 

3  But  these,  O  Lord,  can  show  us 

Thy  goodness  but  in  part ; 
Thy  love  would  lead  us  onward 

To  know  Thee  as  Thou  art : 
Thy  Son  came  down  from  heaven 

To  take  away  our  sin, 
Thy  Spirit  dwells  among  us 

To  make  us  clean  within. 

4  For  this,  O  Lord,  we  bless  Thee. 

For  this  we  thank  Thee  most — 
The  cleansing  of  the  sinful, 

The  saving  of  the  lost ; 
The  Teacher  ever  present, 

The  Friend  for  ever  nigh, 
The  home  prepared  by  Jesus 

For  us  beyond  the  sky. 

5  Lord,  gather  all  Thy  children 

To  meet  Thee  there  at  last, 
When  earthly  tasks  are  ended, 

And  earthly  days  are  past ; 
With  all  our  dear  ones  round  us. 

In  that  eternal  home, 
Where  death  no  more  shall  part  us. 

And  night  shall  never  come  i 
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LORD'S    DAY, 


Ib^mn  364 


(8) 


Dresden  (76  76  d.  66  84). 


Johann  Abraham  Peter  Schulz. 
"  ll'ir pfliigen  unci  wir  streuen." 
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J     A  GAIN  the  morn  of  gladness, 
The  morn  of  light,  is  here ; 
And  earth  itself  looks  fairer, 

And  heaven  itself  more  near  : 
The  bells,  like  angel  voices, 

Speak  peace  to  every  breast ; 
And  all  the  land  lies  quiet 
To  keep  the  day  of  rest. 
Glory  be  to  Jesus  ! 
Let  all  His  children  say ; 
He  rose  again,  He  rose  again, 
On  this  glad  day  ! 

2  Again,  0  loving  Saviour, 
The  children  of  Thy  grace 
Prepare  themselves  to  seek  Thee 

Within  Thy  chosen  place. 
Our  song  shall  rise  to  greet  Thee, 

If  Thou  our  hearts  wilt  raise  ; 
If  Thou,  our  lips  wilt  open, 

Our  mouth  shall  show  Thy  praise. 
Glory  be  to  Jesus  ! 
Let  all  His  children  say ; 
He  rose  again,  He  rose  again, 
On  tit  is  glad  day  ! 


3  The  shining  choir  of  angels 

That  rest  not  day  or  night, 
The  crowned  and  palm-decked  mar- 
The  saints  arrayed  in  white,    [tyrs, 
The  happy  lambs  of  Jesus 
In  pastures  fair  above, — 
These  all  adore  and  praise  Him, 
Whom  we  too  praise  and  love. 
Glory  be  to  Jesus  ! 
Let  all  His  children  say ; 
He  rose  again,  He  rose  again, 
On  this  glad  day  ! 

4  The  Church  on  earth  rejoices 

To  join  with  these  to-day ; 
In  every  tongue  and  nation 
She  calls  her  sons  to  pray  ; 
Across  the  Northern  snow-fields, 

Beneath  the  Indian  palms, 
She  makes  the  same  pure  offering, 
And  sings  the  same  sweet  psalms. 
Glory  be  to  Jesus  ! 
Let  all  His  children  say : 
He  rose  again,  He  rose  again, 
On  this  glad  day  ! 


Tell  out,  sweet  bells,  His  praises  ! 
Sing,  children,  sing  His  name  ! 
Still  louder  and  still  further 

His  mighty  deeds  proclaim, 
Till  all  whom  He  redeemed 

Shall  own  Him  Lord  and  King, 
Till  every  knee  shall  worship 
And  every  tongue  shall  sing. 
Glory  be  to  Jesus  ! 
Let  all  creation  say; 
He  rose  again,  He  rose  again, 
On  this  glad  day  ! 


463 


1bv>mn  365 


(9) 


Rl'THWELL    (CM.) 

-rb-fc 


/.  Mo?itgomerie  Bell. 


1 


S 


'•"P 


^JL«L 


rr 


X2^ 


^ 


f 


7^ — £Z 


J^l 


^=F 


V1      I 


>P  AbJ 

4J^ 

J  m  d         1 

1 
r-©l— 

■  > 

9  m  ,  . — e* — 

J    r 

i 

-o — o — P — ^~ 
!       1       1       1 

rLOfU 

W, 

°     r^     j^> 

^   n   r> 

-G>- 

g^vr~ 

1                r-J 
1 i 

1 p- 

-e — 

n — 

Lj 1 1 

n 

1  'THIS  is  the  day  the  light  was  made, 

That  glorious  gift  of  Heaven ; 
This  is  the  day  the  Lord  arose, 
The  best  of  all  the  seven. 

2  This  is  the  day  the  darkness  fled 

And  death  to  life  gave  way ; 
To  light  and  life  for  evermore 
God  calls  His  saints  to-day. 

3  Then  wake,  ye  children  of  the  light, 

And  hearken  to  His  voice ; 
With  early  songs  of  praise  draw  nigh, 
And  in  His  courts  rejoice. 

4  Let  sin,  and  sloth,  and  faithless  fear, 

From  every  heart  be  driven ; 
Spend  we  this  day  as  they  that  hope 
To  gain  the  joys  of  heaven. 

5  Praise  to  the  Father  and  the  Sou, 

And  equal  praise  be  Thine, 
Blest  Spirit,  who  our  hearts  dost  fill 
With  light  and  life  divine. 
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1  TESUS,  we  love  to  meet 
"      On  this  Thy  holy  day ; 
We  worship  round  Thy  seat 

On  this  Thy  holy  day. 
Thou  tender  heavenly  Friend, 
To  Thee  our  prayers  ascend, 
O'er  our  young  spirits  bend 

On  this  Thy  holy  day. 

2  We  dare  not  trifle  now 

On  this  Thy  holy  day ; 
In  silent  awe  we  bow 
On  this  Thy  holy  day. 


2  G 


Check  every  wandering  thought, 
And  let  us  all  be  taught 
To  serve  Thee  as  we  ought, 
On  this  Thy  holy  day. 

3  We  listen  to  Thy  Word 
On  this  Thy  holy  day ; 
Bless  all  that  we  have  heard 

On  this  Thy  holy  day. 
Go  with  us  when  we  part, 
And  to  each  youthful  heart 
Thy  saving  grace  impart 

On  this  Thv  holy  day. 
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Ferrier  (77  77). 
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1  T  ORD,  this  day  Thy  children  meet 

In  Thy  courts  with  willing  feet ; 
Unto  Thee  this  day  they  raise 
Grateful  hearts  in  hymns  of  praise, 

2  Not  alone  the  day  of  rest 

With  Thy  worship  shall  be  blest ; 
In  our  pleasure  and  our  glee, 
Lord,  we  would  remember  Thee, 

3  Help  us  unto  Thee  to  pray, 
Hallowing  our  happy  day ; 
From  Thy  presence  thus  to  win 
Hearts  all  pure  and  free  from  sin. 

4  All  our  pleasures  here  below, 
Saviour,  from  Thy  mercy  flow  : 
Little  children  Thou  dost  love ; 
Draw  our  hearts  to  Thee  above. 

5  Make,  O  Lord,  our  childhood  shine 
With  all  lowly  grace,  like  Thine ; 
Then  through  all  eternity 

We  shall  live  in  heaven  with  Thee. 
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1  "pATHER,  let  me  dedicate 
-■-      All  this  year  to  Thee, 
In  whatever  worldly  state 

Thou  wilt  have  me  be  : 
Not  from  sorrow,  pain,  or  care 

Freedom  dare  I  claim ; 
This  alone  shall  be  my  prayer, 

"Glorify  Thy  Name." 

2  Can  a  child  presume  to  choose 

Where  or  how  to  live? 
Can  a  Father's  love  refuse 
All  the  best  to  give  ? 


More  Thou  givest  every  day 
Than  the  best  can  claim , 

Nor  withholdest  aught  that  may 
"Glorify  Thy  Name.:; 

3  If  in  mercy  Thou  wilt  spare 
Joys  that  yet  are  mine ; 
If  on  life,  serene  and  fair, 

Brighter  rays  may  shine ; 
Let  my  glad  heart,  while  it  sings, 

Thee  in  all  proclaim, 
And,  whate'er  the  future  brings, 
"Glorify  Thy  Name." 
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Trust      in    My  love     for 
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er,  Trust    till  life's  day      is        o'er, 
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■^=^=i 


Trust     till  the  New  Year's  morn 


Breaks    on  the  heaven-ly       shore. 


1  TOY  bells  are  sounding  sweetly, 

Waking  the  new-born  year, 
O  that  some  heavenly  music 

Listening  my  heart  may  hear. 
Hark,  'tis  the  voice  of  Jesus, 

Over  my  life's  dark  sea, 
"  Be  not  afraid,  beloved, 

Trust  the  New  Year  to  Me." 
Trust  in  My  love  for  ever, 

Trust  till  life's  day  is  o'er, 
Trust  till  the  New  Year's  morning 
Breaks  on  the  heavenly  shore. 

2  Saviour,  with  Thee  communing, 

Life  has  no  fears  for  me ; 
Brightly  this  New  Year's  morning 

Dawns  on  my  spirit  free ; 
Months  as  they  pass  may  bring  me 

Trials  unknown  to-day, 


Still  shall  the  echo  linger, 
Sweetly  I  hear  Thee  say. 
Trust  in  My  love  for  ever, 

Trust  till  life's  day  is  o'er, 
Trust  till  the  jYew  Year's  morning 
Breaks  on  the  heavenly  shore. 

3  More  of  Thy  love,  my  Saviour, 
More  of  Thy  peace  within, 
More  of  Thy  perfect  beauty, 

My  heart  more  free  from  sin  ; 
This  be  Thy  New  Year's  blessing, 

Better  than  finest  gold, 
While  on  Thy  word  of  greeting- 
Faith  can  keep  fast  her  hold. 
Trust  in  My  love  for  ever, 

Trust  till  life's  day  is  o'er, 
Trust  till  the  JYew  Year's  morning 
Breaks  on  the  heavenly  shore. 


4  Onward  with  step  more  steadfast, 

Upward  with  stronger  flight, 
Upward  to  love's  own  country, 

Heavenward  to  God's  own  light. 
Jesus,  in  Thee  abiding, 

Years  cannot  fly  too  fast, 
Death  cannot  touch  my  spirit, 

Hearing  Thy  voice  at  last. 

Trust  in  My  love  for  ever, 
Trust  till  life's  day  is  o'er, 

Trust  till  the  New  Year's  morning 
Breaks  on  the  heavenly  shore. 


PRAISE     AND     PRAYER. 


Rousseau  (87  87  d.) 
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French  Air. 
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T  OBD,  a  little  band  and  lowly, 

We  are  come  to  sing  to  Thee ; 
Thou  art  great  and  high  and  holy ; 

0  how  solemn  we  should  be  ! 
Fill  our  hearts  with  thoughts  of  Jesus, 
And  of  heaven,  where  He  is  gone ; 
And  let  nothing  ever  please  us 
He  would  grieve  to  look  upon. 
470 


For  we  know  the  Lord  of  glory 

Always  sees  what  children  do, 
And  is  writing  now  the  story 

Of  our  thoughts  and  actions  too. 
Let  our  sins  be  all  forgiven ; 

Make  us  fear  whate'er  is  wrong- 
Lead  us  on  our  way  to  heaven, 

There  to  sing  a  nobler  song. 
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Children-  of  Jerusalem  (7777  and  refrain). 
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Harmony  by  W.  H.  Monk.  Mus.  D. 
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Loud  ho-: 
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Loud        ho     •    san    -    na, 


to  our        King. 


1  nHILDREN  of  Jerusalem 

^     Sang  the  praise  of  Jesus'  name : 
Children,  too,  of  later  days, 
Join  to  sing  the  Saviour's  praise. 

Hark  !  while  infant  voices  sing, 
Loud  hosanna  to  our  King. 


2  We  are  taught  to  love  the  Lord, 
We  are  taught  to  read  His  word, 
We  are  taught  the  way  to  heaven : 
Praise  for  all  to  God  be  given. 

Hark!  ichile  infant  voices  sing, 
Loud  hosanna  to  our  lung. 


3  Parents,  teachers,  old  and  young, 
All  unite  to  swell  the  song : 
Higher  and  yet  higher  rise, 
Till  hosannas  reach  the  skies. 

Hark  !  while  infant  voices  sing, 
Loud  hosanna  to  our  King. 
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Madrid  (66  66  d.) 


(*6)  B   CaSf,  1834,  in 

White's  Washington  HarDiony. 
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1  /HOME,  children,  join  to  sing, 

Hallelujah!  Amen] 
Loud  praise  to  Christ  our  King, 

Hallelujah  !  Amen  ! 
Let  all  with  heart  and  voice 
Before  His  throne  rejoice  ; 
Praise  is  His  gracious  choice. 

Hallelujah!  Amen! 

2  Come,  lift  your  hearts  on  high, 

Hallelujah  !  Amen ! 
Let  praises  till  the  sky, 

Hallelujah  !  A  men  ! 
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He  is  our  guide  and  friend ; 
To  us  He'll  condescend ; 
His  love  shall  never  end. 

Hallelujah  !  A  men  ! 

3  Praise  ye  the  Lord  again, 

Hallelujah  !  A  men  ! 
Life  shall  not  end  the  strain, 

Ha  llelujah  !  A  men  ! 
On  heaven's  blissful  shore 
His  goodness  we'll  adore ; 
Singing  for  evermore, 

Hallelujah  !  A  men  ! 
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Frankfort  (87  87). 


FIRST  Tl'NE. 


Old  German  Melody. 
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Randegger  (87  87). 
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1  /^  OD  of  heaven,  hear  our  singing, 

Only  little  ones  are  we ; 
Yet  a  great  petition  bringing, 
Father,  now  we  come  to  Thee. 

2  Let  Thy  kingdom  come,  we  pray  Thee, 

Let  the  world  in  Thee  find  rest ; 

Let  all  know  Thee,  and  obey  Thee — 

Loving,  praising,  blessing,  blest. 


3  Let  the  sweet  and  joyful  story, 

Of  the  Saviour's  wondrous  love, 
Wake  od  earth  a  song  of  glory, 
Like  the  angels'  song  above. 

4  Father,  send  the  glorious  hour, 

Every  heart  be  Thine  alone, 
For  the  kingdom,  and  the  power, 
And  the  glory,  are  Thine  own. 
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1  TESUS,  Saviour,  hear  me  call, 

Sinful  though  my  heart  may  be, 
Thou  my  life,  my  hope,  my  all, 
Lord,  abide  with  me. 

2  Lonely  in  a  stranger  land, 

Cast  me  not  away  from  Thee, 
Lead  me  by  Thy  gentle  hand, 
Lord,  abide  with  me. 

3  Thou  hast  died  the  lost  to  save, 

Died  to  set  the  captive  free, 
Thou  didst  triumph  o'er  the  grave, 
Lord,  abide  with  me. 

4  Fill  me  with  Thy  love  divine, 

Consecrate  my  life  to  Thee, 
Bend  my  stubborn  will  to  Thine, 
Lord,  abide  with  me. 

5  "When  the  shades  of  death  prevail, 

Father,  let  me  cling  to  Thee ; 
When  I  pass  the  gloomy  vale, 
Still  abide  with  me. 
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6  Then,  O  then,  my  raptured  soul 
Heaven's  eternal  rest  shall  see, 
There,  while  endless  ages  roll, 
Thou'lt  abide  with  me  ! 


S.  Saviour  (6565). 
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J.  Montgomerie  Bell. 
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1  JESUS,  high  in  glory, 

Lend  a  listening  ear ; 
When  we  bow  before  Thee, 
Children's  praises  hear. 

2  Though  Thou  art  so  holy, 

Heaven's  almighty  King, 
Thou  wilt  stoop  to  listen 
When  Thy  praise  we  sing. 

3  We  are  little  children, 

Weak  and  apt  to  stray ; 
Saviour,  guide  and  keep  us 
In  the  heavenly  way. 

4  Save  us,  Lord,  from  sinning, 

Watch  us  day  by  day ; 
Help  us  now  to  love  Thee : 
Take  our  sins  away. 

5  Then  when  Jesus  calls  us 

To  our  heavenly  home, 
We  would  gladly  answer, 
"  Saviour,  Lord,  we  come/ 
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Margaretha  (87  87  u.) 
IN. 


FIRST  TUNE. 


Gerjnan  Melody. 
Adapted  by  JZev.  A.  Gallo?uay,  B.D. 
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1  riOME,  ye  children,  praise  the  Saviour, 
^     Sing  His  boundless  power  and  love, 
He  deserves  your  sweetest  praises, 
Let  them  reach  His  throne  above. 
Blessed  Jesus/  Hallelujah/ 
Blessed  Jesus/  kind  and  fire/ 
Blessed  Jesus/  Thou'rt  our  Saviour/ 
Praise  belongs  alone  to  Thee! 


I  2  Angels  praise  Him  there  in  heaven, 
Joining  saints  to  bless  His  name, 
All  its  courts  resound  with  anthems, 
Setting  forth  His  matchless  fame ! 
Blessed  Jesus/  Hallelujah! 
Blessed  Jesus/  kind  and  free! 
Blessed  Jesus!  Thou'rt  our  Saviour! 
Praise  belongs  alone  to  Thee! 
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3  Of  His  love  they  tell  the  story, 

How  He  left  their  home  on  high — 
How  He  gave  up  Heaven's  bright  glory, 
And  to  earth  came  down  to  die. 
Blessed  Jesus !  Hallelujah! 
Blessed  Jesus!  kind  and  free! 
Blessed  Jesus!  Thou'rt  our  Saviour! 
Praise  belongs  alone  to  Thee  ! 
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S.  Baldred  (87  87  D.) 


SECOND   TUNE. 


J.  Montgomerie  Bell. 
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COME,  ye  children,  praise  the  Saviour. 
Sing  His  boundless  power  and  love, 
He  deserves  your  sweetest  praises, 
Let  them  reach  His  throne  above. 
Blessed  Jesus!  Hallelujah! 
Blessed  Jesus!  kind  and  free! 
Blessed  Jesus!  Thou'rt  our  Saviour 
Praise  belongs  alone  to  Thee! 
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Angels  praise  Him  there  in  heaven, 
Joining  saints  to  bless  His  name, 
All  its  courts  resound  with  anthems, 
Setting  forth  His  matchless  fame ! 
Blessed  Jesus!  Hallelujah! 
Blessed  Jesus  !  kind  and  free! 
Blessed  Jesus!  Thou'rt  our  Saviour 
Praise  belongs  alone  to  Thee! 


3  Of  His  love  they  tell  the  story, 

How  He  left  their  home  on  high — 
How  He  gave  up  Heaven's  bright  glory, 
And  to  earth  came  down  to  die. 
Blessed  Jesus  !  Hallelujah  ! 
Blessed  Jesus!  kind  and  free! 
Blessed  Jesus!  Thou'rt  our  Saviour! 
Praise  belongs  alone  to  Thee! 
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O   COME    LET   US   SING 

(57  57  66  56  and  refrain). 
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Old  Melody. 
Arranged  by  Rev.  James  Gall. 


i 


£*=Fi 


f 


t==t: 


S=S 


^^ 


5 


f2 


^^ 


I       ! 


©-    -^i. 


zz 


J-J 


p     p- 

I        I 


G> (G> ©- 


J  J  ^ 


r^^^ 


^ 


&3 


3 


S 


s 


Et 


<T 


rr 


r- 


ZZ 


i  lv 


-J 


J 


-<S>- 


^=^ 


1       1 


j 


±e>: 


"!© 1©" 


^ 


f^^ 


1 1- 


^ 


fe£ 


£ 


ij 


4 r- 


3 


-^ ^ 


zzzzzz 


f" 


p 


-r 


zz 


g 


Xj 


J    J 


fc=t 


-G> ■&- 


J 


£ 


1©- 


-©- ^s> ©- 


±=t 


j-j. 


^ 


fe 


^ 


^ 


j. 


2± 


fe±3 


:^z 


f: 


zz 


22: 


w=& 


LA 


t=t 


g 


a 


pzzrp 


Z2=ZZ 

F — F 


lil 


Refrain. 

4- 


^ 


F^ 


i£ 


35 


f-f* 

^  J-  JL+ 

-&■ — ■& FF 


f 


¥ 


g 


f- 


IDE 


I  I 


ZZ 


-<3> 


P 


478 


Ib^mn  377 


(21) 


^ 


t=F 


g=F3 


i=*t£ 


i   i 


ss 


:*>-: 


-^ — -P- 


5 


vj 


J  J-  J 


■U 


£2=pL 


^ 


=F=F 


iAJ  /J  xj 


te: 


£f 


^F^P 


£ 


1  Q  COME  let  us  sing 

To  the  God  of  salvation, 
To  Jesus  our  King, 

Who  hath  brought  consolation ; 
Who  in  His  own  body 

Hath  opened  a  fountain 
To  cleanse  all  our  sins, 

Though  high  as  a  mountain. 
Hallelujah  to  the  Lamb, 

Who  hath  bought  us  a  pardon; 
We  will  praise  Him  again 

When  we've  passed  over  Jordan. 

2  Though  our  hearts  are  depraved, 

Though  with  sin  we  are  burdened, 
Our  souls  may  be  saved, 

And  our  sins  may  be  pardoned ; 
And  Jesus,  our  Saviour, 

Hath  promised  to  bless  us, 
And  free  us  for  ever 

From  those  that  oppress  us. 
Hallelujah  to  the  Lamb, 

Who  hath  bought  us  a  pardon; 
We  will  praise  Him  again 

When  we've  passed  over  Jordan. 

3  The  hour  may  be  nigh, 

When  our  bosoms,  faint  heaving, 
Shall  breathe  their  last  sigh 
In  the  peace  of  believing : 
And  Thou  from  our  pillow 

All  darkness  dispelling, 
Wilt  calm  the  rude  billow 
Of  Jordan's  proud  swelling. 
Hallelujah  to  the  Lamb, 

Who  hath  bought  us  a  pardon ; 
We  will  praise  Him  again 

When  we've  passed  over  Jordan. 
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Angels  (76  76  d.) 


A.  L.  Peace,  Mux.  D. 
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T  WOULD  be  like  an  angel, 
J-     And  with  the  angels  stand, 
A  crown  upon  my  forehead, 

A  harp  within  my  hand  ; 
Then,  right  before  mv  Saviour, 

So  glorious  and  so  bright, 
I'd  wake  the  sweetest  music, 

And  praise  Him  day  and  night. 

I  never  would  be  weary, 

Nor  ever  shed  a  tear, 
Nor  ever  know  a  sorrow, 

Nor  ever  feel  a  fear ; 
But  blessed,  pure,  and  holy, 

I'd  dwell  in  Jesus'  sight, 
And,  with  ten  thousand  angels, 

Praise  Him  both  day  and  night. 
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I  know  I'm  weak  and  sinful, 

But  Jesus  will  forgive, 
For  many  little  children 

Have  gone  to  heaven  to  live. 
Dear  Saviour,  when  I  languish, 

And  lay  me  down  to  die, 
O,  send  a  shining  angel, 

To  bear  me  to  the  sky ! 

O,  there  I'll  be  an  angel, 

And  with  the  angels  stand, 
A  crown  upon  my  forehead, 

A  harp  within  my  hand ; 
And  there,  before  my  Saviour, 

So  glorious  and  so  bright, 
I'll  wake  the  heavenly  music, 

And  praise  Him  day  and  night. 


1bi?mn  379 


(23) 


Orlestkund  (76  76  D.) 


Frederic  Weber. 


iii 


v=r 


35C 


F=4: 


z± 


3^ 


:^L 


-©I- 


S3 


g 


s=d 


r 


r 


*e£ 


e 


gEgE^ 


-©L 


^ 


:^z: 


7ZZT 


#5 


Sf=t 


£53 


PS 


^— Q- 


to 


Hsa 


r^ 


& 


g 


^ 


.J. 


r 

1 


"«Z22~ 


r^E^ 


r 


^Sgi^ 


A 


m 


g 


SS; 


-s — ^ 

I        I 


r 


J-J-^-J- 


■fct 


r 

A 


j  j  j  ^ 


-© — £2 


^^p 


p.: 


f=f 


f=S^E=^-^ 


T2i 


it* 


3 


3 


:4 


g 


©I- 


S 


-© ©•- 


A 


rrr. 


4-dJ 


r 


:z3: 


P~"F 


i5t 


<^CT 


i        I 


J: 


PP^ 


f 


^ 


z± 


^ 


f: 


r> 


COME,  praise  your  Lord  and  Saviour 
In  strains  of  holy  mirth ; 
Give  thanks  to  Him,  O  children, 

Who  lived  a  Child  on  earth. 
He  loved  the  little  children, 

And  called  them  to  His  side ; 

His  loving  arms  embraced  them, 

And  for  their  sake  He  died. 

O  Jesus,  we  would  praise  Thee  rBoys 

With  songs  of  holy  joy,  \_only. 

For  Thou  on  earth  didst  sojourn 

A  pure  and  spotless  Boy. 
Make  us  like  Thee,  obedient, 

Like  Thee  from  sin-stains  free, 
Like  Thee  in  God's  own  temple, 

In  lowly  home  like  Thee. 
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3  O  Jesus,  we  too  praise  Thee 

The  lowly  maiden's  Son  ; 
In  Thee  all  gentlest  graces 

Are  gathered  into  one. 
O,  give  that  best  adornment 

That  Christian  maid  can  wear, 
The  meek  and  quiet  spirit 

Which  shone  in  Thee  so  fair  ! 

4  O  Lord,  with  voices  blended 

We  sing  our  songs  of  praise  ; 
Be  Thou  the  light  and  pattern 

Of  all  our  childhood's  days : 
And  lead  us  ever  onward, 

That,  while  we  stay  below, 
We  may,  like  Thee,  O  Jesus, 

In  grace  and  wisdom  grow. 
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1  T3LESSED  Jesus,  high  in  glory, 

Seen  of  saints  and  angels  fair ; 
Children's  voices  now  adore  Thee, 
Listen  to  Thy  children's  prayer. 

2  While  this  solemn  eve  we  gather, 

Meekly  to  receive  Thy  word, 
Be  Thou  near  us,  Holy  Father, 
Bring  us  near  Thee,  loving  Lord. 

3  Gentle  Jesus,  Thou  dost  love  us, 

Thou  hast  died  upon  the  tree, 
And  Thou  reignest  now  above  us, 
That  we  too  might  reign  with  Thee. 

4  Give  us  grace  to  trust  Thee  wholly, 

Give  us  each  a  child-like  heart, 

Make  us  meek  and  pure  and  holy, 

Meet  to  see  Thee  as  Thou  art. 


5  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Spirit, 
Bless  us  all  our  life  below, 
Till  we  each  that  heaven  inherit 
Which  the  child -like  only  know 


Ibpmn  381    (25) 


Litany  (77  76). 


A  nonynwus. 
Harmonized  by  Sir  Arthur  S.  Sullivan. 


1  1 ESUS,  from  Thy  throne  on  high, 

Far  above  the  bright  blue  sky, 
Look  on  us  with  loving  eye : 
Hear  us,  Holy  Jesus. 

2  Little  children  need  not  fear 
When  they  know  that  Thou  art  near : 
Thou  dost  love  us,  Saviour  dear  : 

Hear  us,  Holy  Jesus.' 

3  Little  hearts  may  love  Thee  well, 
Little  lips  Thy  love  may  tell, 
Little  hymns  Thy  praises  swell : 

Hear  us,  Holy  Jesus. 


4  Little  deeds  of  love  may  shine, 
Little  lives  may  be  divine, 
Little  ones  be  wholly  Thine  : 

Hear  us,  Holy  Jesus. 

5  Fold  us  to  Thy  loving  breast, — 
There  may  we,  in  happy  rest, 
Feel  that  we  indeed  are  blest : 

Hear  us,  Holy  Jesus. 

6  Be  Thou  with  us  every  day, 
In  our  work  and  in  our  play, 
When  we  learn  and  when  we  pray 

Hear  us,  Holy  Jesus. 


7  May  our  thoughts  be  undefiled, 
May  our  words  be  true  and  mild, 
Make  us  each  a  holy  child : 

Hear  us,  Holy  Jesus. 

8  Jesus,  Son  of  God  most  high, 
Who  didst  in  the  manger  lie, 
Who  upon  the  cross  didst  die, 

Hear  us,  Holy  Jesus. 


&  Jesus,  from  Thy  heavenly  throne 
Watching  o'er  each  little  one, 
Till  our  life  on  earth  is  done, 
Hear  us,  Holy  Jesus. 
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PART    I. 


1  JESUS,  Saviour  ever  mild, 
*^      Boru  for  us  a  little  Child 
Of  the  Virgin  undefiled, 

Hear  us,  Holy  Jesus. 

2  Jesus,  at  whose  infant  feet 
Shepherds,  coming  Thee  to  greet, 
Knelt  to  pay  their  worship  meet, 

Hear  us,  Holy  Jesus. 

3  Jesus,  unto  whom  of  yore 
Wise  men,  hastening  to  adore, 
Gold  and  myrrh  and  incense  bore, 

Hear  us,  Holy  Jesus. 


4  Jesus,  to  Thy  temple  brought, 
AVhom,  by  Thy  good  Spirit  taught, 
Simeon  and  Anna  sought, 

Hear  us,  Holy  Jesus. 

5  Jesus,  who  didst  deign  to  nee 
From  King  Herod's  cruelty, 
In  Thy  earliest  infancy, 

Hear  us,  Holy  Jesus. 

6  Jesus,  whom  Thy  Mother  found 
'Midst  the  doctors  sitting  round, 
Marvelling  at  Thy  words  profound, 

Hear  us,  Holy  Jesus. 
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1b?mn  382    (26) 


7  From  all  pride  and  vain  conceit, 
From  all  spite  and  angry  heat, 
From  all  lying  and  deceit, 

Save  us,  Holy  Jesus. 


From  all  sloth  and  idleness, 
From  not  caring  for  distress, 
From  all  craft  and  greediness, 
Save  us,  Holy  Jesus. 


9  From  refusing  to  obey, 

From  the  love  of  our  own  way, 
From  forgetfulness  to  pray, 

Save  us,  Holy  Jesus. 


Litany  (7776). 


A.  L.  Pence,  Mas.  D. 
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PART   III. 


10  By  Thy  birth  and  early  years, 
By  Thine  infant  wants  and  fears, 
By  Thy  sorrows  and  Thy  tears, 

Save  us,  Holy  Jesus. 

11  By  Thy  pattern  bright  and  pure, 
By  the  pains  Thou  didst  endure 
Our  salvation  to  procure, 

Save  us,  Holy  Jesus. 


12  By  Thy  wounds  and  thorn-crowned 
By  Thy  blood  for  sinners  shed,  [head, 
By  Thy  rising  from  the  dead, 

Save  us,  Holy  Jesus. 

13  By  the  name  we  bow  before, 
Human  name,  which  evermore 
All  the  hosts  of  heaven  adore, 

Save  us,  Holy  Jesus. 


14  By  Thine  own  unconquered  might, 
By  Thy  glory  in  the  height, 
By  Thy  mercies  infinite, 

Save  us,  Holy  Jesus. 
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BIRTH    OF    OUR    LORD. 


Ib^mn  383    (27) 


Humility  (77  77  and  refrain). 

Treble  or  Tenor,  or  altttnately. 
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GEE,  in  yonder  manger  low, 

Born  for  us  on  earth  below, 
See,  the  tender  Lamb  appears, 
Promised  from  eternal  years. 

Hail!  thou  ever-blessed  morn! 
Hail  redemption 's  happy  dawn! 
Sing  through  all  Jerusalem, 
Christ  is  bom  in  Bethlehem! 


Lo,  within  a  manger  lies 
He  who  built  the  starry  skies — 
He  who,  throned  in  might  sublime, 
Sat  between  the  cherubim. 

Hail!  thou  ever-blessed  mom! 
Hail  redemptions  happy  dawn! 
Sing  through  all  Jerusalem, 
Christ  is  bom  in  Bethlehem! 


3  "Say,  ye  happy  shepherds,  say, 
What  your  joyful  news  to-day? 
Wherefore  have  ye  left  your  sheep 
On  the  lonely  mountain  steep?" 

Hail!  thou  ever-blessed  mom! 
Hail  redemption's  happy  dawn! 
Sing  through  all  Jerusalem, 
Christ  is  bom  in  Bethlehem! 

4  "  As  we  watched  at  dead  of  night, 
Lo,  we  saw  a  wondrous  sight : 
Angels,  singing  peace  on  earth, 
Told  us  of  the  Saviour's  birth." 

Hail!  thou  ever-blessed  mom! 
Hail  redemption's  happy  dawn! 
Sing  through  all  Jerusalem, 
Christ  is  bom  in  Bethlehem! 

5  Sacred  Infant !  all  divine  ! 
What  a  tender  love  was  Thine ! 
Thus  to  come  from  highest  bliss 
Down  to  such  a  world  as  this ! 

Hail!  thou  ever-blessed  mom! 
Hail  redemption's  happy  dawn! 
Sing  through  all  Jerusalem, 
Christ  is  bom  in  Bethlehem! 


6  Teach,  O  teach  us,  holy  Child, 
By  Thy  face  so  meek  and  mild, 
Teach  us  to  resemble  Thee 
In  Thy  sweet  humility. 

Hail!  thou  ever-blessed  mom ! 
Hail  redemption's  happy  dawn! 
Sing  through  all  Jerusalem, 
Christ  is  born  in  Bethlehem! 
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1   /^VNCE,  in  royal  David's  city, 


0 


Stood  a  lowly  cattle-shed, 
Where  a  mother  laid  her  baby 

In  a  manger  for  His  bed. 
Mary  was  that  mother  mild, 
Jesus  Christ  her  little  Child. 

2  He  came  down  to  earth  from  heaven, 

Who  is  God  and  Lord  of  all, 
And  His  shelter  was  a  stable, 

And  His  cradle  was  a  stall. 
With  the  poor  and  mean  and  lowly 
Lived  on  earth  our  Saviour  holy. 

3  And  through  all  His  wondrous  child- 

He  would  honour  and  obey,    [hood 
Love  and  watch  the  lowly  mother 

In  whose  gentle  arms  He  lay. 
Christian  children  all  must  be 
Mild,  obedient,  good  as  He. 
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4  For  He  is  our  childhood's  pattern : 

Day  by  day  like  us  He  grew ; 
He  was  little,  weak,  and  helpless ; 

Tears  and  smiles  like  us  He  knew ; 
And  He  feeleth  for  our  sadness, 
And  He  shareth  in  our  gladness. 

5  And  our  eyes  at  last  shall  see  Him, 

Through  His  own  redeeming  love ; 
For  that  Child  so  dear  and  gentle 

Is  our  Lord  in  heaven  above ; 
And  He  leads  His  children  on 
To  the  place  where  He  is  gone. 

6  Not  in  that  poor  lowly  stable, 

With  the  oxen  standing  by, 
We  shall  see  Him,  but  in  heaven, 

Set  at  God's  right  hand  on  high ; 
When,  like  stars,  His  children  crowned 
All  in  white  shall  wait  around. 


Margaret  (Irregular) 
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1  rpHOU  didst  leave  Thy  throne 
-*-     And  Thy  kingly  crown, 

When  Thou  earnest  to  earth  for  me, 
But  in  Bethlehem's  home 
Was  there  found  no  room 

For  Thy  holy  nativity  : 

O  come  to  my  heart,  Lord  Jesus, 

There  is  room  in  my  heart  for  Thee ! 

2  Heaven's  arches  rang 
When  the  angels  sang, 

Proclaiming  Thy  royal  degree ; 
But  of  lowly  birth 
Cam'st  Thou,  Lord,  on  earth, 
And  in  great  humility  : 

O  come  to  my  heart,  Lord  Jesus, 
'  There  is  room  in  mv  heart  for  Thee  ! 


3  The  foxes  found  rest, 
And  the  birds  their  nest 

In  the  shade  of  the  cedar  tree ; 

But  Thy  couch  was  the  sod, 

O  Thou  Son  of  God, 
In  the  deserts  of  Galilee  : 

O  come  to  my  heart,  Lord  Jesus, 
There  is  room  in  my  heart  for  Thee ! 

4  Thou  earnest,  Lord, 
With  the  living  word, 

That  should  set  Thy  people  free ; 
But  with  mocking  scorn, 
And  with  crown  of  thorn, 

They  bore  Thee  to  Calvary : 

O  come  to  my  heart,  Lord  Jesus. 

Thy  cross  is  my  only  plea  ! 


5         When  heaven's  arches  shall  ring, 
And  her  choirs  shall  sing 
At  Thy  coming  to  victory, 

Let  Thy  voice  call  me  home, 
Saying,  "  Yet  there  is  room — 
There  is  room  at  My  side  for  thee  ! " 

And  my  heart  shall  rejoice,  Lord  Jesus, 
When  Tli 011  comest  and  callest  for  me. 
Note.— The  ties  and  slurs  are  to  be  used  as  the  syllables  require. 
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Troyte's  Chant,  No.   2.  (Irregular.) 


William  Hayes,  Mus.  D. 
Abridged  by  A.  H.  D.  Troytc. 
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1  mHERE  came  a  little  Child  to  earth'  |  long  ago 


And  the  angels  of  God  proclaimed  His  birth',  |  high  and  low. 
Out  in  the  night  so  calm  and  still'  their  |  song  was  heard  ; 
For  they  knew  that  the  Child  on  Bethlehem's  hill  was  Christ'  |  the  Lord, 


2  Far  away  in  a  goodly  land',  |  fair  and  bright, 
Children  with  crowns  of  glory  stand'  |  robed  in  white, — 

In  white  more  pure  than  the  spotless  snow ;  while'  their  |  tongues  unite 
In  the  psalm  which  the  angels  sang  long  ago  on  Christ'  |  mas  night. 

3  They  sing  how  the  Lord  of  that  world  so  fair'  a  |  Child  was  born  ; 

And,  that  they  might  His  crown  of  glory  share,  wore'  a  |  crown  of  thorn  ; 
And  in  mortal  weakness,  in  want  and  pain',  came  |  forth  to  die, 
That  the  children  of  earth  might  in  glory  reign  with  Him'  |  on  high. 

4  He  hath  put  on  kingly  apparel  now'  in  that  |  goodly  land, 

And  He  leads  to  where  fountains  of  water  flow'  His  |  chosen  band. 

And  for  evermore,  in  their  robes  so  fair'  and  |  undefiled, 

Those  ransomed  children  His  praise  declare  who  was  once'  |  a  Child, 
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(31) 


In  Excelsis  Gloria  (878888). 


A.  L.  Peace,  Mus.  D. 
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1      p  LORY  to  God  in  the  highest 
Shall  be  our  song  to-day  : 
Another  year's  rich  mercies  prove 
His  ceaseless  care  and  boundless  love  ; 
So  let  our  loudest  voices  raise 
Our  anniversary  song  of  praise. 


Glory  to  God  in  the  highest 

Shall  be  our  song  to-day : 
The  song  that  woke  the  glorious  morn, 
When  David's  greater  Son  was  born, 
Sung  by  a  heavenly  host,  and  we 
Would  join  the  angelic  company. 


Glory  to  God  in  the  highest 

Shall  be  our  song  to-day  ; 
And  while  we  with  the  angels  sing, 
Gifts  with  the  wise  men  let  us  bring 
Unto  the  Babe  of  Bethlehem, 
And  offer  our  young  hearts  to  Him. 

Glory  to  God  in  the  highest, 

Shall  be  our  song  to  day. 
O,  may  we  an  unbroken  band 
Around  the  throne  of  Jesus  stand, 
And  there  with  angels  and  the  throng 
Of  His  redeemed  ones  join  the  song. 
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Little  Children  (87  87  d.) 


Sir  George  J.  Elvey,  Mus.  D. 
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1  T  ITTLE  children,  wake  and  listen,    I 
Songs  are  breaking  o'er  the  earth 
While  the  stars  in  heaven  glisten, 

Hear  the  news  of  Jesus'  birth. 
Long  ago,  to  lonely  meadows, 

Angels  brought  the  message  down  ;    3 
Still    each    year,    through   midnight 
It  is  heard  in  every  town,  [shadows, 


2  What  is  this  that  they  are  telling, 
Singing  in  the  quiet  street, 
While  their  voices  high  are  swelling, — 
What  sweet  words  do  they  repeat  1 
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Words  to  bring  us  greater  gladness, 
.Though  our  hearts  from  care  are  free  ; 

Words  to  chase  away  our  sadness, 
Cheerless  though  our  hearts  may  be. 

Christ  has  left  His  throne  of  glory, 

And  a  lowly  cradle  found : 
Well  might  angels  tell  the  story, 

Well  may  we  their  words  resound. 
Little  children,  wake  and  listen, 

Songs  are  ringing  through  the  earth. 
While  the  stars  in  heaven  glisten, 

Hail  with  joy  your  Saviour's  birth ! 


DEATH    OF    OUR    LORD. 


GreexNt  Hill  (cm.) 
Slow. 


1b\>mn  389    os) 


A.  L.  Peace,  J  J  as.  D. 
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1  rpHEEE  is  a  green  hill  far  away, 

Without  a  city  wall, 
Where  the  dear  Lord  was  crucified 
Who  died  to  save  us  all. 

2  We  may  not  know,  we  cannot  tell, 

What  pains  He  had  to  bear ; 
But  we  belie ve'it  was  for  us 
He  hung  and  suffered  there. 

3  He  died  that  we  might  be  forgiven, 

He  died  to  make  us  good, 
That  we  might  go  at  last  to  heaven, 
Saved  by  His  precious  blood. 

4  There  was  no  other  good  enough 

To  pay  the  price  of  sin ; 
He  only  could  unlock  the  gate 
Of  heaven,  and  let  us  in. 


5  O  dearly,  dearly  has  He  loved, 
And  we  must  love  Him  too, 
And  trust  in  His  redeeming  blood, 
And  try  His  works  to  do. 
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Crux  crudelis  (l.m.) 
Slow. 


FIRST  TUNE 


A.  L.  Peace,  Mus.  D. 
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Crucifixion  (l.m.) 
Slow. 


SECOND  TUNE. 


J.  Montgomcrie  Bell. 
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1  TDEYOXD  the  holy  city  wall 

_D     They  set  the  cruel  Cross  on  high. 
Where  the  dear  Lord,  who  saved  us  all, 
Did  hang  in  pain,  and  bleed,  and  die. 

2  The  Hands  that  touched  the  blind  to  sight. 
That  gave  the  sick  man  strength  anew, 
That  raised  the  dead  to  life  and  light, 
Were  pierced  and  wounded  through  and 

through. 

3  The  Feet  that  walked  the  stormy  sea, 
That  ever  turned  at  sorrow's  prayer, 
By  sharp  nails  fastened  to  the  tree, 
Hung  torn  and  hurt  and  bleeding  there. 
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4  Since  God's  own  Son  must  suffer  thus 
Our  souls  from  Satan's  grasp  to  win  ; 
Since  only  He  could  ransom  us, 

( ),  what  a  fearful  thing  is  sin  ! 

5  How  can  we  yield  to  Satan's  power, 
And  let  our  sinful  passions  reign, 
When  hearing  of  that  awful  hour, 
And  thinking  of  our  Saviour's  pain  ? 

6  O,  by  Thy  griefs  that  dreadful  day, 
Dear    Lord,    and    by    Thy    precious 

Blood, 
Wash  all  our  guilty  stains  away, 
And  make  Thy  sinful  children  good ! 


1b$mn  391    05) 


Who  is  He?  (77  and  refrain). 


Rev.  B.  R.  Hanby, 
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1  TITHO  is  He,  in  yonder  stall, 

*  t       At  whose  feet  the  shepherds 

'Tis  the  Lord!  O  wondrous  story/ 
'Tis  the  Lord,  the  King  of  Glory  I 

At  His  feet  ice  humbly  fall; 

Grown  Him,  crown  Him  Lord  of  all! 

2  Who  is  He,  in  yonder  cut, 
Bending  to  His  toilsome  lot? 

'Tis  the  Lord!  O  wondrous  story/ 
'Tis  the  Lord,  the  King  of  Glory.' 
At  His  feet  we  humbly  fall : 
Crown  Him,  crown  Him  Lord  of  all ! 


5  Lo,  at  midnight,  who  is  He 
fall?             Prays  in  dark  Gethsemane? 

'Tis  the  Lord!  0  wondrous  story! 
'Tis  the  Lord,  the  Kino  of  Glory .' 

At  Hi*  feet  we  humbly  fall; 

Crown  Him,  crovm  Him  Lord  of  all! 

6  Who  is  He,  in  Calvary's  throes. 
Asks  for  blessings  on  His  foes? 

'Tis  the  Lord!  O  wondrous  story! 
'Tis  the  Lord,  the  King  of  Glory! 

At  His  feet  we  humbly  fall; 

Crovm  Him,  crown  Him  Lord  of  all! 


3  Who  is  He,  in  deep  distn 
Fasting  in  the  wilderness  ? 

'Tis  the  Lord !  O  wondrous  story! 
'Tis  tne  Lord,  the  Kino  of  Glory! 

At  His  feet  we  humbly  fall ; 

Crown  Him,  crown  Him  Lord  of  all! 

4  Who  is  He  that  stands  and  weeps 
At  the  grave  where  Lazarus  sleeps  ? 

'Tis  the  Lord!  O  wondrous  story! 
'Tis  the  Lord,  the  Kino  of  Glory! 

At  His  feet  we  humbly  fall; 

Crown  Him,  erown  Him  Lord  of  all! 


7  Who  is  He  that  from  the  grave 
Comes  to  heal  and  help  and  save ': 

'Tis  the  Lord!  O  wondrous  story! 
'Tis  the  Lord,  the  King  of  Glory  ! 

A  t  His  feet  v:e  h  u  m  bly  fa  U ; 

Crown  Him.  crovm  Him  Lord  of  alii 

Who  is  He  that  on  yon  throne 
Failes  the  world  of  light  alone  ? 

Tis  the  Lord  !  0  wondrous  story  ! 

'Tis  the  Lord,  the  Kino  of  Glory  ! 
At  His  feet  we  humbly  fall : 
Crown  Him,  erown  Him  L> 
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S.  Godric  (66  66  88). 


FIRST  TUNE. 


Rev.  J.  B.  Dykes,  Mus.  D. 
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1  /^iN  wings  of  living  light, 

At  earliest  dawn  of  day, 

Came  down  the  angel  bright, 

And  rolled  the  stone  away. 

Your  voices  raise 
With  one  accord, 

To  bless  and  praise 
Your  risen  Lord! 

2  The  keepers  watching  near, 

At  that  dread  sight  and  sound. 
Fell  down  with  sudden  fear 
Like  dead  men  to  the  ground. 

Your  voices  raise 
With  one  accord, 

To  bless  and  praise 
Your  rise,}  Lord! 
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3  Then  rose  from  death's  dark  gloom, 

Unseen  by  mortal  eye, 
Triumphant  o'er  the  tomb, 
The  Lord  of  earth  and  sky ! 

Your  voices  raise 

With  one  accord, 
To  bless  aiid  praise 

Your  risen  Lord ! 

4  O,  let  your  hearts  be  strong, 

For  we,  like  Him,  shall  rise, 
To  dwell  with  Him  ere  long- 
In  bliss  beyond  the  skies  ! 

Your  voices  raise 

With  one  accord, 
To  bless  and  praise 

Your  risen  Lord! 
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S.  John  (66  661 


second  TUNE.  Congregational  Church  Music,  1S53. 
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C\$  wings  of  living  light, 

At  earliest  dawn  of  day, 

Came  down  the  angel  bright, 

And  rolled  the  stone  away. 

Your  voices  raise 
With  one  accord, 

To  bless  and  praise 
Your  risen  Lord! 

The  keepers  watching  near, 
At  that  dread  sight  and  sound, 

Fell  down  with  sudden  fear 
Like  dead  men  to  the  ground. 

Your  voices  raise 
With  one  accord. 

To  bless  and  praise 
Your  risen  Lord! 


2i 


3  Then  rose  from  death's  dark  gloom, 

Unseen  by  mortal  eye, 
Triumphant  o'er  the  tomb, 
The  Lord  of  earth  and  sky ! 

Your  voices  raise 

With  one  accord, 
To  bless  and  praise 

Your  risen  Lord! 

4  O,  let  your  hearts  be  strong, 

For  we,  like  Him,  shall  rise, 
To  dwell  with  Him  ere  long 
In  bliss  beyond  the  skies ! 

Your  voices  raise 

With  one  accord, 

To  bless  and  praise 

Your  risbi  Lord! 
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Hermas  (65  65  d.  and  refrain). 
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1  PI  OLDEN  harps  are  sounding, 

Angel  voices  sing, 
Pearly  gates  are  opened, 

Opened  for  the  King ; 
Jesus,  King  of  Glory, 

Jesus,  King  of  Love, 
Is  gone  up  in  triumph 

To  His  throne  above. 

All  His  work  is  ended, 
Joyfully  we  sing ; 

Jesus  hath  ascended! 
Glory  to  our  King! 

2  He  who  came  to  save  us, 

He  who  bled  and  died, 
Now  is  crowned  with  glory, 

At  His  Father's  side. 
Never  more  to  suffer, 

Never  more  to  die ; 
Jesus,  King  of  Glory, 

Has  gone  up  on  high ! 

All  His  iffofk  is  ended, 
Joyfully  ice  sing ; 

Jesus  hath  ascended! 
Glory  to  our  King! 

3  Praying  for  His  children 

In  that  blessed  place, 
Calling  them  to  glory, 

Sending  them  His  grace ; 
His  bright  home  preparing, 

Faithful  ones,  for  you ; 
Jesus  ever  liveth, 

Ever  loveth  too. 

All  His  work  is  ended, 
Joyfully  we  sing; 

Jesus  hath  ascended! 
Glory  to  our  King! 
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Mich.  Prcetorius  Musce  Sioniie,  i6oq. 
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1  HHHE  golden  gates  are  lifted  up, 

The  doors  are  opened  wide, 
The  King  of  Glory  is  gone  in 
Unto  His  Father's  side. 

2  Thou  art  gone  up  before  us,  Lord, 

To  make  for  us  a  place, 
That  we  may  be  where  now  Thou  art, 
And  look  upon  God's  face. 

3  And  ever  on  our  earthly  path 

A  gleam  of  glory  lies ; 
A  light  still  breaks  behind  the  cloud 
That  veiled  Thee  from  our  eyes. 

4  Lift  up  our  hearts,  lift  up  our  minds, 

Let  Thy  dear  grace  be  given, 
That  while  we  wander  here  below 
Our  treasure  be  in  heaven. 

5  That  where  Thou  art  at  God's  right  hand, 

Our  hope,  our  love  may  be ; 
Dwell  Thou  in  us,  that  we  may  dwell 
For  evermore  in  Thee. 
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LOVE    OF   CHRIST  TO    CHILDREN. 
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Berthold  Tours. 
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TyHEN,  His  salvation  bringing, 
™      To  Zion  Jesus  came, 
The  children  all  stood  singing 

Hosanna  to  His  name ; 
Nor  did  their  zeal  offend  Him, 

But,  as  He  rode  along, 
He  let  them  still  attend  Him, 

And  smiled  to  hear  their  song. 

And,  since  the  Lord  retaineth 
His  love  for  children  still, 

Though  now  as  King  He  reigneth 
On  Z ion's  heavenly  hill, 


We'll  flock  around  His  banner 
Who  sits  upon  the  throne, 

And  cry  aloud  "  Hosanna 
To  David's  royal  Son!" 

3  For,  should  we  fail  proclaiming 
Our  great  Redeemer's  praise, 
The  stones,  our  silence  shaming, 

Would  their  hosannas  raise. 
But  shall  we  only  render 

The  tribute  of  our  words? 
No !  while  our  hearts  are  tender, 
They  too  shall  be  the  Lord's. 
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Salamis  (Irregular). 
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T  THINK,  when  I  read  that  sweet  story  of  old, 

■*-     When  Jesus  was  here  among  men, 

How  He  called  little  children  as  lambs  to  His  fold, 

I  should  like  to  have  been  with  them  then ; 
I  wish  that  His  hands  had  been  placed  on  my  head, 

That  His  arm  had  been  thrown  around  me, 
And  that  I  might  have  seen  His  kind  look  when  He  said 

"  Let  the  little  ones  come  unto  Me." 

Yet  still  to  His  footstool  in  prayer  I  may  go, 

And  ask  for  a  share  in  His  love ; 
And  if  I  now  earnestly  seek  Him  below, 

I  shall  see  Him  and  hear  Him  above, 
In  that  beautiful  place  He  is  gone  to  prepare 

For  all  who  are  washed  and  forgiven ; 
And  many  dear  children  are  gathering  there, 

For  of  such  is  the  kingdom  of  heaven. 

But  thousands  and  thousands  who  wander  and  fall 

Never  heard  of  that  heavenly  home ; 
I  should  like  them  to  know  there  is  room  for  them  all, 

And  that  Jesus  has  bid  them  to  come. 
I  long  for  the  joy  of  that  glorious  time, 

The  sweetest  and  brightest  and  best, 
When  the  dear  little  children  of  every  clime 

Shall  crowd  to  His  arms  and  be  blest. 
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Adapted  from 
Hemy's  Crown  of  Jesus  Music,  1S64. 
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1  TTOW  lo\  ing  is  Jesus,  who  came  from  the  sky, 
XI     In  tenderest  pity  for  sinners  to  die  ! 

His  hands  and  His  feet  they  were  nailed  to  the  tree, 
And  all  this  He  suffered  for  sinners  like  me  ! 

2  How  gladly  does  Jesus  free  pardon  impart 

To  all  who  receive  Him  by  faith  in  their  heart ! 

No  evil  befalls  them,  their  home  is  above, 

And  Jesus  throws  round  them  the  arms  of  His  love. 

3  How  precious  is  Jesus  to  all  who  believe  ! 

And  out  of  His  fulness  what  grace  they  receive  ! 
When  weak  He  supports  them,  when  erring  He  guides, 
And  everything  needful  He  kindly  provides. 

4  O  give  then  to  Jesus  your  earliest  days : 
They  only  are  blessed  who  walk  in  His  ways : 
In  life  and  in  death  He  will  still  be  their  friend : 
For  those  whom  He  loves  He  will  love  to  the  end. 


504 


Ib^mn  398    (42: 


Tenderness  (84848884). 
-0 


m 


fe 


JLsLl 


l=t=± 


i 


Richard  William  Beaty. 


\ i- 


a£s2: 


=4: 


*    Q 


M=t 


ife 


4?^3| 


f 


I 


2 


4^U 


-&-— 


^ 


m 


JS22+: 


m 


^EB 


£E££Eg 


P^E 


-^u 


2 


fefei 


-A 


J^[ 


st 


££ 


S 


*a 


r  it  r 


FFP^ 


?z 


fT 


^&e 


-i  J-  A.  j 


1  1 


^ 


4 


-#-<^ 


^S 


« 


tt=* 


^ 


tei 


#^ 


i=± 


^E3 


z± 


r=r 


g 


-s^- 


iJ 


f: 


j 


f 


r 


^rzzrj, 


A^A 


mt- 


e 


zz 


T^ 


^T 


T®-r- 


xO 


NE  is  kind  above  all  others, 

O  how  He  loves/ 
His  is  love  beyond  a  brother's, 

O  how  He  loves! 
Earthly  friends  may  pain  and  grieve  thee, 
One  day  kind,  the  next  day  leave  thee, 
But  this  Friend  will  ne'er  deceive  thee, 

0  how  He  loves/ 

2  Blessed  Jesus !  wouldst  thou  know  Him  ? 

O  how  He  loves! 
Give  thyself  entirely  to  Him, — 

O  hoio  He  loves! 
Is  it  sin  that  pains  and  grieves  thee? 
Unbelief  or  trials  seize  thee? 
Jesus  can  from  all  release  thee, 

O  hovj  He  loves! 


3  He's  thy  Friend !  He  died  to  save  thee, 

O  how  He  loves! 
All  through  life  He  will  not  leave  thee, 

O  how  He  loves! 
Think  no  more  of  friendships  hollow, 
Take  His  easy  yoke  and  follow, 
Jesus  carries  all  thy  sorrow, 

0  how  He  loves! 

4  All  thy  sins  shall  be  forgivfen, 

O  how  He  loves  > 
Backward  all  thy  foes  be  driven, — 

O  how  He  loves! 
Every  blessing  He'll  provide  thee, 
Nought  but  good  shall  e'er  betide  thee, 
Safe  to  glory  He  will  guide  thee, 

O  how  He  loves.' 
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1  T  ITTLE  children,  praise  the  Saviour, 
He  regards  yon  from  above  : 
Praise  Him  for  His  great  salvation  ! 
Praise  Him  for  His  precious  love  ! 

Sweet  hosannas 

To  the  name  of  Jesus  sing  ! 


2  When  He  left  His  throne  in  glory, 
When  He  lived  with  mortals  here,, 
Little  children  sang  His  praises, 
And  it  pleased  His  gracious  ear. 

Sweet  hosannas 
To  the  name  of  Jesus  sing  ! 
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3  When  the  anxious  mothers  round  Him 

With  their  tender  infants  pressed, 
He  with  open  arms  received  them, 
And  the  little  ones  He  blessed. 

Sweet  hosannas 
To  the  name  of  Jesus  sing  ! 

4  Up  in  yonder  spirit-regions, 

Angels  sound  the  chorus  high ; 
Twice  ten  thousand  times  ten  thousand 
Sound  His  praises  through  the  sky. 

Sweet  hosannas 
To  the  name  of  Jesus  sing  / 
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1  TTOSANNA,  loud  hosanna, 
_Ll  The  little  children  sang; 
Through  pillared  court  and  temple 

The  joyful  anthem  rang; 
To  Jesus,  who  had  blessed  them 

Close  folded  to  His  breast, 
The  children  sang  their  praises, 

The  simplest  and  the  best. 

2  From  Olivet  they  followed, 

'Mid  an  exultant  crowd, 
The  victor  palm-branch  waving, 

And  chanting  clear  and  loud; 
Bright  angels  joined  the  chorus, 

Beyond  the  cloudless  sky, — 
"  Hosanna  in  the  highest ! 

Glory  to  God  on  high  !" 


3  Fair  leaves  of  silvery  olive 

They  strowed  upon  the  ground, 
While  Salem's  circling  mountains 

Echoed  the  joyful  sound; 
The  Lord  of  men  and  angels 

Rode  on  in  lowly  state, 
Nor  scorned  that  little  children 

Should  on  His  bidding  wait. 

4  "  Hosanna  in  the  highest ! " 

That  ancient  song  we  sing ; 
For  Christ  is  our  Redeemer, 

The  Lord  of  heaven  our  King. 
O  may  we  ever  praise  Him 

With  heart  and  life  and  voice, 
And  in  His  blissful  presence 

Eternally  rejoice. 
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1  /CHRIST  is  merciful  and  mild ; 

He  was  once  a  little  Child; 
He  whom  heavenly  hosts  adore 
Lived  on  earth  among  the  poor. 

2  Thus  He  laid  His  glory  by, 
"When  for  us  He  stooped  to  die : 
How  I  wonder  when  I  see 
His  unbounded  love  to  me  ! 

3  He  the  sick  to  health  restored, 

To  the  poor  He  preached  the  Word; 
Even  children  had  a  share 
Of  His  love  and  tender  care. 

4  Every  bird  can  build  its  nest, 
Foxes  have  their  place  of  rest ; 
He  by  whom  the  world  was  made 
Had  not  where  to  lay  His  head. 

5  He  who  is  the  Lord  most  high 
Then  was  poorer  far  than  I, 
That  I  might  hereafter  be 
Rich  to  all  eternity. 
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1  T  OKD,  I  would  own  Thy  tender  care 

And  all  Thy  love  to  me ; 
The  food  I  eat,  the  clothes  I  wear, 
Are  all  bestowed  by  Thee. 

2  'Tis  Thou  preservest  me  from  death 

And  dangers  every  hour ; 
I  cannot  draw  another  breath 
Unless  Thou  give  me  power. 

3  Kind  angels  guard  me  every  night, 

As  round  my  bed  they- stay; 
Nor  am  I  absent  from  Thy  sight 
In  darkness  or  by  day. 

4  My  health  and  friends  and  parents  dear 

To  me  by  God  are  given ; 
I  have  not  any  blessing  here 
But  what  is  sent  from  heaven. 

5  Such  goodness,  Lord,  and  constant  care 

A  child  can  ne'er  repay ; 
But  may  it  be  my  daily  prayer 
To  love  Thee  and  obey. 
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Morning  Light  (86767676). 
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1  THERE'S  a  Friend  for  little  children 
Above  the  bright  blue  sky, 
A  Friend  that  never  changes, 
Whose  love  will  never  die  : 
Unlike  our  friends  by  nature, 

Who  change  with  changing  years, 
This  Friend  is  always  worthy 
The  precious  name  He  bears. 
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2  There's  a  rest  for  little  children 

Above  the  bright  blue  sky, 
Who  love  the  blessed  Saviour, 

And  to  His  Father  cry : 
A  rest  from  every  trouble, 

From  sin  and  danger  free ; 
There  every  little  pilgrim 

Shall  rest  eternally. 

3  There's  a  home  for  little  children 

Above  the  bright  blue  sky, 
Where  Jesus  reigns  in  glory — 

A  home  of  peace  and  joy : 
No  home  on  earth  is  like  it, 

Nor  can  with  it  compare ; 
For  every  one  is  happy, 

Nor  can  be  happier  there. 

4  There's  a  crown  for  little  children 

Above  the  bright  blue  sky, 
And  all  who  look  to  Jesus 

Shall  wear  it  by-and-by  : 
A  crown  of  brightest  glory, 

Which  He  shall  sure  bestow 
On  all  who  love  the  Saviour, 

And  walk  with  Him  below. 

5  There's  a  song  for  little  children 

Above  the  bright  blue  sky, 
And  a  harp  of  sweetest  music 

For  their  hymn  of  victory ; 
And  all  above  is  pleasure, 

And  found  in  Christ  alone ; 
O  come,  dear  little  children, 

That  all  may  be  your  own ! 
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Bowdler  No.  178  (76  76  D.  and  refrain). 


Cyril  Bowdler. 
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1  T  LOVE  to  hear  the  story 

Which  angel  voices  tell, 
How  once  the  King  of  Glory 

Came  down  on  earth  to  dwell. 
I  am  both  weak  and  sinful, 

But  this  I  surely  know, 
The  Lord  came  down  to  save  me, 
Because  He  loved  me  so. 
/  love  to  hear  the  story 

Which  angel  voices  tell, 
How  once  the  King  of  Glory 
Came  clown  on  earth  to  dwell. 

2  I'm  glad  my  blessed  Savionr 

"Was  once  a  child  like  me, 
To  show  how  pure  and  holy 
His  little  ones  might  be  ; 
And  if  I  try  to  follow 

His  footsteps  here  below, 
He  never  will  forget  me, 
Because  He  loves  me  so. 
/  love  to  hear  the  story 

Which  angel  voices  tell, 
How  once  the  King  of  Glory 
Came  clown  on  earth  to  dwell. 

3  To  sing  His  love  and  mercy 

My  sweetest  songs  I'll  raise ; 
And  though  I  cannot  see  Him, 
I  know  He  hears  my  praise ; 
For  He  has  kindly  promised 

That  even  I  may  go 
To  sing  among  His  angels, 
Because  He  loves  me  so. 
/  love  to  hear  the  story 

Which  angel  voices  tell, 
How  once  the  King  of  Glory 
Cairn  dnu-u  on  earth  to  dwell. 
2k 
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Jesus  loves  me  (77  77  and  refrain). 
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1  TESUS  loves  me,  this  I  know, 

For  the  Bible  tells  me  so  : 
Little  ones  to  Him  belong ; 
They  are  weak,  but  He  is  strong. 
Yes,  Jesus  loves  me, 
The  Bible  tells  me  so. 

2  Jesus,  from  His  throne  on  high, 
Came  into  this  world  to  die ; 
That  I  might  from  sin  be  free, 
Bled  and  died  upon  the  tree. 

3  I  can  see  Him  even  now, 

With  His  pierced  thorn-clad  brow. 
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Agonizing  on  the  tree ; — 

O,  what  love  !  and  all  for  me. 

4  Jesus  loves  me, — He  who  died 
Heaven's  gate  to  open  wide : 
He  will  wash  away  my  sin, 
Let  His  little  child  come  in. 

5  Je.sus,  take  this  heart  of  mine, 
Make  it  pure  and  wholly  Thine ; 
Thou  hast  bled  and  died  for  me, 
I  will  henceforth  live  for  Thee. 

Yes,  Jesus  loves  me, 
The  Bible  tells  me  so. 
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1  p  0D  intrusts  to  all 

^-*  Talents  few  or  many ; 
None  so  young  and  small 

That  they  have  not  any. 
Though  the  great  and  wise 

Have  a  greater  number, 
Yet  my  one  I  prize, 

And  it  must  not  slumber. 

2  God  will  surely  ask, 

Ere  I  enter  heaven, 
Have  I  done  the  task 
Which  to  me  was  given  i 


Little  drops  of  rain 

Bring  the  springing  flowers ; 
And  I  may  attain 

Much  by  little  powers. 

3  Every  little  mite, 

Every  little  measure, 
Helps  to  spread  the  light, 

Helps  to  swell  the  treasure 
God  intrusts  to  all 

Talents  few  or  many ; 
None  so  young  and  small 
That  they  have  not  any, 
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Day  by  Day  (87  87). 
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SECOND  TUNE 
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1  TiAY  by  day  the  little  daisy 

Looks  up  with  its  yellow  eye ; 
Never  murmurs,  never  wishes 
It  were  hanging  up  on  high. 

2  And  the  air  is  just  as  pleasant, 

And  as  bright  the  sunny  sky, 
To  the  daisy  by  the  footpath, 

As  to  flowers  that  bloom  on  high. 
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3  God  has  given  to  each  his  station ; 

Some  have  riches  and  high  place, 

Some  have  lowly  homes  and  labour, — 

All  may  have  His  precious  grace. 

4  And  God  loveth  all  His  children, 

Eich  and  poor,  and  high  and  low ; 
And  they  all  shall  meet  in  heaven, 
Who  have  served  Him  here  below 
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Rabenlei  (65  65), 
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FIRST  TUNE. 


/.  C.  H.  Rink. 
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Ave  maris  stella  (65  65). 


SECOND  TUNE. 
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Kochers  Zionsharfe,  iSjS- 
Adapted  by  Rev.  A.  Galloway -,"B.D. 
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1  T  ITTLE  drops  of  water, 

Little  grains  of  sand, 
Make  the  mighty  ocean 
And  the  pleasant  land. 

2  Thus  the  little  minutes, 

Humble  though  they  be, 
Make  the  mighty  ages 
Of  eternity. 


3  Thus  our  little  errors 

Lead  the  soul  away 

From  the  path  of  virtue, 

Far  in  sin  to  stray. 

4  Little  deeds  of  kindness, 

Little  words  of  love, 
Make  our  earth  an  Eden 
Like  the  heaven  above. 
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Epsom  College  (77  77  77). 


Rev.  S.  J.  Rowton. 
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1  T\7"0RDS  are  things  of  little  cost, 

Quickly  spoken,  quickly  lost; 
We  forget  them,  but  they  stand, 
Witnesses  at  God's  right  hand ; 
And  their  testimony  bear 
For  us  or  against  us  there. 

2  O,  how  often  ours  have  been 
Idle  words  and  words  of  sin ; 
Words  of  anger,  scorn,  or  pride, 
Or  deceit  our  faults  to  hide ; 
Envious  tales  or  strife  unkind, 
Leaving  bitter  thoughts  behind  ! 

3  Grant  us,  Lord,  from  day  to  day, 
Strength  to  watch  and  grace  to  pray 
May  our  lips,  from  sin  kept  free, 
Love  to  speak  and  sing  of  Thee : 
Till  in  heaven  we  learn  to  raise 
Hymns  of  everlasting  praise. 


Ibipmn  410 


(54) 


All  things  bright  (76  76) 


Rev.  Sir  F.  A.  Gore  Ouseley,  Bart. 


P=^f 


All  things  wise    and     won  -  der  -  ful, 


1     A  LL  things  bright  and  beautiful, 
All  creatures  great  and  small, 
All  things  wise  and  wonderful, 
The  Lord  God  made  them  all. 


2  Each  little  flower  that  opens, 
Each  little  bird  that  sings : 


He  made  their  glowing  colours, 
He  made  their  tiny  wings. 

3  The  rich  man  in  his  castle, 
The  poor  man  at  his  gate ; 
God  made  them  high  or  lowly, 
And  ordered  their  estate. 


4  The  purple-headed  mountain, 

The  river  running  by, 
The  sunset  and  the  morning 
That  brighten  up  the  sky, 

5  The  cold  wind  in  the  winter, 

The  pleasant  summer  sun, 

The  ripe  fruits  in  the  garden, — 

He  made  them  every  one, 

6  The  tall  trees  in  the  greenwood, 

The  meadows  where  we  play; 
The  rushes  by  the  water, 
We  gather  every  day ; 

7  He  gave  us  eyes  to  see  them, 

And  lips  that  we  might  tell 
How  great  is  God  Almighty, 
Who  has  made  all  things  well 


Required  for  second  and  all  the  following  verses. 
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Caswall  (65  75). 


FIRST  TUNE. 


Friedrich  Filitz,  Ph.D. 
Vierstimmiges  Choralbuch,  1847. 
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S.  Cyril  (65  75) 


SECOND  TUNE. 
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1  /"^  OD  is  always  near  me, 
^  Hearing  what  I  say, 
Knowing  all  my  thoughts  and  deeds, 

All  my  work  and  play. 

2  God  is  always  near  me 

In  the  darkest  night, 
He  can  see  me  just  the  same 
As  by  mid-day  light. 

3  God  is  always  near  me, 

Though  so  young  and  small ; 
Not  a  look,  or  word,  or  thought, 
But  God  knows  it  all. 
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Hastings  (6565  d.) 


Thomas  Hastings,  Mus.  D. 
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TF  I  come  to  Jesus, 
■*-     He  will  make  me  giad  ; 
He  will  give  me  pleasure 
When  my  heart  is  sad. 
If  I  come  to  Jesus, 

Happy  I  shall  be; 
He  is  gently  calling 
Little  ones  like  me. 

If  I  come  to  Jesus, 

He  will  hear  my  prayer  ; 
For  He  loves  me  dearly, 
And-  my  sins  did  bear. 
If  I  come  to  Jesus, 

Happy  I  shall  be; 
He  is  gently  calling 
Little  ones  like  me. 


If  I  come  to  Jesus, 

He  will  take  my  hand, 
He  will  kindly  lead  me 
To  a  better  land. 

If  I  come  to  Jesus, 

Happy  I  shall  be; 
He  is  gently  calling 
Little  ones  like- me. 

There  with  happy  children, 

Robed  in  snowy  white, 
I  shall  see  my  Saviour 
In  that  world  so  bright. 
If  I  come  to  Jesus, 

Happy  I  shall  be; 
He  is  gently  calling 
Little  ones  like  me. 
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LESSONS    TO    CHILDREN.— II. 
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Samuel  (66  661 
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Sir  Arthur  S.  Sullivan.  Mus.  D. 


— ».      1 


^ 


s 


J^: 


zfc; 


P 


^rr 


e?^- 


j-j 


^ 


j. 


77r 


g 


e± 


:r 


izp— zz 


:P 


Qrg.  P 


r 


S^ 


s 


:s" 


:^z 


t) 


I       I 


^ 


r 


tt 


feEfe^P^ 


s^: 


is 


f 


zz 


^ 


Sb 


3 


st^ 


r 


P 


!°=Jf 


i  i 


pb 


if-p 


i  i 


# 


ggg^ 


2Z 


^t 


m 


P:F 


rrr 


xz 


1  TTUSHED  was  the  evening  hymn, 

The  temple  courts  were  dark, 
The  lamp  was  burning  dim 
Before  the  sacred  ark, 
When  suddenly  a  voice  divine 
Rang  through  the  silence  of  the  shrine. 

2  The  old  man,  meek  and  mild, 

The  priest  of  Israel,  slept ; 
His  watch  the  temple  child, 

The  little  Levite,  kept ; 
And  what  from  Eli's  sense  was  sealed 
The  Lord  to  Hannah's  son  revealed. 


3  0  give  me  Samuel's  ear, 

The  open  ear,  0  Lord, 
Alive  and  quick  to  hear 

Each  whisper  of  Thy  word ; 
Like  him  to  answer  at  Thy  call, 
And  to  obey  Thee  first  of  all. 

4  0  give  me  Samuel's  heart, 

A  lowly  heart,  that  waits 
Where  in  Thy  house  Thou  art, 

Or  watches  at  Thy  gates, — 
By  day  and  night,  a  heart  that  still 
Moves  at  the  breathing  of  Thy  will. 


5  O  give  me  Samuel's  mind, 

A  sweet  unmurmuring  faith, 
Obedient  and  resigned 
To  Thee  in  life  and  death, 
That  I  may  read  with  childlike  eyes 
Truths  that  are  hidden  from  the  wise 
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Good  Shepherd  (666666). 


Ji.  B.  Lockwood. 
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p  REAT  Shepherd  of  the  sheep, 
^     Who  all  Thy  flock  dost  keep, 

Leading  by  waters  calm, 
Do  Thou  my  footsteps  guide 
To  follow  by  Thy  side  ; 

Make  me  Thy  little  lamb. 


2  I  fear  I  may  be  torn 

By  many  a  sharp-set  thorn, 

As  far  from  Thee  I  stray  ; 
My  weary  feet  may  bleed, 
For  rough  are  paths  which  lead 

Out  of  Thy  pleasant  way. 


3  But,  when  the  road  seems  long, 
Thy  tender  arm  and  strong 

The  weary  one  will  bear ; 
And  Thou  wilt  wash  me  clean, 
And  lead  to  pastures  green, 

Where  all  the  flowers  are  fair ; 

4  Till — from  the  soil  of  sin 
Cleansed  and  made  pure  within — 

Dear  Saviour,  whose  I  am, 
Thou  bringest  me  in  love 
To  Thy  sweet  fold  above, 

A  little  snow-white  lamb. 
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Buckland  (7777). 


FIRST  TUNE. 
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Rev.  L.  G.  Hayne,  Mus.  D. 
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Battishill  (77  77). 
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1  T  OVING  Shepherd  of  Thy  sheep. 

Keep  me,  Lord,  in  safety  keep ; 
Nothing  can  Thy  power  withstand, 
None  can  pluck  me  from  Thy  hand. 

2  Loving  Shepherd,  Thou  didst  give 

Thine  own  life  that  I  might  live ; 

May  I  love  Thee  day  by  day, 

Gladly  Thy  sweet  will  obey. 
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3  Loving  Shepherd,  ever  near. 
Teach  me  still  Thy  voice  to  hear ; 
Suffer  not  my  step  to  stray 

From  the  straight  and  narrow  way. 

4  Where  Thou  leadest  may  I  go, 
Walking  in  Thy  steps  below, 
Then  before  Thy  Father's  throne, 
Jesus,  claim  me  for  Thine  own. 


Dijon  (77  77). 
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German  Volkslied. 
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1  p  ENTLE  Jesus,  meek  and  mild, 

Look  upon  a  little  child ; 
Pity  my  simplicity, 
Suffer  me  to  come  to  Thee. 

2  Fain  I  would  to  Thee  be  brought- 
Blessed  Lord,  forbid  it  not ; 

In  the  kingdom  of  Thy  grace 
Give  a  little  child  a  place. 

3  Lamb  of  God,  I  look  to  Thee — 
Thou  shalt  my  example  be ; 
Thou  art  gentle,  meek,  and  mild ; 
Thou  wast  once  a  little  child. 


4  Fain  I  would  be  as  Thou  art ; 
Give  me  Thy  obedient  heart; 
Thou  art  pitiful  and  kind, 
Let  me  have  Thy  loving  mind. 

5  Loving  Jesus,  gentle  Lamb, 
In  Thy  gracious  hands  I  am ; 
Make  me,  Saviour,  what  Thou  art ; 
Live  Thyself  within  my  heart. 

6  I  shall  then  show  forth  Thy  praise, 
Serve  Thee  all  my  happy  days ; 
Then  the  world  shall  always  see 
Christ,  the  Holy  Child,  in  me. 
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S.  Lucy  (7777). 
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1  "IVfAEY  at  the  Master's  feet 

Sat  to  hear  His  gracious  word . 
So  before  Thy  face  we  meet, 
Still  be  Thou  our  teacher,  Lord  ! 

2  In  Thy  Father's  temple  Thou 
Once  the  scholar's  place  didst  fill : 
Look  on  these  Thy  scholars  now, 
Come,  like  Thee,  to  learn  His  will 


3  Word  by  word,  and  line  by  line, 
Infant  lips  their  faith  confess  ; 
Creed,  and  law,  and  prayer  divine — 
Mystery  of  godliness  ! 

4  Greater  far  than  yet  they  know 
Are  the  words  they  speak  in  turn  ; 
Angels  long  to  look  into 

Things  which  Christian  children  learn  ! 

5  Open,  Lord,  Thy  boundless  store, — 
In  Thy  wisdom  may  we  grow, 
Learning  daily  more  and  more, 
Till  Thy  perfect  truth  we  know. 


Ib^mn  418    (62) 


Aspiration-  (76  86). 


A.  L.  Peace,  Mus.  D. 
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1  T  WANT  to  be  like  Jesus, 

So  lowly  and  so  meek ; 
For  no  one  marked  an  angry  word 
That  ever  heard  Him  speak. 

2  I  want  to  be  like  Jesus, 

So  frequently  in  prayer ; 

Alone  upon  the  mountain-top 

He  met  His  Father  there. 

3  I  want  to  be  like  Jesus ; 

I  never,  never  find, 
That  He,  though  persecuted,  was 
To  any  one  unkind. 

4  I  want  to  be  like  Jesus, 

Engaged  in  doing  good, 
So  that  of  me  it  may  be  said, 
"  She  hath  done  what  she  could.3 

5  A  las !  I'm  not  like  Jesus, 

As  any  one  may  see  ; 
O  gentle  Saviour,  send  Thy  grace, 
And  make  me  like  to  Thee ! 
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Arms  of  Jesus  (76  76  d.  and  refrain). 
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F^mz 


1  O  AFE  in  the  arms  of  Jesus, 

Safe  on  His  gentle  breast, 
There  by  His  love  o'ershaded 
Sweetly  my  soul  shall  rest. 
Hark,  'tis  the  voice  of  angels, 

Borne  in  a  song  to  me, 
Over  the  fields  of  glory, 
Over  the  crystal  sea  ! 

Safe  in  the  arms  of  Jesus, 

Safe  on  His  gentle  breast, 
There  by  His  love  o'ershaded 
Sweetly  my  soul  shall  rest. 

2  Safe  in  the  arms  of  Jesus, 

Safe  from  corroding^  care, 
Safe  from  the  world's  temptations, 

Sin  cannot  harm  me  there ; 
Free  from  the  blight  of  sorrow, 

Free  from  my  doubts  and  fears, 
Only  a  few  more  trials, 
Only  a  few  more  tears. 

Safe  in  the  arms  of  Jesus, 

Safe  on  His  gentle  breast, 

There  by  His  love  o'ershaded 

Sweetly  my  soul  shall  rest. 

3  Jesus,  my  heart's  dear  refuge, 

Jesus  has  died  for  me  ; 
Firm  on  the  Rock  of  Ages 
Ever  my  trust  shall  be. 
Here  let  me  wait  with  patience, 

Wait  till  the  night  is  o'er, 
Wait  till  I  see  the  morning 
Break  on  the  golden  shore. 
Safe  in  the  arms  of  Jesus, 

Safe  on  His  gentle  breast, 
There  by  His  love  o'ershaded 
Sweetly  my  soul  shall  rest. 
2l 
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Childhood's  Years  (87  87). 


FIRST  TUNE. 


A.  L.  Peace,  Mus.  D. 
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Harwich  (§7  87). 
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SECOND  TUNE. 


/tf/w  Whitaker. 
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1  /CHILDHOOD'S  years  are  passing  o'er 

Youthful  days  will  soon  be  done  ;  [us, 
Cares  and  sorrows  lie  before  us, 
Hidden  dangers,  snares  unknown. 

2  0,  may  He  who,  meek  and  lowly, 

Trod  Himself  this  vale  of  woe, 
Make  us  His,  and  make  us  holy, 
Guard  and  guide  us  while  we  go. 
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3  Hark !  it  is  the  Saviour  calliDg, 

"Little  children,  follow  Me!" 
Jesus,  -keep  our  feet  from  falling- 
Teach  us  all  to  follow  Thee. 

4  Soon  we  part — it  may  be  never, 

Never  here  to  meet  again ; 
O,  to  meet  in  heaven  for  ever ! 
O,  the  crown  of  life  to  gain  ! 
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Moravia  (cm.) 
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Greifszuald  Hymn  Book,  7JQ2. 
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1  TyiTHINthechurchyard,sidebyside, 

Are  many  long  low  graves ; 
And  some  have  stones  set  over  them, 
On  some  the  green  grass  waves. 

2  Full  many  a  little  Christian  child, 

Woman,  and  man,  lies  there ; 
And  we  pass  by  them  every  time 
When  we  go  in  to  prayer. 


3  They  cannot  hear  our  footsteps  come, 

They  do  not  see  us  pass ; 
They  cannot  feel  the  bright  warm  sun 
That  shines  upon  the  grass. 

4  They  do  not  hear  when  the  great  bell 

Is  ringing  overhead ; 
They  cannot  rise  and  come  to  church 
With  us,  for  they  are  dead. 


5  But  we  believe  a  day  shall  come 

When  all  the  dead  will  rise ; 
When  they  who  sleep  down  in  the  grave 
Will  ope  again  their  eyes. 

6  For  Christ  our  Lord  was  buried  once ; 

He  died  and  rose  again ; 
He  conquered  death,  He  left  the  grave, 
And  so  will  Christian  men. 


7  So  when  the  friends  we  love  the  best 

Lie  in  their  churchyard  bed, 
We  must  not  cry  too  bitterly 
Over  the  happy  dead ; 

8  Because,  for  our  dear  Saviour's  sake, 

Our  sins  are  all  forgiven ; 

And  Christians  only  fall  asleep 

To  wake  again  in  heaven. 
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James  Watson. 
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1  T^AIR  waved  the  golden  corn 
In  Canaan's  pleasant  land, 
"When  full  of  joy,  some  shining  morn, 
Went  forth  the  reaper  band. 


2  To  God,  so  good  and  great, 

Their  cheerful  thanks  they  pour, 
Then  carry  to  His  temple  gate 
The  choicest  of  their  store. 


3  For  thus  the  holy  word, 

Spoken  by  Moses,  ran  : — 
"  The  first  ripe  ears  are  for  the  Lord, 
The  rest  He  gives  to  man." 

4  Like  Israel,  Lord,  we  give 

Our  earliest  fruits  to  Thee, 
And  pray  that,  long  as  we  shall  live, 
"We  may  Thy  children  be. 

5  Thine  is  our  youthful  prime, 

And  life  and  all  its  powers ; 

Be  with  us  in  our  morning  time, 

And  bless  our  evening  hours. 
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6  In  wisdom  let  us  grow, 

As  years  and  strength  are  given, 
That  we  may  serve  Thy  Church  below, 
And  join  Thy  saints  in  heaven. 
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Infant  Praises  (6565). 


Fricdrich  Silcher,  Ph.D. 
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1  T'M  a  little  pilgrim, 

And  a  stranger  here ; 
Though  this  world  is  pleasant, 
Sin  is  always  near. 

2  Mine's  a  better  country, 

Where  there  is  no  sin — 
Where  the  tones  of  sorrow 
Never  enter  in. 

3  But  a  little  pilgrim 

Must  have  garments  clean, 
If  he'd  wear  the  white  robes, 
And  with  Christ  be  seen. 

4  Jesus,  cleanse  and  save  me, 

Teach  me  to  obey ; 
Holy  Spirit,  guide  me 
On  my  heavenly  way. 

5  I'm  a  little  pilgrim, 

And  a  stranger  here ; 
But  my  home  in  heaven 
Cometh  ever  near. 
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Vexillum  (65  65  d.  and  refrain). 


Henry  Smart. 
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1  "DRIGHTLY  gleams  our  banner, 
Pointing  to  the  sky, 
Waving  wand'rers  onward 

To  their  home  on  high. 
Journeying  o'er  the  desert, 

Gladly  thus  we  pray, 
And,  with  hearts  united, 
Take  our  heavenward  way. 

Brightly  gleams  our  banner, 

Pointing  to  the  sky, 
Waving  ivand'rers  onward 
To  their  home  on  high. 


2  Jesus,  Lord  and  Master, 
At  Thy  sacred  feet, 
Here,  with  hearts  rejoicing, 

See  Thy  children  meet. 
Often  have  we  left  Thee, 

Often  gone  astray, — 
Keep  us,  mighty  Saviour, 
In  the  narrow  way. 

Brightly  gleams  our  banner, 

Pointing  to  the  shy, 
Waving  wand'rers  onward 
To  their  home  on  high. 


3  All  our  days  direct  us 

In  the  way  we  go, 
Lead  us  on  victorious 

Over  every  foe ; 
Bid  Thine  angels  shield  us 

When  the  storm-clouds  lour, 
Pardon  Thou  and  save  us 
In  the  last  dread  hour. 

Brightly  gleams  our  banner, 

Pointing  to  the  sky, 
Waving  wandWers  onward 
To  their  home  on  high. 

4  Then  with  saints  and  angels 

May  we  join  above, 
Offering  prayers  and  praises 

At  Thy  throne  of  love ; 
When  the  toil  is  over, 

Then  come  rest  and  peace, 
Jesus  in  His  bounty, 
Songs  that  never  cease. 

Brightly  gleams  our  banner, 

Pointing  to  the  sky, 
Waving  wand'rers  onward 
To  their  home  on  high. 
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Alstone  (l.m.) 
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C.  E.  Willing. 
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1  ~\\7"E  are  but  little  children  weak, 

V  V       Nor  born  in  any  high  estate ; 
What  can  we  do  for  Jesus'  sake, 
Who  is  so  high  and  good  and  great? 

2  0,  day  by  day,  each  Christian  child 

Has  much  to  do,  without,  within, — 
A  death  to  die  for  Jesus'  sake, 
A  weary  war  to  wage  with  sin. 

3  When  deep  within  our  swelling  hearts 

The  thoughts  of  pride  and  anger  rise, 
When  bitter  words  are  on  our  tongues, 
And  tears  of  passion  in  our  eyes, — 


4  Then  we  may  stay  the  angry  blow, 

Then  we  may  check  the  hasty  word, 
Give  gentle  answers  back  again, 
And  fight  a  battle  for  our  Lord. 

5  With  smiles  of  peace,  and  looks  of  love, 

Light  in  our  dwellings  we  may  make, 
Bid  kind  good-humour  brighten  there, 
And  still  do  all  for  Jesus'  sake. 

G  There's  not  a  child  so  small  and  weak, 
But  has  his  little  cross  to  take, — 
His  little  work  of  love  and  praise 
That  he  may  do  for  Jesus'  sake. 
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HOLLEY    (L.M.) 


George  News. 
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1  p  RE  AT  God !  and  wilt  Thou  condescend 
VJT     To  be  my  Father  and  my  Friend  ? 

I  a  poor  child,  and  Thou  so  high, 
The  Lord  of  earth,  and  air,  and  sky. 

2  Art  Thou  my  Father  ?     Canst  Thou  bear 
To  hear  my  poor  imperfect  prayer  ? 

Or  wilt  Thou  listen  to  the  praise 
That  such  a  little  one  can  raise  ? 

3  Art  Thou  ray  Father  ?    Let  me  be 
A  meek  obedient  child  to  Thee, 


And  try,  in  word  and  deed  and  thought, 
To  serve  and  please  Thee  as  I  ought. 

4  Art  Thou  my  Father  ?     I'll  depend 
Upon  the  care  of  such  a  Friend, 
And  only  wish  to  do  and  be 
Whatever  seemeth  good  to  Thee. 

5  Art  Thou  my  Father  ?  Then  at  last, 
When  all  my  days  on  earth  are  past, 
Send  down  and  take  me  in  Thy  love 
To  be  Thy  better  child  above. 


1b\>mn  427    (7i) 


Warfare  (6565). 


Laura  J.  Hutton. 
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1  "PiO  no  sinful  action, 

U     Speak  no  angry  word, 
Ye  belong  to  Jesus, 
Children  of  the  Lord. 

2  Christ  is  kind  and  gentle, 

Christ  is  pure  and  true, 
And  His  little  children 
Must  be  holy  too. 

3  There's  a  wicked  spirit 

Watching  round  you  still, 
And  he  tries  to  tempt  you 
To  all  harm  and  ill. 


4  But  you  must  not  hear  him, 

Though  'tis  hard  for  you 
To  resist  the  evil, 
And  the  good  to  do ; 

5  For  ye  promised  truly 

In  your  infant  days, 

To  renounce  him  wholly, 

And  forsake  his  ways. 

G  Christ  is  your  own  Master, 
He  is  good  and  true, 
And  His  little  children 
Must  be  holy  too. 
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Valley  of  Blessing  (ii  8  ii  8  and  refrain). 


W.  G.  Fischer. 
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1  T  HAVE  entered  the  valley  of  blessing  so  sweet, 
*-     And  Jesus  abides  with  me  there ; 

And  His  Spirit  and  blood  make  my  cleansing  complete, 
And  His  perfect  love  casteth  out  fear. 
0,  come  to  this  valley  of  blessing  so  sweet, 

Where  Jesus  will  fulness  bestow; 
And  believe  and  receive  and  confess  Ilim, 
That  all  His  salvation  may  know. 

2  There  is  peace  in  the  valley  of  blessing  so  sweet, 

And  plenty  the  land  doth  impart ; 
And  there's  rest  for  the  weary- worn  traveller's  feet, 
And  joy  for  the  sorrowing  heart. 

0,  come  to  this  valley  of  blessing  so  sweet,  etc. 

3  There  is  love  in  the  valley  of  blessing  so  sweet, 

Such  as  none  but  the  blood-washed  may  feel, 
When  heaven  comes  down  redeemed  spirits  to  greet, 
And  Christ  sets  His  covenant  seal. 

0,  come  to  this  valley  of  blessing  so  sweet,  etc. 

4  There's  a  song  in  the  valley  of  blessing  so  sweet 

That  angels  would  fain  join  the  strain, 
As  with  rapturous  praises  we  bow  at  His  feet, 
Crying,  "  Worthy  the  Lamb  that  was  slain." 
0,  come  to  this  valley  of  blessing  so  sweet,  etc. 
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Proclamation  (l.m.  and  refrain). 
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l/^O  sound  the  trump  on  India's  shore, 
^     And  bid  the  Hindu  weep  no  more ; 
From  idols  vain  and  Ganges'  wave, 
One  meek  and  mighty  comes  to  save. 

Oer  Satan,  error,  fear,  and  sin, 
Will  Christ  our  Lord  the  victory  win. 


2  Go  sound  the  trump  on  Afric's  shore, 
And  bid  the  negro  weep  no  more ; 
From  tyrant's  rod  and  exile's  grave, 
One  meek  and  mighty  comes  to  save. 

Oer  Satan,  error,  fear,  and  sin, 
Will  Christ  our  Lord  the  victory  win, 
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3  Go  sound  the  trump  on  Judah's  shore, 
And  say  to  Israel,  Weep  no  more ; 
The  Lord  of  Glory,  slain  by  you, 
Will  yet  restore  the  wandering  Jew. 

Oer  Satan,  error,  fear,  and  sin, 
Will  Christ  our  Lord  the  victory  win. 

4  Go  sound  the  trump  on  every  shore, 
And  bid  poor  sinners  weep  no  more ; 
The  blood  that  flowed  from  Jesus'  veins 
Will  wash  away  your  crimson  stains. 

Oer  Satan,  error,  fear,  and  sin, 
Will  Christ  our  Lord  the  victory  win. 
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13  Y  cool  Siloam's  shady  rill 

How  sweet  the  lily  grows ! 
How  sweet  the  breath  beneath  the  hill 
Of  Sharon's  dewy  rose ! 

Lo,  such  the  child  whose  early  feet 

The  paths  of  peace  have  trod, 
Whose  secret  heart  with  influence  sweet 

Is  upward  drawn  to  God. 

By  cool  Siloam's  shady  rill 

The  lily  must  decay ; 
The  rose  that  blooms  beneath  the  hill 

Must  shortly  fade  away. 

And  soon,  too  soon,  the  wintry  hour 

Of  man's  maturer  age 
Will  shake  the  soul  with  sorrow's  power, 

And  stormy  passion's  rage. 

O  Thou,  whose  infant  feet  were  found 

Within  Thy  Father's  shrine, 
Whose  years,  with  changeless  virtue  crowned, 

Were  all  alike  divine, — 

Dependent  on  Thy  bounteous  breath, 

We  seek  Thy  grace  alone — 
In  childhood,  manhood,  age,  and  death, 

To  keep  us  still  Thine  own ! 
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Diligence  (76  75  d.) 


Lcnuell  Mason,  Mus.  D. 
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1  Ty  ORK,  for  the  night  is  coming ! 

"Work  through  the  morning  hours : 
Work  while  the  dew  is  sparkling ; 

"Work  'mid  springing  flowers ; 
"Work  when  the  day  grows  brighter ; 

"Work  in  the  glowing  sun ; 
"Work,  for  the  night  is  coming, 

When  man's  work  is  done. 

2  "Work,  for  the  night  is  coming ! 

"Work  through  the  sunny  noon  ; 
Fill  brightest  hours  with  labour; 
Rest  comes  sure  and  soon. 
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Give  every  flying  minute 
Something  to  keep  in  store ; 

"Work,  for  the  night  is  coming, 
When  man  works  no  more. 

Work,  for  the  night  is  coming ! 

Under  the  sunset  skies, 
While  their  bright  tints  are  glowing, 

Work,  for  daylight  flies. 
Work  till  the  last  beam  fadeth, 

Fadeth  to  shine  no  more ; 
Work  while  the  night  is  darkening, 

When  man's  work  is  o'er. 


THE    HOPE     OF    GLORY. 
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Happy  Land 

A 

! 1 — — , 

0      rJ 

| r- 

y 

y-ft- 

J. 

1 

-*- 
— 0— 

— 0 — 
— m — 

1 

1 

-0- 

0    0    r? 

f  r  r 

J.  J- A 

—0 0 & 

A 

* — 0 

0 0— 

!      1 
J     J 

— & 

G> 

^>b    1 

\ 

0 
1 

i 

r— , 1 1 

0          O 

H 

■ 

*-    *— 

i      i 

i 
_       i 

— s 

1 

-0- 

0— 

— m— 
—m — 

S 

J- A  A 

—0 0- G 

-ft- 

A 

— * — 0— 

0 0— 

I             I 
J         J 

0       0 

— <s> 

— <s> 

^ 

J 

0— 

m 

-1 — ' 

4- 

—0— 

i             1 
J 1 1 

» — 0 — <rh~ — 

M— 

1 h 

■>      0— 

-• *r- 

r> 

0- 

1 

-*— 
1 

1 

0 

-m — *—£l 
i      i      i 

J  j  j 

0  . 
^1. 

*           i 

rf-T 

J  j 

— ' •-- 

1 

I 
1 

—0 — 

— 0 0-—O 

0>  . 

> 

^"    ' — <s — 
1 

— F- 
j_ 

I 

— 0 — 

!        i         , 
-• — 0 — H 

r- — i 

1                     '■ 

A 

(& 

A 

0 

1 

J 

i        i         1 

J   J   J 

— 0 — 0 — ^ 

1 

r  r 

i      i 

— © 

€3> 

1 

1 — 

—0— 

1 

H 

— , — i — i 

1  rPHERE  is  a  happy  land, 
-*-      Far,  far  away. 
Where  saints  in  glory  stain  1. 

Bright,  bright  as  day  ; 
0  how  they  sweetly  sing, 
'"Worthy  is  our  Saviour  King  !"' 
Loud  let  His  praises  ring, 

Praise,  praise  for  aye. 

2  Come  to  this  happy  land. 

Come,  come  away ; 
Why  will  ve  doubting  stand, 
Why  still  delay  ? 


O  we  shall  happy  be, 
When,  from  sin  and  Borrow  free. 
Lord,  we  shall  live  with  Thee, 
Blest,  blest  for  aye. 

3  Bright  in  that  happy  land 
Beams  every  eye  ; 
Kept  by  a  Father's  hand. 

Love  cannot  die : 
On  then  to  glory  run ; 
Be  a  crown  and  kingdom  won  : 
And,  bright  above  the  sun. 
Reign,  reign  for  aye. 
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Better  World  (83838883). 
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Anonymous. 
Adapted  by  Hubert  P.  Main. 
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bright! 


1  rpHEEE  is  a  better  world  they  say, 
^  0  so  bright ! 
Where  sin  and  woe  are  done  away, 

0  so  bright! 
And  music  fills  the  balmy  air, 
And  angels  bright  and  pure  are  there, 
And  harps  of  gold  and  mansions  fair. 

0  so  bright ! 

2  No  clouds  e'er  pass  along  its  sky, 

Happy  land! 
No  tear-drop  glistens  in  the  eye, 

Happy  land! 
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They  drink  the  gushing  streams  of  grace, 
And  gaze  upon  the  Saviour's  face, 
"Whose  brightness  fills  the  holy  place, 
Happy  land  ! 

3  Though  we  are  sinners  every  one, 

Jesus  died  ! 
And  though  our  crown  of  peace  is  gone, 

Jesus  died! 
We  may  be  cleansed  from  every  stain, 
We  may  be  crowned  with  peace  again, 
And  in  that  land  of  pleasure  reign. 
Jesus  died! 
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Heavenly  Land  (9696  and  refrain). 
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There'll       be         no     part 
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ing.  There'll  be         no  part  -  ing    there. 


1  T    LOYE  to  think  of    the  heavenly 
-*-      land, 

Where  white-robed  angels  are  ; 
Where  many  a  friend  is  gathered,  safe 
From  fear,  and  toil,  and  care. 

Ther^ll  be  no  parting  there. 

2  I  love  to  think  of  the  heavenly  land, 

Where  my  Redeemer  reigns, 
Where    rapturous    songs   of    triumph 
rise 
In  endless  joyous  strains. 

There  11  be  no  parting  there. 

3  I  love  to  think  of  the  heavenly  land, 

The  saints'  eternal  home, 


2  M 


Where  palms,  and  robes,  and  crowns 
ne'er  fade ; 
Where  still  new  joys  shall  come. 
There'll  be  no  parting  there. 

I  love  to  think  of  the  heavenly  land, 
The  greetings  there  we'll  meet ; 

The  harp — the  songs  for  ever  ours ; 
The  walls — the  golden  street. 

There'll  be  no  parting  there. 

I  love  to  think  of  the  heavenly  land — 

That  promised  land  so  fair ; 
O,  how  my  raptured  spirit  longs 
To  be  for  ever  there  ! 

There'll  be  no  parting  tliere. 
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Eden  (87  87  and  refrain). 
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1  T\AILY,  daily  sing  the  praises 
-L'     Of  the  city  God  hath  made  ; 
In  the  beauteous  fields  of  Eden 

Its  foundation-stones  are  laid. 

0  that  I  had  wings  of  angels  [fly, 
Here  to  spread  and  heavenward 

1  would  seek  the  gates  of  Zion 
Far  beyond  the  starry  shy ! 

2  All  the  walls  of  that  dear  city 

Are  of  bright  and  burnished  gold  ; 
It  is  matchless  in  its  beauty, 
And  its  treasures  are  untold. 

0  that  I  had  wings  of  angel*,  etc. 

3  From  the  throne  a  river  issues, 

Clear  as  crystal,  passing  bright, 
And  it  traverses  the  city 

Like  a  sudden  beam  of  light. 
0  that  I  had  wings  of  angels,  etc. 

4  Where  it  waters  leafy  Eden, 

Rolling  over  silver  sands, 
Sit  the  angels  softly  chiming 

On  the  harps  between  their  hands. 
0  that  I  had  wings  of  angels,  etc. 
540 


5  There  the  meadows  green  and  dewy 
Shine  with  lilies  wondrous  fair  ; 
Thousand,  thousand  are  the  colours 
Of  the  waving  flowers  there. 

0  that  I  had  wings  of  angels,  etc. 

There  the  forests  ever  blossom, 
Like  our  orchards  here  in  May ; 

There  the  gardens  never  wither, 
But  eternally  are  gay. 

0  thai  I  had  wings  of  angels,  etc. 

There  the  wind  is  sweetly  fragrant, 
And  is  laden  with  the  song 

Of  the  seraphs,  and  the  elders, 
And  the  great  redeemed  throng. 
0  thai  1  had  wings  of  angels,  etc. 

O  I  would  my  ears  were  open 

Here  to  catch  that  happy  strain  ! 
O  I  would  my  eyes  some  vision 
Of  that  Eden  could  attain  ! 

0  that  1  had  wings  of  angels  [fly, 
Here  to  spread  and  heavenward 
J  would  seek  the  gates  of  Zion 
Far  beyond  tJie  starry  sky  ! 
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Sing-ing,  Glo  -  ry,      glo  -  ry,         glo       -        ry !  Sing-ing,  Glo  -  ry,    glo  -  ry,         glo 

1  A  EOUND  the  throne  of  God  in  heaven 
-£*-     Ten  thousand  children  stand. 
Whose  sins  are  all  through  Christ  forgiven, 

A  holy,  happy  band, 

Singing,  Glory,  glory,  glory  ! 

2  What  brought  them  to  that  world  above, 

That  heaven  so  bright  and  fair, 
Where  all  is  peace,  and  joy,  and  love  ] — 
How  came  these  children  there? 
Singing,  Glory,  glory,  glory! 

3  Because  the  Saviour  shed  His  blood 

To  wash  away  their  sin  ; 
Bathed  in  that  pure  and  precious  flood, 
Behold  them  white  and  clean, 
Singing,  Glory,  glory,  glory/ 

4  On  earth  they  sought  the  Saviour's  grace, 

On  earth  they  loved  His  name ; 
And  now  they  see  His  blessed  face. 
And  stand  before  the  Lamb, 

Singing,  Glory,  glory,  glory/ 
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Joyful  (776  and  refrain). 
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1  TTERE  we  suffer  grief  and  pain, 
-fl     Here  we  meet  to  part  again ; 

In  heaven  we  part  no  more. 

0  that  will  be  joyful! 

Joyful,  joyful,  joyful ! 
0  that  will  be  joyful! 
When  we  meet  to  'part  no  more. 

2  All  who  love  the  Lord  below, 
When  they  die,  to  heaven  will  go, 

And  sing  with  saints  above. 
0  that  will  be  joyful,  etc. 

3  Little  children  will  be  there, 

Who  have  sought  the  Lord  by  prayer 
From  every  Sabbath  school. 
0  that  will  be  joyful,  etc. 
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4  Teachers,  too,  shall  meet  above  ; 
Pastors,  parents,  whom  we  love, 

Shall  meet  to  part  no  more. 
0  that  will  be  joyful,  etc. 

5  O  how  happy  we  shall  be  ! 
For  our  Saviour  we  shall  see 

Exalted  on  His  throne. 

0  that  will  be  joyful,  etc. 

6  There  we  all  shall  sing  with  joy, 
And  eternity  employ 

In  praising  Christ  the  Lord. 
0  that  will  be  joyful ! 

Joyful,  joyful,  joyful ! 
0  that  vjill  be  joyful! 
When  we  meet  to  part  no  more. 
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HESE  are  the  crowns  that  we  shall 

wear 

When  all  Thy  saints  are  crowned  ; 
These  are  the  palms  that  we  shall  bear 
On  yonder  holy  ground. 


3  Then    welcome    toil,   and    care,   and 
pain, 
And  welcome  sorrow  too  ; 
All  toil  is  rest,  all  grief  is  gain, 
With  such  a  prize  in  view. 


2  These    are    the   robes,    unsoiled    and    4  Come  crown  and  throne,  come  robe 
white,  and  palm, 

Which  we  shall  then  put  on,  Burst  forth  glad  stream  of  peace; 

When  foremost  'mong  the  sons  of  light  |      Come  holy  city  of  the  Lamb, 
We  sit  on  yonder  throne.  Rise,  Sun  of  Righteousness  ! 
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Whither,  Pilgrims?  (8787  and  refrain). 
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We  are       go     -     ing    to    His     pa  -  lace,       Go -ing      to 


I        I 
the  bet-ter    land; 


We  are       go     -     ing    to    His     pa  -  lace,       Go -ing      to 


I       I 
the  bet-ter     land. 


1  Yy  HIT  HER,  pilgrims,  are  you  going, 

* '       Going  each  with  staff  in  hand  ? 
We  are  going  on  a  journey, 
Going  at  our  King's  command. 
Over  hills  and  plains  and  valleys, 
We  are  going  to  I/is  palace, 
We  are  going  to  His  palace, 
Going  to  the  better  land. 

2  Tell  us,  pilgrims,  what  you  hope  for 

In  that  far-off  better  land  ? 
Spotless  robes  and  crowns  of  glory, 
From  a  Saviour's  loving  hand. 
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We  shall  drink  of  life's  clear  river, 
We  shall  dwell  with  God  for  ever, 
We  shall  dwell  with  God  for  ever, 
In  that  bright,  that  better  land. 

Pilgrims,  may  we  travel  with  you 
To  that  bright,  that  better  land  ? 
Come  and  welcome,  come  and  welcome, 
Welcome  to  our  pilgrim  band. 
Come,  0  come,  and  do  not  leave  us; 
Christ  is  waiting  to  receive  us, 
Christ  is  waiting  to  receive  us, 
In  that  bright,  that  better  land. 
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Ceautiftl  River  (8787  and  refrain). 


Rev.  Robert  Lazvry,  D.D. 
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1    OHALL  we  gather  at  the  river, 
^   Where  bright  angel-f eet  have  trod ; 
With  its  crystal  tide  for  ever 
Flowing  by  the  throne  of  God  ? 
Yes}  we'll  gather  at  the  river, 
The  beautiful,  beautiful  ■ 
Gather  with  the  saints  at  th< 
That  flows  by  the  throne  of  God. 

■2  Ere  we  reach  the  shining  river. 
Lay  we  every  burden  down ; 
Grace  our  spirits  will  deliver, 
And  provide  a  robe  and  crown. 
Yes,  we'll  gather  at  the  river, 
The  beautiful,  beautiful  river ; 
(rather  with  the  saints  at  the 
That  flows  by  the  throne  of  God. 


At  the  shining  of  the  river, 

Mirror  of  the  Saviour's  face, 
Saints  whom  death  will  never  sever 
Raise  their  songs  of  saving  grace. 
Yes,  well  gather  at  the  river, 
The  beautiful,  beautiful  river; 
Gather  with  the  saints  at  the  river, 
That  flows  by  the  throne  of  God. 

Soon  we'll  reach  the  silver  river, 

Soon  our  pilgrimage  will  cease; 
Soon  our  happy  hearts  will  quiver 
With  the  melody  of  peace. 
Yes,  we'll  gather  at  the  river, 
The  beautiful,  beautiful  river ; 
Gather  with  the  saints  at  the 
That  flows  by  the  throne  of  God. 
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1  T  ITTLE  travellers  Zionward, 

Each  one  entering  into  rest, 
In  the  kingdom  of  your  Lord, 

In  the  mansions  of  the  blest, 
There  to  welcome  Jesus  waits, 

Gives  the  crowns  His  followers  win 
Lift  your  heads,  ye  golden  gates, 

Let  the  little  travellers  in  ! 

2  Who  are  they  whose  little  feet, 

Pacing  life's  dark  journey  through, 
Now  have  reached  the  heavenly  seat 
They  had  ever  kept  in  view  ? 
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"  I  from  Greenland's  frozen  land;' 
"  I  from  India's  sultry  plain  ;" 

"  I  from  Afric's  barren  sand;" 
"  I  from  islands  of  the  main." 

"  All  our  earthly  journey  past, 

Every  tear  and  pain  gone  by, 
We're  together  met  at  last, 

At  the  portal  of  the  sky." 
Each  the  welcome,  Come,  awaits, 

Conquerors  over  death  and  sin  : 
Lift  your  heads,  ye  golden  gates, 

Let  the  little  travellers  in  J 
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When  He  cometh  (8685  and  refrain). 
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1  V\THEX  He  cometh,  when  He  cometh 

To  make  up  His  jewels, 
All  His  jewels,  precious  jewels, 
His  loved  and  His  own. 

Like  the  stars  of  the  morning, 
His  bright  crown  adorning, 
The;/  shall  shins  in  their  beauty, 
Bright  gems  for  His  crovm. 

2  He  will  gather,  He  will  gather 

The  gems  for  His  kingdom, 
All  the  pure  ones,  all  the  bright  ones. 
His  loved  and  His  own. 


Like  the  stars  of  the  morning, 
His  bright  crown  adorning, 
They  shall  shine  in  their  beauty, 
Bright  gems  for  His  crovm. 

Little  children,  little  children 
Who  love  their  Redeemer, 
Are  the  jewels,  precious  jewel-. 
His  loved  and  His  owil 

Like  the  stars  of  the  morning. 
His  brtght  crown  adorning, 
They  shall  shine  in  their  beauty, 
Bright  gems  for  His  crown. 
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